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CHARLES DICKENS 

% 

A NOTE BY ANGUS CALDER 

Charles Dickens was bom at Portsmouth on 7 February 1812. 
He was the second of the eight children of John Dickens, a clerk in 
the Naval Pay Office, whose mother had been in service to Lord 
Crewe. Although John Dickens wras hard-working, he was rarely 
able to live -within his income, and this brought a senes of cnses 
upon his family, which lived under the shadow of raenacmg social 
insecunty 

John Dickens’s work took him from place to place, so that 
Charles spent his early childhood m Portsmouth, London, and 
Chatham He was happiest at Chatham, where he attended a school 
run by a young Baptist mimster, who recognized lus abihties and 
paid him speaal attention In 1823 tlie family moved to London, 
faced -with finanaal disaster, and, to help out, a relative of Mrs 
Dickens offered Charles work in a blacking business which he 
managed Two days before his twelfth birthday the boy began 
work at a factory at Hungerford Stairs, labelhng bottles for six 
slullings a week 

Shordy before this, John Dickens had been arrested for debt, and 
soon tlie whole family, except for Charles who was found lodgings, 
joined him in the Marshalsea Debtors’ Pnson The double blow 
~ lus menial job and the family shame — gave Charles a shock 
which transformed lum In later years he told only lus closest 
fnend, John Forster, of these expenences, which haunted him till 
lus death. 

After three months in pnson, John Dickens was released by 
process of having himself declared an Insolvent Debtor, but it was 
uot until weeks later diat he -withdrew Charles from work and sent 
m to school, where he did well At fifteen, Charles began work 
m the office of a firm of Gray’s Inn attorneys Sensing a vocation 
f^^here, he taught himself shorthand, and eighteen montlis later 
to work as a freelance reporter in the court of Doctors’ 

Lornmons 

H 1829 he fell passionately in love -witli Mana Beadncll, tlie 
^ughter of a banker Tlieir affair staggered frmtlessly on until the 
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summer of 1833. Meanwlule, he began to report parliamentary de- 
bates, and won himself a high reputation for speed and accuracy. 
His first Sketches by Bo^ appeared irt magazines soon after he was 
twenty-one In 1834 he joined the reporting staff of the Monung 
Chronicle A well-received volume of his Sketches appeared on his 
twenty-fourth birthday 

His growing reputation secured him a commission from the 
pubhshers, Chapman and Hall, to provide tlie text to appear in 
monthly instalments beside sporting plates by a popular artist, 
Seymour He ‘thought of Mr Pickwick’. Two days after the 
first number appeared he married Cathenne Hogarth, the daughter 
of a fellow-] oumahst, on the prospect Altliough early sales were 
disappointing, Ptchnck Papers (1836—7) soon became a publishing 
phenomenon, and Dickens’s characters the centre of a popular cult 
Part of the secret was the method of cheap senal publication, which 
Dickens used for all his subsequent novels (some, in fact, being 
senalized m weekly magazines edited by himself), and which was 
copied by other writers 

While Pickwick was still running, Dickens began Oliver Twist 
(1837). Nicholas Nickleby (1838-9) provided him witli a third 
success, and sales of The Old Curiosity Shop (1840-41) reached 
100,000 After fimshing Barnahy Budge (1841), Dickens set off 
with his wife for the United States He went full of enthusiasm for 
the young republic, but returned heartily disillusioned, in spite of a 
tnumphant reception His experiences are recorded in American 
Notes (1842) 

His first setback came when Martin Chunlewit (1843-4) did not 
repeat the extraordinary success of its predecessors, though he 
promptly inaugurated lus triumphant senes of Christmas Books 
with A Christmas Carol (1843) He' now travelled abroad, first to 
Italy (1844-5) and then to Switzerland and Pans (1846) During a 
bnef interlude in England he projected, not another novel, but a 
paper, the Daily News This first appeared in January 1846, but 
Dickens resigned after only seventeen days as editor 

His next novel, Dombey and Son (1846-8), was more wholly 
sOTous and more carefully planned than his early work. In David 
opperfield (1849—50), he explored his own childhood and youth, 
inly disguised In the 1850s he increased his already intense 
^interest in pubhc affairs He founded Household Words, a weekly 
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magazine which combined entertainment witli social purpose, it 
was succeeded in 1859 by All the Year Rounds winch sold as many 
as 300,000 copies Bleak House (1852—3) and Hard Times (1854) 
have strong social themes, and Little Domt (1855—7) continues 
Dickens’s bitter denunciation of the whole framework of govern- 
ment and admimstration whicli had mismanaged the Cnmean 
War 

In 1858 he separated from his wife Although Kate, a shadowy, 
slow person, had given him ten children, she had never suited his 
exuberant temperament very well He befriended a young actress, 
Ellen Teman, who may have become his mistress He was now 
living mainly in Kent, at Gad’s Hill, near his boyhood home of 
Chatham A Tale of Two Cities (1859), Great Expectations (1860- 
61), and Our Mutual Friend (iZ64-<y) completed lus life’s mam work 
of thirteen major novels By the mid 1860s his health was faihng, 
pardy under the strain of his successful but exhausting public 
readings from lus own work, which had begun in 1858 An 
immensely profitable but physically shattenng senes of readings in 
Amenca (1867-8) speeded his deckne, and he collapsed dunng a 
‘farewell’ senes in England His last novel, Edwin Drood (1870), 
was never completed, he suffered a stroke after a full day’s work at 
Gad’s Hill on 8 June 1870 and died the followmg day Lamentation 
was demonstrative and imiverscJ, and he "was buned in the Poets’ 
Comer of Westnunster Abbey 

Dickens’s extreme energy was not exhausted by his unique 
success as a novelist. His weekly journalism made heavy demands 
on his tune after 1850, and he constantly turned to the stage, first, 
m many amateur theatncals, given privately or for charity, where 
he produced and took leading roles with great bnlhance, and, later, 
in his pubhc readings His concern with social reform in his novels 
and joumahsm -was matched by an active personal interest in 
several charitable projects 

Furthermore, as Lionel Tnlhng puts it, ‘the mere record of his 
conviviahty is exhausting’ His typical relaxation was a long walk 
at great speed, and he 'was dedicated to any and every sort of game 
or jollification In the early da3rs of his success, observers were 
sometimes displeased by his flamboyant dress and a hint of vul- 
in his manners, but he had powerful, magnetizmg eyes and 
overwhelming charm Beneath his high spints, fhends could detect 
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a permanent emotional insecurity and restlessness, which flavours 
the tragi-comic world of his novels 
Two biographies stand out among many: John Forster’s Life 
(1872—4, many times reprinted); and Edgar Johnson’s Charles 
Dickens, Hu Tragedy and Triumph (London. Gollancz, 1953)) 
which embodies material neglected or suppressed by Forster 
Readers interested in Dickens’s methods as a novelist will be en- 
lightened by John Butt’s and Kathleen Tillotson’s Dickens at Work 
(London: Methuen, 1957). There are innumerable spedahzed 
studies of his work, life, and views A magazine exclusively devoted 
to the subject, The Dicketuian, is published three times a year by the 
Dickens Fellowship 



EDITOR’S FOREWORD 


The text of this edition of Little Dorm is based on tltat of tite 
Charles Dickens Edition of 1 868 This is the usual text of tlie novel, 
and v^as revised by Dickens lumself apart from punctuation, he 
made only a few verbal changes to the text of tlie First Edition, that 
of 1857, which was a bound reissue of tlie montlily parts There is, 
however, one substantial innot^adon The central character was 
ongmally intended to be called ‘Domt’ as a Christian name Wlien 
he changed this plan, and decided to call her ‘Little Domt’, 
Dickens corrected his MS in most places, but not quite m all 
Those that he overlooked have (since the use of brackets seemed 
mappropnate for an edition such as tlie present) been silently 
amended 

The Autlior’s Preface, however, and also the Table of Contents, 
are pnnted from the 1857 edition Two sentences from the 1857 
Preface were deleted in prepanng diat of 1868, and one of them is of 
high interest for an understanding of how Dickens planned and 
built up his novel Tlie 1857 Table of Contents shows a distinctive 
and sometimes very meamngfiil use of capitalization, wlule the 
later edition was prmted without any Table. A presumably aca- 
dental discrepancy between ‘Mrs Fhntwmch’ in the Table (Book 
^,14 Chapter 23) and ‘Mistress Aifery’ in the cliapter headmg has 
been retained from the original 

The runnmg titles (hke the text) are those prepared by Dickens 
himself for the 1868 edition This pnnted so many words to a page 
that later editions have usually had to supplement with additional 
ninmng titles On the otlier hand, it pnnted captions on the open- 
mg pages of chapters, which is not common as a modem practice, 
3 nd as a result of this, one or two of the author’s most pomted 
effects have been silently dropped (e g , p 81) It would not have 
been acceptable in the present edition to pnnt on as few pages as the 
1868 edition, but the pnnting of ranmng titles above the chapter- 
titles has been retained, and where no running title of Dickens’s 
otvn has been available, I have repnnted ‘Little Domt’ rather than 
match my ingenuity against the author’s Besides those mentioned 
m the Notes, a number of these runnmg tides (e g , those on 
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pp. 209, 473 and 771) do much to underline the course or meaning 
of the narrative 

No annotator of this novel can avoid extensive indebtedness to 
T. W Hill’s copious note-articles in The Dickensian Tliese are 
referred to in the Bibliography (p. 32), and where my own in- 
debtedness IS particularly direct, this is also indicated by an (H) 
against die note 

I wish to express thanks, for help dunng the preparation of diis 
edition, to the staff of die Cambndge University Library, die 
Victona and Albert Museum Library, and die British Museum 
Reading Room 

j. H 


Note to the 1973 Edition 

Publication of this edition has enabled me to correct several 
details in the prefatory matter and the Notes, and to make certain 
additions to the Bibliography. I should like to record my indebted- 
ness in this respect to Mr Angus Easson, Mr Bernard Smith, Pro- 
fessor Basil Willey and others In particular, Mr Easson writes, of 
the note on the Marshalsea Prison (p 902). 

The Court existed before Edward III, and the Pnson was not perma- 
nently established in Southwark even at die time of Richard 11 . The 

Court was under the Knight Marshal, not die Earl Marshal, the Knight 
Marshal being responsible for the disciplme of die King’s Household 
The site was not established of the pnson Dickens knew unul 1 8 1 1 and 
It had been used as a debtors’ pnson al least from the beginning of die 
seventeendi century 



INTRODUCTION 


T HE manuscnpt of Lutlc. which is m die Victoria and Albert 

Museum in London, would probably surprise many readers of the 
novel Not only does each of its two enormous quarto volumes open 
with elaborate notes, which show Dickens carefully allotting his 
matenal to chapters, pruning and revising so as to get die most from 
It, and dunking closely and all die time of balance and orgamzation 
Much more striking is die state of die text itself Dickens’s great 
faality and fluenc}' as a wnter has made some readers think diat he 
composed easily, effortlessly, w'ldiout taking any particular pains 
On die contrary The manuscnpt of diis novel is a maze of correc- 
tions, insertions, deletions on every one of its near-thousand pages 
It is hard to find a single sentence diat was pnnted as it was first 
wntten, or that can be read in the manuscript widiout hesitation 
and difficulty 

Dickens’s Letters give the same picture Tt would be hard to 
increase upon the pains I take widi her anyhow,’ he wrote to 
Macready about Little Domt herself, on 8 July 1856, when he was 
in the middle of writing the book Later a letter to Habldt Browne, 
about the illustrations, shows that Dickens had his eye upon that 
side of the work also ‘Please keep Clennam as agreeable and 
Well-looking as possible He is very good in the Fhntwinch scene 
here Mrs Clennam’s expression, capital ’ The words refer to the 
illustration wluch appears at page 91 of the present edition The 
more one looks, die more everywhere one finds the marks of 
Dickens’s keen interest, tireless energy and matchless power for 
detail 

As he approached early middle age in the 1850s, Dickens was not 
only at the height of his own creative powers, but was also dnven on 
both by success (liis novel is m part a satire on wealth, but he was 
buymg Gad’s Hill Place in the middle of ivnting it), and by diffi- 
culties m his personal life (his mamage broke up at the end of the 
decade) Moreover, m about 1850, Thackeray and the Bronte 
sisters arrived on the scene, and began to challenge Dickens’s long 
supremacy among contemporary novelists Besides this, there was 
the combined rivalry and collaboration of waters like Mrs Gaskell, 
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Wilkie Colhns and Charles Reade, v'ho from 1850 began to 
publish their own work m tlie magazine Household Words, which 
was under Dickens’s editorship from that year Readers of Dickens 
vail kmow It as a familiar idea, that these things all contributed to a 
greater tautness which now comes into the style and the organiza- 
tion of his books . ^ , TA , , 

In fact, too much can perhaps be made of the change in Dickens s 

work in the 1850s there is a tendency among academic cnacs to 
apply to him the concept of total order in development which lias 
been employed to elucidate, and to over-schematize, die develop- 
ment of Shakespeare. Professor Stevenson, in an article of which die 
very title (‘Dickens’s Dark Novels’)* brings home the Shakes- 
pearean parallel, wrote of Bleak House, Little Domt and Hard 
Times-, ‘for the first time (Dickens) undertakes carefully compli- 
cated plots, in which multiple strands are defdy interv'oven . 
the purpose of soaal cnocism now interpenetrates die whole story, 
instead of being confined to isolated episodes’ True as (in a limited 
sense) the second part of this statement undoubtedly is, it must not 
be allowed to create the impression that Little Dorm is wntten to 
any formula of unremitting social analysis. The story flows freely 
and fluidly, for many of the most striking passages it would be 
qmte wilfhl to strive to identify any social cnticism as the govern- 
ing idea, and m the end the novel as a whole goes farther, and goes 
deeper, than any merely soaal dimension of hfe. 

Moreover, both of Profesor Stevenson’s points might also be 
made of Dotnh^ and Son, which appeared in 1 8/^7. But at the same 
time, It is important to see the matter of ‘carefully compheated 
plots’ and deft interweaving, as somediing more than any simple 
tnck of presentation on Dickens’s part Certainly, there is one 
passage in his Letters where he seems to speak of it as that 


As to Ae story [Little Domt] I am m the second number, and last 
night and this morning had half a mmd to begin agam, and work in 
what I have done, afterwards It struck me that it would be a new 
thmg to shew people coming together, m a chance way, as fellow- 
navellers, and being m the same place ignorant of one another, as 
happens in hfe, and to connect them afterwards, and to make the t4tt- 


* Sewanee Review, 1943, P 398 
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But this passage should not be misunderstood Dickens is not speak- 
ing of all and every sort of ‘ connection but speafically of the kind 
which follows on Chapter 2 of Book I, in which three of bs 
characters - Mr Meagles (with bs family), Arthur Clennam, and 
Miss Wade — meet casually in the quarantine station at Marseilles, 
only to have their later lives united in ways qmte unforeseen He is 
thinking of a kind of dramatic presentation — such eflfects always 
intngued him — giving emphasis to an interweavmg wbch m its 
essence goes much deeper 

Ltttk Dornt^ in fact, has many characters or groups of characters 
who at the opening of the book seem to have qmte separate lives, 
but who, little by little, are brought m the course of the story mto 
decisive contact with each other Dickens’s references, m the 1857 
Preface, to ‘holding’ the ‘threads’ of the novel, and to ‘weaving’ 
them into a ‘ pattern are much to the pomt. In the opening chapter 
there is the French criminal Rigaud (Lagnier, and Blandois, he calls 
bmself from time to time) and bs fellow-pnsoner Cavalletto Next 
Clennam, the Meagles and Miss Wade Then Mrs Clennam and her 
business partner Flmtwinch, then the Domt family in the Marshal- 
sea prison, Plomish tlie plasterer, Pancks the rent-collector and 
Casby his employer (with his daughter, Flora), then there are lie 
Circumlocuuon Office and its staff of Barnacles, Doyce the 
engineer, Merdle the financier, Henry Gowan and bs snobbish 
modier As the story proceeds, the mterweaving runs everwhere 
Gowan IS a fhend of the Barnacles, and becomes Pet Meagles’ 
husband (Book H, Chapter i<(), Arthur and the Meagles, the 
Qennaras and the Domts, draw closer together, Pancks exercises 
a deasive effect on Mr Domt’s life, the elder Miss Domt mutes 
with Merdle’s stepson -Merdle does a deal With the Barnacles; Doyce 
proves to be a friend of Meagles, and takes Ardiur as his parmeir m 
business Cavalletto works for them Casby’s daughter is Artliur’s 
old sweetheart, Blandois works for Gowan, and blackmails Mrs 
Clennam. By the end, there are no gaps left in the pattern every- 
tlung IS related to everytlnng 

For Dickens, that is to say, the bnnging-togetlier of casual 
fellow-travellers was just one lively way in whidi to present an 
interrelatedness that was universal, that was the very fabric of life 
Nor was there anydung idiosyncratic in this dimension to his 
vision Its exact quality may be distinctive m bm, but m general 
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the tune, Benjamui Jowett, the Master of Balhol) was to introduce 
recruitment by competitive examination throughout the Civil 
Service. (One should have in mind, by tlie way, that the system had 
already been adopted in several important departments) The, 
details of their Report also gave a broad hmt of conditions such as 
Dickens was mocking at. In the Board of Trade, ‘the chief officers 
are three stones below their clerks’. In the Office of Works ‘there 
IS at present a gendeman on the establishment who is designated as 
the Book-keeper, but his time is almost wholly occupied in the 
discharge of other duties’- Or more generally ‘Admission to the 
Civil Service is indeed eagerly sought after, but it is for the un- 
ambitious, and the indolent or incapable that it is chiefly desired ’ 
All m all, the Civil Service sounds as if it was still, m 1853, a not 
uncongemal place for Mr Clarence Barnacle, Mr Ferdinand 
Barnacle, and Mr Wobbler 

Wi'th the outbreak of the Crimean War, the whole question of 
administration and admmistrative reform entered a new phase 
Complacent confidence could not long survive the facts, which 
were of unpreparedness, incompetence, muddle - and hence for 
the common soldier, suffering almost beyond belief. J A. Roebuck 
IS probably best known to students of literature because Matthew 
Arnold, in a famous essay, satirized his patnotic complacency 
But It was Roebuck who, in January 1855, earned in tire House a 
motion for a Select Committee on the conduct of the war and it 
was this which brought about the fall of Aberdeen’s ministry and 
lus replacement by Palmerston Roebuck presided over the 
Committee, and the credit for its ruthless and tembfe detail must 
go to him 

Needless to say, the muddle and the suffenne dirf a 
Roebuck’s Report revealed a system which went far too 

tliat But public opmion was widely stirred A Socien^ for 

trattve Reform came into being, and on 27 June j j 

n In his speech he was able to refer to the motion whiclff 
had introduced m the House the week before ^ Layard 

tliat tills House viev'S ^atb deep and mcreasmE con.^,^ *1, 

Nation, and is of the opinion, that the manner m 
efficiency have been sacrificed, in public appomtmpJ “ 
fontily infiiiences, and to a blind adJierence to routin u 

c, has given nse to 
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great misfortunes, and tlircatens to bring discredit upon the nation’s 
diaracter and to involve die country in grave disasters 

A mudi diluted version of this, tliough still strongly urging tlie 
^government towards reform, was actually passed in tlie House 
sliordy afterwards 

Tlie relevance of all tins to Little Dornt sliows in a letter which 
Dickens wrote to Captain Morgan in November 1855, at tlie time 
of the third instalment of the novel (in which comes tlie chapter on 
‘Tlie \^Tiole Science of Government') 

You see what nuserable humbugs we are we have got involved in 
meshes of anstocratic red tape to our unspeakable confusion, loss and 
sorrow I am sick and sour to dimk of such dungs at this age of the 
, world I am m the first stage of a new book w’hich consists in going 
round and round die idea 

- the strong feeling is unmistakable 

But the words ‘going round and round die idea’ make the real 
point. Dickens did not compose Little Dornt with the thought of 
sinking a blow for reform He hardly believed diat reform was 
possible. Earher that year, at the time of die Roebuck Report, he 
had wntten as much to John Forster 

I am hourly strengdiened in my old belief that our political ansto- 
cracy and our tuft-hunting are the deadi of England In all this business 
I don’t see a gleam of hope (3 February 1855 ) 

In October, another letter (to W C Macready) links just these 
feelings widi die novel 

In No 3 of my new book I have been blowing off a little indignant 
steam but I have no present poliucal faith or hope. 

Thus, diough Shaw may have been nght to call Little Dornt 
Dickens’s most ‘seditious’ novel, Dickens’s final concern in it is for 
something winch goes beyond the pohtical, and mdeed makes diat 
irrelevant One may begin to see what this was, by juxtaposmg the 
Household Words article of 8 July 1854 on ‘The Bohemians of 
Soaety’, widi the reference in die novel (Book I, Chapter 26) to 
Mrs Gowan and the other occupants of the ‘grace and favour’ 
apartments, also as Bohemians Dickens really meant something 

* Journals of the House of Commons, 1855, p Z96 
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terms It was one of the great intellectual discoveries of the earlier 
nineteenth century. Dickens was registering, in fiction, the 
emergence of tlie whole idea of society as a great unified fabric - 
the emergence indeed of the social sciences themselves Perhaps the 
most emphatic statement of tins great contemporary insight comes 
not in any literary v/ork but in the great French historian Michelet 

In order to re-di'scover historical life, one must follow it patiently 
along all its tracks and in all its forms and through all its elements But 
besiclc'S this one ought - and with more eagerness still — to re-make and 
to re-establish the play of all these things, the reciprocal acting of all 
these difiering forces m a powerful movement which once more 
becomes life itself’*' 


Dickens, that is, was drawing on something that had an international 
currency But in particular he could have found clear guidance 
towards this sense of things in Carlyle’s Sartor Resartus (1836), 
and in fact his own presentation of how human life is a mass of 
interrelations comes particularly near to that of Carlyle 


Wondrous arc the bonds that unite us one and all, whether by the 
soft binding of Love, or the iron chaining of Necessity . if now an 
existing generation of men stand so woven together, not less indissol- 
ubly does generation witli generation 


Tlicse words arc from a chapter entitled ‘Organic Filaments’ and 
Dickens follows Carlyle not only in showing (with botli the 
Clcnnams and the Dornts) how the actions of one generation leave 
an impress on the wholclives of their children, butalso in accepting, 
and working with, Carlyle’s radical contrast between the bonds of 
love and the bonds of destiny It should by no means be thought 
that the rich variety, open structure and boundless individualized 
vual,ty cl Dickens's woA means dial he barely saw Necessity as a 
force in human affairs. The deslineci interweaving of tlicir stories’, 
p 140, . strange, if the little siek-room fire were in elTcct a 

beacon-fire, summoning some one, and .hat tite most unlikely some 
one in the world, ,o the spot that be come to', p J, - die 
laticr, by the way, a most Carlylean phrase, nccessi,; as a force m 

kmZn'ty Preface „ die H,su,ry of Fr.,.e 
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life li. less prominent in Dickens than m Gcn^rgc Hiot or Hardy, 
but It IS there, and is an intrinsic part of his vision 

There IS a difference between social cniicism, and sontethtng that 
should perhaps be called social v ision It is certainly tnic that Lttik 
Dorrit embeds itself, vvith sharp and abundant detail, in the social 
and political pi-eoccupations of us time. One can see this at more 
points dian one, and can trace the links between tbc novel, and 
Dickens's more directU polemical worf clsewbcre at the’ same time. 
In Chapter 3 of Book I there is an ironical sketch of the dreary and 
repiessivc Sundays of the early nineteenth century' Dickens had 
recently attacked the same things in articles in Household If ords * 
Merdlc’s financial speculations reflect not only in a general way a 
period when bankruptcies usually' filled upwards of a column m 
T/ie Times each day but also, and in particular, tltc sensational case 
of John Sadlcir T had a general idea of die , business before the 
Sadleir affair, but 1 shaped Mr Mcrdlc out of that precious rascality. ’f 
This IS how Dickens put the matter in a letter to John Forster m 
April 1856 Imprisonment for debt vm largely a thing of die past 
by the time of this novel (though only of tlic recent past), as of 
course was the impaling of human heads on Temple Bar (p 684) 
Dickens could remember the former well, tiiough his fadier 
was imprisoned for debt, in tbc Marshalsea itself, in 1S24, and an 
article in Household JFords shows Dickens’s learning about the 
heads of those executed after die '45, from a book by' Professor 
Amos X 

Tlte Circumlocution Office, and all diat goes with it in the book, 
relate much more widely to the conditions of die time, and diey do 
so more significantly as w'dl Tlte question is in die end diat of die 
wliole transformation of English public life which became bodi 
possible and unavoidable, as England developed into an advanced 
mdustnal and commercial society In fact, the period of die novel 
rtas a period of rapid change in public administration In Novem- 
ber 1853 Nordteote and Trevelyan had presented dieir momentous 
report on the Civil Service. Tlieir mam recommendation (supported 
by a powerful letter from one of die most influential mtellectuals of 

* See, among others, the issues of 4 August 18^5 and 13 October 1855 

t Letter to John Forster, Apnl 18^6 For John Sadlcir, see the Notes (p 
900, ‘Irish Bank’) 

% Household Words, 17 May 1856 
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the tune, Benjamin Jowett, the Master of Balhol) was to introduce 
recruitment by competitive exaramation throughout the Civil 
Service (One should have in mind, by the way, that tlie system had 
already been adopted m several important departments) The, 
details of their Report also gave a broad hint of conditions such as 
Dickens was mockmg at. In the Board of Trade, ‘the chief officers 
are three stones below their clerks^ In the Office of Works ‘tliere 
is at present a gentleman on the establishment who is designated as 
the Book-keeper, but his time is almost wholly occupied in the 
discharge of other duties’. Or more generally* ‘Admission to die 
Civil Service is mdeed eagerly sought after, but it is for the un- 
ambitious, and the indolent or mcapable that it is chiefly desired ’ 
All in all, the Civil Service sounds as if it was stdl, m 1853, a not 
uncongemal place for I/Ir Clarence Barnacle, Mr Ferdmand 
Barnacle, and Mr Wobbler 

With die outbreak of the Crimean War, the whole question of 
administration and administrative reform entered a new phase 
Complacent confidence could not long survive the facts, winch 
were of unpreparedness, incompetence, muddle - and hence, for 
die common soldier, suffermg almost beyond behef J A Roebuck 
IS probably best known to students of literature because Matthew 
Arnold, in a famous essay, satirized his patnotic complacency. 
But It was Roebuck who, in January 1855, carried in die House a 
motion for a Select Committee on the conduct of the war, and it 
was this which brought about the fall of Aberdeen’s ministry and 
his replacement by Palmerston Roebuck presided over the 
Committee, and the credit for its ruthless and tennbre detail must 
go to him 

Needless to say, the muddle and the suffenng did not disappear. 
Roebuck’s Report revealed a system which went far too deep for 
that But public opmion'was widely stirred A Society for Adminis- 
trative Reform came into being, and on 27 June Diciens addressed 
It In his speech he was able to refer to the motion winch Layard 
had introduced in the House the week before. 

that tins House views with deep and increasing concern the state of the 
Nation, and is of the opinion, tJiat the manner in which ment and 
efficiency liave been sacrificed, in public appointments, to Party and 
family influences, and to a blind adherence to routme, has given nse to 
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great rmsforttines, and threatens to bring discredit upon the nation s 
diaracter and to involve the country in grave disasters * 

A much diluted version of this, though still strongly urging the 
^government towards reform, was actually passed in the House 
diortl^ afterwards 

The relevance of all this to Little Dornt shows in a letter which 
Dickens wrote to Captain Morgan in November 1855, at the time 
of the third instalment of tlie novel (in which comes the chapter on 
‘The Whole Science of Government’) 

You see what miserable humbugs we are we have got involved in 
meshes of aristocratic red tape to our unspeakable confusion, loss and 
sorrow I am sick and sour to think of such things at this age of the 
^ world I am m tlie first stage of a new book which consists m going 
round and round the idea 

- tlie strong feehng is unmistakable 

But the words ‘going round and round the idea’ make tlie real 
point Dickens did not compose Ltttle Dornt with the thought of 
striking a blow for reform He hardly believed that reform was 
possible. Earlier that year, at the time of die Roebuck Report, he 
had written as much to John Forster 

I am hourly strengthened in my old belief that our political aristo- 
cracy and our tuft-huntmg are the death of England In all this business 
I don’t see a gleam of hope (3 February 1855 ) 

In October, another letter (to W C Macready) links just these 
feelings widi the novel 

In No 3 of my new book I liave been blowing off a little indignant 
steam but I have no present political faith or hope 

Thus, diough Shaw may have been nght to call Little Dornt 
Dickens’s most ‘seditious’ novel, Dickens’s final concern m it is for 
something which goes beyond the pohtical, and indeed makes that 
irrelevant One may begm to see what this was, by )uxtaposmg the 
Household Words article of 8 July 1854 on ‘The Bohemians of 
Society’, widi the reference in the novel (Book I, Chapter a6) to 
Mrs Gowan and the other occupants of the ‘grace and favour’ 
apartments, also as Bohemians Dickens really meant somedung 

* Journals of the House of Commons, 1855, p 296 
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like ‘The Gipsies of High Soaety ’ plausible parasites who flourish 
without working Again, Mr Meagles’ wedding party for his 
daugliter, and William Dorrit’s cultivation of the Merdles (and 
indeed, in a grotesque way, Mrs General) are botli cases of ‘ tuft- 
hunting’. Dickens’s radical soaal insight (at least so far as the upper 
strata of society were concerned) was that ‘ red tape’ was not merely 
and indeed not essentially a pohtical phenomenon. Political red 
tape was merely one variety of something that ran everywhere 
through the springs of power and the springs of influence It was 
society The circumlocutions of politics were no more tlian part of 
all the grandiose circumlocutions of life. ‘Soaety, the Circumlocu- 
tion Ofiice and Gowan, are of course diree parts of tlie one idea 
and design ’* 

What ‘one idea and design’ was this.^ There have been many 
attempts to say cntics are drawn to sum up great books in short 
phrases Professor Tnlling, for example (it was certainly one of his 
least fehatous remarks as a cntic), said diat ‘the whole energy of tlie 
imagmation of Little Dornt is directed to finding die nonpersonal 
will in which shall be our peace’ f One cannot, I think, easily be 
sure what this means, but if it means that the mam intention of the 
novel is to search for ultimate religious truth, dien it is surely an 
exaggeration, and a very substantial one Mr Wain speaks of ‘the 
book’s central import, which is that nineteenth-century England is 
a place where genuine happiness is impossible’ ij: This is absurd 
Were it true, the novel would have its mam interest for die social 
histonan, and it seems likely (unless ‘genuine happiness’ means 
some chimera impossible in any and every age) that the social 
histonan would dismiss it as an extravagant falsehood Professor 
Engel§ remarks that the major theme is impnsonment (an idea 
already emphasized by Professor Tnllmg and used again by Mr 
Warn) and that its secondary theme is ‘the ambiguous distinction 
between illusion and reahty’, which is, he adds, ‘not unrelated to 
the transcendentalism of (Carlyle’s) Sartor Resartus’ . 

These two suggestions perhaps go more closely together than 

* Letter to John Forster, April 1856 

\ 19^3 reprinted m the ‘New Oxford Illustrated’ edition 

^^Vickens m Twentieth Century, eds J Gross and G Pearson, 1962, p 

§ M Engel, The Maturity of Dickens, 1959, p 126 
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tlieir author had in mind But first, it is important to be clear that 
Lxttlc Dornt ought m no way to be seen ns interested in appearance 
and reality m any plnlosophical sense In view of this, the reference 
to Carlyle's transcendentalism may mislead one should tlunk 
radier of the ‘clothes-philosophy’ of Sartor Resartus tlie \nston 
(it IS prominent enough, after all, to give tlie book its title) of how 
soaety everywhere disguises social reality m'an elegant carapace 
of social convention and social sham. Perhaps the chapter m 
Carlyle’s work entitled ‘The Dandiacal Body’ is especially to the 
point. The Dandy, Carlyle’s symbol for all those who live by 
clothes-philosophy sham, is one with Dickens’s ‘soaal Bohemians’ 
- the Gowans, Barnacles, Casbys, Merdles of tins world — and 
Carlyle’s account of the Dandy closes witli a bnlhant contrast 
between his life and that of the ‘Poor Slave’, tlie ‘Ragged Beggar 
Sect’ One thinks not only of Maggy, of Old Nandy, of the people 
of the Marshalsea and Blcedmg Heart Yard, but also of the great 
antithesis which Dickens stretches across his whole novel by his 
sub-titles Book the First, Poverty, Book the Second, Riches These 
tides, of course, are full of irony. The ‘Poverty’ of Book I is not 
only raatenal need It is also the psydne desiccation of Mrs Clennam 
in her chair, the poverty of resource of die Circumlocution Office, 
the spmtual ‘^ail-rot’ of William Domt, Gowans’ inner insigni- 
ficance. On the other hand, it limts through satire at the poverty- 
which-is-no-poverty of Clennam when he repudiates a business 
whose mtegnty he mistrusts, or of Little Domt herself. The 
‘Riches’ of Book II are not only the nches-which-are-no-ndies of 
the Domts and Merdles, but the real wealth of endurmg love, of 
mtegnty, and even of Cavalletto’s humble steadfastness There is 
also something else to which I believe dns second sub-title pomts, 
but I shall return to it later 

Perhaps one can pay too much for havmg the major themes and 
central imports cntically mcapsulated Little Domt, like every 
other important work of fiction, is unified because its vision, struc- 
ture, development, and resolution have a umty that is more easily 
sensed m readmg than presen'^ed m formulation At this stage, 
though. It may help to notice how the often emphasized idea of 
imprisonment’ has to do with that of seemmg as against being In 
fact, the idea of impnsonment runs more widely through the book 
even than has been noticed not only Rigaud’s prison, the Marshalsea, 
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Mrs Clennam’s incarceration, the Circumlocution Office as ‘the 
pnson of the creative mind of England’ (Professor Tnihng), and 
the monastery of the Great St Bernard (though this is ironical it 
IS the blind Mr Dorrit who so sees it), not only tlie ‘dungeon-like 
tenements’ of Venice (the whole of which Little Domt finds only 
anodier Marshalsea see also the note to p 525), and the constant 
self-handcufiing gesture of Mr Merdle Tlie squalid cramping 
of Mrs Gowan’s ‘grace-and-favour’ apartment, of Mr Tite Bar- 
nacle’s mews-estabhshment, are further hints of the self-impnson- 
ment practised by the ‘Dandiacal Body*. Most important, perhaps, 
impnsonment is the idea that links the extravagant recapitulations 
of the denouement (Book IT, Chapter 30) to the mam narrative . 
This IS true, not simply because Arthur’s true motlier, the singer, 
hved and died impnsoned by Ephraim Flmtwinch (tlie idea of a 
caged song-bird is doubtless present) The crucial point is that one 
now sees that what was true for William Dorrit — escapmg from 
pnson, he was a prisoner still — is true for all the major characters 
All are pnsoners through the force of an idea charactenstic of tlie 
mid-nineteenth century, with its deep sense of causal law and long 
temporal continuity the present is imprisoned in the past The 
message from Arthur’s father — ‘Do Not Forget’ - was an injunc- 
tion to remember past obligations Forgetting them, Mrs Clennam 
remained impnsoned in her malformed schemes of retnbution. 
Release lies in the formal, almost ntual burning (Book H, Chapter 
34) by which Little Dornt breaks zway from the past, jettisoning its 
legacy to win free of its burden 

What has this ubiquitous impnsonment to do with bemg and 
seeming? Simply that what Dickens sees everywhere is the Clothes- 
philosophy ‘ Clothes are threatening to make Clothes-screens of 
us , Carlyle had wntten The key in the novel comes in Book II, 
Chapter 5 ‘Something Wrong Somewhere’ Dickens ironically 
calls It Mr Domt and Mrs General locate it in Little Domt and 
what they find her lacking in, is exactly that conformity to the 
clothes-philosophy which governs human life, and which they 
have adopted for themselves But Little Domt has no show for the 
world but herself What she needs is ‘ the formation of a demeanour’ 
- the formation of a surface’ (pp 527-30, 533) Then she vnll be 

ike the rest, for whom Surface is Master Everywhere seeming 
imprisons reality 
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This IS not the key to the novel but it seems to be the key to 
that vision of social life out of which the novel takes, as it were, its 
start Dickens is far from simply an enemy of the seemmg to think 
tliat IS to degrade his vital, spontaneous art to an insistent and 
dreary morahsm True, the soaally constrainmg surfaces are every- 
where, and true also, the result is that — stnkmgly, one may use 
words written only a few years earher by Kierkegaard — ‘the 
distinction between good and evil is enervated the springs of life 
lose then elastiaty . . all inwardness is lost’. But for Dickens, with 
what fascinating variety and mtncacy, with what exuberant vitahty, 
do all the false surfaces of life take on colour and proliferate! Other 
novelists, after all, have cared deeply for affection and integnty, 
and thought the world a good deal of a sham But none, perhaps, 
has had Dickens’s total and joyous mastery of every detail of its 
multitudmous hypocrisy and self-deception 
It IS with this unnvalled vigour, detail and profusion of local 
life that a grasp of Dickens’s work should at any rate start and to 
sense this wealth is m the main to sense the fine touches of his 
observation, and also of his language his local command of word 
and phrase, idiom and image The notes to this present edition 
often underhne the sharp appositeness with which Dickens is using 
_a word or phrase m a half-specialized sense, catchmg every aspect 
of the idiom of common or uncommon life, saturatmg his scene 
and characters with vivid detail (‘consideration money’, ‘comer- 
pin’, ‘play the kit’, ‘cross-cut’, ‘mother-of-pearl fish’, ‘cabbage- 
headed candle’ and many others) In this, as in his wide rangmg for 
compansons over the field of the plam man’s traditional leammg, 
and m his familianty wnth proverbial language, Dickens displays a 
varied and vernacular nchness that has a genumely substantial hnk 
with the language of Shakespeare the differences are there too, but 
the wealth, vanety, and robust plaitmess are abundant m each 
Dickens’s encyclopedic awareness of the multitudmously re- 
fracted surfaces of life gave him almost freakish insight into vivid 
oddity of detail ‘ The staircase, which was panelled off mto spaces, 
like so many mourmng tablets’, ‘there "was a grave clock ticking 
somewhere up the staircase, and then there was the songless bird 
peckmg at his cage as if he were ticking too’. Nothing is too 
slight for Dickens’s observation to snap up He remembers what it 
IS like to stare and to cry ‘Many combmaaons did tliose spikes on 
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the wall assume . . . new zigzags sprang into the cruel pattern some- 
times, when she saw it through a burst of tears’ (the ‘zigzag’ iron 
on the wall-top is used again, much later, to widen the associations 
of Mr Dornt’s death) The picture of back-stage in a Victorian 
theatre is nightmare-like in its freakish intensity 

they made way for her to enter a dark hall — it was more like a great 
gnm lamp gone out than anything else — where she could hear the 
distant playing of music and the sound of dancing feet A man so much 
in want of ainng that he had a blue mould upon him, sat watching this 
dark place from a hole in the comer, like a spider (Book I, Chapter 20 ) 

An eloquently accidental juxtaposition of light and dark introduces 
the moment when Arthur catches sight of Blandois with Tatty- 
coram the passage is one where observation passes over into poetic 
recreation. 

He was passing at nightfall along the Strand, and the lamp-lighter was 
going on before him, under whose hand the street-lamps, blurred by the 
foggy air, burst out one after another like so many blazing sunflowers 
coming into full-blow all at once, — when a stoppage on the pavement, 
caused by a tram of coal-waggons toiling up from the wharves at the 
nvcr-side, brought him to a stand-still (Book II, Chapter 9 ) 

One further example Fanny’s tears of idle irntation do not have 
quite tlie same effects on her vision, as her sister’s did, but they too 
introduce a vividly bizarre distortion of the surface appearance 

Waters of vexation filled her eyes, and they had the effect of making 
the famous Mr Mcrdk, in going down the street, appear to leap and 
waltz, and gyrate, as if he were possessed by several devils (Book II, 
Chapter 24 ) 

- Merdlc is m fact on his way to commit suiade 

It IS only if one registers these inexhaustibly bizarre contortions 
of life’s ‘surface’ in Dickens, as it strives to conceal or distort life’s 
realities, that one can grasp the full nature, and full strength, of 
DicIvCns s handling of character He has been seen as a mere carica- 
turist without psychological insight It is true that Dickens is not 
at his best in exploring the most inward and genuine of his charac- 
ters feelings Often, it is at moments when he tries to do this that 
he becomes sentimental or laboured — many readers will feel that 
boih charges stand against Little Dornt’s ‘story of the pnneess’ in 
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Book I, Chapter 24 But if Dickens fails here, it is tlirougli mis- 
using, for once, a method that elsewhere is tlie means to his acliieve- 
ment To be a story-teller is, for a moment. Little Domt’s persona 
(a mask, a ‘surface’) She adopts it so that she can both vent, and 
conceal, her feelings The point is that, in tlie usual case, Dickens’s 
cancaturmg is diaractenzation it presents us witli the elaborate, 
colourful, ndiculous persona with which a living soul has come to 
confront the world \Vliat Dickens presents in cancature is not, 
usually, some arbitrary and meaningless tic of outward conduct it 
is tlie fantastic eddies, if you like, that experience has forced from 
the flow of the individual personality, so that, somehow or otlier, 
that personality may continue to flow in spite of all Of this part of 
character - and a large part it is — Dickens is a master witliout rival 
Cancature is for him no idle puppet-play it registers the distortion, 
the contortion, of man by soaety 
Illustration of Dickens’s subtle characterization in Little Dorrit 
must be bncf It is what makes Meagles, who in a sense is under no 
illusions about die world of die Barnacles, bung Book I, Chapter 34 
to a close with the unctuous and yet pathetic ‘Such high company I ’ 
It is what creates that masterpiece of self-importance, affection, self- 
deception, and self-knowledge, William Domt ‘his poor weak 
breast, so full of contradictions, vacillations, inconsistencies, the 
little peevish perplexities of diis ignorant life’ It is the explanation 
of ‘Young John’s strange manner’ when he tnes to maintam his 
dignity and at the same time cannot help bemg true to lus feelmgs, 
before Arthur when Arthur is at last a pnsoner in the Marshalsea 
(Book n. Chapter 27) It is the complexity we see in Fanny Domt 
not only her occasional moments of unselfishness, but the feelings 
which she suppresses in order to sustam her chosen role ‘ it was die 
last time Fanny ever showed that there was any hidden, suppressed. 
Or conquered feeling in her on the matter’ (Book II, Chapter 14) 
Henceforth the surface is complete It is the seeming mcompre- 
hensible, yet in truth beautifully luad behaviour of Miss Wade 
From her own point of view Dissect it,’ Dickens wrote in his 
notes for die chapter called ‘The History of a Self-Tormentor’ 
Tile result is a woman tortured from naturalness mto intricate 
complexity, as protective persona grows into second nature. 

Perhaps Mrs Clennam’s persona of unbendmg, Sabbatarian, 
Calvimstic self-ngliteousness (by an adroit use of detail, Dickens 
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makes her Sabbatanamsm what in the end undoes her) is die most 
sustained persona of all There is scarcely a chink in it before the 
end nothing more, maybe than the words- 

So long as Little Domt is quiet, and industrious, and stands m need 
of the slight help I can give her . 

How comes Mrs Clennam (the attentive reader finds himself 
wondering) to wish to help someone m need ^ Why does she make 
nothmg of whether or not her serv^ant lives at a respectable address? 
(Book I, Chapter 15 ) It is not until the tangled revelations of the 
denouement that he finds how, deformed though it is, Mrs Clen- 
nam s interest in Little Dornt may also be a wish to atone for evil 
she herself has brought about and the intncac}' of even her nature 
begins to show further, when she declares — convincingly — that 
she had half hoped for Arthur’s love in his childhood (p 860) 
But the denouement of Little Dorrity seen in its fullness, raises 
more questions than this, and raises once again the import of that 
sub-title Riches Several things combine to induce critics to wrong 
Dickens s finest novel by nothmg short of dismissing its chmax. 
One of these, admittedly, is the strained mode of presentation 
which Dickens employs for that chmax but there is a reason, if 
not indeed a justification, for his doing so Another, is the modem 
tendency to value fiction, and indeed all hterature, for improving 
generalized informativeness, and so to stress its generalized portrait 
o soaeiy and play down the individualized portraymg of its central 
c aractere A third, is failure to apprehend the massive ubiqmtous- 
ness of Dickens’s distmcuve structural principle it is only that 
gradual but inevitable convergence of disparates which throws the 
Tu ® culminating scene By this, I mean the scene where 

Blandois (armed, in effect, with the box that h'hss Wade is guardmg 
bm that die M^gles’ ward Tattycoram wiU bnng back) confront 

^ Clennam, Arth,® and indeed L.tde Domt too. in a final show- 
down, an end to surfaces for good and all 

a mTJ rf ' c"” " dagnosis or 

IfTlT hef T n*' “f' '^hat It IS called afitttttu 

U It IS these other dungs also, that is in the course of working out 

no™ion“*e so T “"“"tnites atten- 

t on the soaal continuum in general, but on a limited 
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of individualized characters who stand out from tins, and whose 
situation mounts to a climax and is at last resolved, a fiction sets 
before its readers not onl}' generalized trutlis about life, but also, 
and indeed more charactcnstically, a more visionary dimension of 
fife’s possibilities and potentialities 
Dickens may have been witliout ‘hope’ as he put it, at the level of 
general social and political transformation But for him it seems to 
have been an aspiration (and perhaps it was a conviction) tliat tliere 
could come a time for the individual, when a crisis of suffenng, or 
perhaps plain need, could free him from tlie imprisonment of his 
own persona and in part, ‘Riches* are what come to men in tlie 
hour of liberation As Dickens’s novel resolves itself, tlie impnson- 
ing surfaces are broken tlirough by the emancipaung reality be- 
neath ‘Truth will out’ and as it does so, elasticity returns to the 
spnngs of life 

The first instance of this is perhaps William Domt’s outburst at 
the banquet (Book IT, Cliapter 19) when he imagines himself back 
in the Marshalsea In one way an illusion, this is all the same more 
significant as a restoration of Domt to at least a certain genuine 
contact with reality. The elaborate sham of his affluent life is over, 
and Dickens underlmes how this goes with a deasive tummg on his 
part to his brother and younger daughter, who alone have real 
feeling for him Then, as tlie novel draws to its close, one character 
after another, in some decisive and self-renewing act, rejects the life 
of mannensm, surface and self-hallucinatory self-defence Perhaps 
this is even true of Flintwinch, when he finally throws off the last 
grudging subservience to Mrs Clennam, and m the end disappears, 
the plam rogue, with whatever he can grab (Book 11 , Chapter 32) 
Certainly it is true of Affery, when she at last refuses to be intimi- 
dated ‘ I have broken out now, and I can’t go back.’ But these are 
exactly the words that would fit Pancks’s rebellion against Casby, 
when (with sudden new-found energy) he shears off that worthy’s 
patnarchal locks (Book 11 , Chapter 32) and reveals him without 
his surfa'ce. They would fit, also, Tattycoram’s flight from Miss 
Wade with the vital box of papers Pancks with his puffing and 
blowing, grubbing and arithmetic, Tattycoram with her self- 
nghteous rages and self-nghteous abandonment of the Meagles, had 
both created for themselves a life of surface, and now both find 
liberation from it As for Mrs Clennam, hers was the most rigid 
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surface of all Then she breaks free (‘as if a dead woman had risen ). 
first by revealing what it has been her life’s work to conceal — this is 
why Dickens makes her take the revelations out of Blandois 
moudi - and then, deasively, by seeking the forgiveness and help 
of the one (or at least, the one alive) whom her own unforgivingness 
has most wronged. When she does so, that emancipation brings such 
new-found energy as restores incapacity to physical vigour. 
Dickens’s running titles to pp 843 and 851 are here sharply to the 
point 

As he approached his closing chapters, Dickens was certainly 
preoccupied with just such matters as these. ‘ W orking the story 
round’ IS the phrase that comes to dominate the end of his pre- 
paratory notes In these closing chapters (the ‘finished pattern’ was 
his own phrase) the concern is no longer to show how much of 
human life is a life of surface and sham It is now to show what it is 
like for the extremity to arrive, and all of that to be set aside And this 
seems to be true not only of the characters I have been discussing, 
but of Arthur and to some extent even Little Dornt as well In his 
illness and penury at the close of the book, Arthur comes to see how 
hitherto he also has cultivated a surface* one, in fact, of conventional 
commeraalism, of being old and avuncular before his time, of 
convincing himself that he is unloved and unloving. In the prison 
he partly sees through the self-deception but not enough for him 
to suppose that Little Dornt (whom he now knows loved him once) 
loves him still In the final chapter, he reaches that truth also, but it 
IS through what must surely be recognized as something of a 
change even in her In Book H, Chapter 29, she is still askmg 
Artliur to tlimk of her ‘gratitude and affection’, and to accept sim- 
ply her money as a gift ‘I can’t say what I wish to say’ are hen 
words In Book II, Chapter 31, Mrs Clennam, as she speaks to 
Little Dornt, is still stopped by ‘the shnnking of her auditress’. 
But in tlie closing chapter, which opens with the countryside, the 
natural scene harvested, and a new harvest hinted at. Little Dornt 
seems — tliough in her case gently and unobtrusively, as one might 
^ expect — to enter on a new phase too In her penury (though we do 
not sec this at all as cause) she has lost her shrinking and her self- 
effacement. She It is who asks Artlmr to marry her, and she it is 
V ho causes him to bum the disastrous codicil We see her, for the 
first umc, quietly and confidently in charge of die situation. 
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Dickens does not, of course, go back on his generalities and his 
portrait of soaety Tlie closing words of the book emphasize diat 
society IS enurely unchanged But die crashing into ruin of Clen- 
nam’s house, home of a generation-long deception and self- 
deception, focuses our vision of how at least those few who reject 
and destroy die false ‘surface’ may anse from life’s rum, into new 
and valid life, as if reborn 

Cambridge JOHN HOULOW4Y 

August IC)(36 
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PREFACE TO THE 1857 EDITION 

1 HAVE been occupied with this story, dunng many working hours 
of two years I must have been very ill employed, if I could not 
leave its ments and dements as a whole, to express themselves on 
Its bemg read as a whole But, as it is not unreasonable to suppose 
that I may have held its threads witli a more continuous attention 
tlian anyone else can have given them dunng its desultory pubhca- 
bon. It is not unreasonable to ask tliat the weaving may be looked 
at m Its completed state, and with the pattern finished 
If I might offer any apology for so exaggerated a fiction as the 
Barnacles and the Circumlocution Office, I would seek it m the 
common expenence of an Englishman, without presuming to 
mention the imimportant feet of my havmg done that violence to 
good manners, in the days of a Russian war, and of a Court of 
Inquiry^ at Chelsea. If I nught make so bold as to defend that 
extravagant conception, Mr Merdle, I would hmt that it ongmated 
after the Railroad-share epoch,^ m the times of a certam Insh bank,® 
and of one or two other equally laudable enterpnses K I were to 
plead anythmg m mitigation of the preposterous fancy that a bad 
design will sometimes claim to be a good and an expressly religious 
design. It would be the cunous comadence that it has been brought 
to Us climax in these pages, m the days of the pubhc exammation 
of late Directors of a Royal British Bank.^ But, I submit myself to 
suffer judgment to go by default on all these counts, if need be, and 
to accept the assurance (on good authority) that nothmg hke them 
was ever knovm in this land 

Some of my readers may have an interest in bemg informed 
whether or no any portions of the Marsbalsea Pnson are yet stand- 
ing I did not know, myself, until the sixth of this present month, 
when I went to look. I found die outer front couiTyard, often 
mentioned here, metamorphosed into a butter shop, and I then 
almost gave up every bnck of the jail for lost Wandenng, however, 
down a certain adjacent ‘Angel Court, leading to Bermondsey’, I 
i^e to ‘Marsbalsea Place ’ the houses in which I recognised, not 
only as the great block of the former pnson, but as preserving the 
rooms that arose m my mind’s-eye when I became Little Dorm’s 
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biographer. The smallest boy I e\ er conversed ■^ith, canning the 
largest baby I ever saw, offered a supematuralJy mtelligent ex- 
planaaon of the locahtx* m its old uses, and was very nearl}’’ correct. 
How this young Newton (for sucli I judge lum to be) came by lus 
informauon, I don’t know, he n-as a quarter of a centur}' too young 
to know an}'tlimg about it of himself. I pointed to die window 
of the room where Litde Domt was bom, and where her father 
h\ ed so long, and asked him what was the name of the lodger who 
tenanted that apartment at present? He said, ‘Tom Pv-diick.’ I 
asked him who was Tom P3'thick? and he said, ‘Joe Px’tliick’s 
uncle.’ 

A htde further on, I found the older and smaller wall, which 
used to enclose the pent-up mner pnson 'u here nobod}'' wzs put, 
except for ceremony. But, whosoever goes into Marshalsea Place, 
turning out of Angel Court, leading to Bermondsey, will find his 
feet on the very pa\ang-stones of the extmct klarshalsea jail; wdl 
see Its narrow yard to die right and to die left, veiy htde altered if 
at ail, except that the walls w ere low ered wdien the place got free, 
wall look upon rooms in w'hich the debtors li\ ed; and wall stand 
among the crowding ghosts of man}’’ miserable years 

In the Preface to Bleak House I remarked diat I had never had so 
man\ readers In the Preface to its next successor. Little Hornty 
I ha\ e sull to repeat the same words. Deeply sensible of the affection 
and confidence that ha\ e growm up between us, I add to this Pre- 
face, as I added to that, May we meet again* 

London 
May zS5j 
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POVERTY 


CHAPTER I 

Siai and Shadow 

Thirty years ago, Marseilles lay burning m ilic sun, one day A 
blaring sun upon a fierce August day was no greater ranty in 
southern France then, than at any other time, before or since 
Everything in Marseilles, and about Marseilles, had stared at the 
fervid sky, and been stared at m return, until a staring habit had 
become universal there Strangers were stared out of countenance 
by stanng white houses, staring white walls, stanng white streets, 
staring tracts of and road, stanng hills from which verdure was 
burnt away The only things to be seen not fixedly staring and 
glanng were the vines drooping under tlieir load of grapes Tliese 
did occasionally wink a little, as tlie hot air barely moved their faint 
leaves 

Tliere was no wind to make a ripple on the foul water within die 
harbour, or on die beautiful sea without The line of demarcation 
between the two colours, black and blue, showed the point which 
the pure sea would not pass, but it lay as quiet as the abominable 
pool, widi which It never mixed Boats widiout awmngs were too 
hot to touch, slups blistered at dieir moorings, the stones of 
the quays had not cooled, night or day, for months Hindoos, 
B-ussians, Chinese, Spaniards, Portuguese, Enghshmen, French- 
men, Genoese, Neapolitans, Venetians, Greeks, Turks, descendants 
from all the builders of Babel, come to trade at Marseilles, sought 
the shade ahke — taking refuge in any luding-place from a sea too 
intensely blue to be looked at, and a sky of purple, set with one 
great flammg jewel of fire 

The umversal stare made the eyes ache. Towards the distant hne 
of Italian coast, mdeed, it was a Utde reheved by light clouds of 
mist, slowly nsmg from the evaporation of the sea, but it softened 
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nowhere else Far away the stanng roads, deep in dust, stared from 
the hill-side, stared from the hollow, stared from the interminable 
plain Far away the dusty vmes overhanging wayside cottages, and 
die monotonous wayside avenues of parched trees without shade, 
drooped beneadi the stare of earth and sky. So did die horses widi 
drowsy bells, in long files of carts, creeping slowly towards the 
interior, so did their recumbent dnvers, when diey were awake, 
which rarely happened, so did the exliausted labourers in die 
fields Eveiything that lived or grew, was oppressed by die glare, 
except the lizard, passing swifdy over rough stone walls, and die 
cicala,^ chirping his dry hot chirp, like a rattle The very dust was 
scorched brown, and somedimg qmvered m die atmosphere as if 
the air itself were panting 

Bhnds, shutters, curtains, awnings, were all closed and drawn 
to keep out the stare. Grant it but a chmk or keyhole, and it shot 
m like a white-hot arrow The churches were the freest from it To 
come out of the twilight of pillars and arches — dreamily dotted 
with winking lamps, dreamily peopled widi ugly old shadows 
piously dozmg, spimng, and begging - was to plunge into a fiery 
nver, and swim for life to the nearest strip of shade So, with 
people lounging and lymg wherever shade was, with but little 
hum of tongues or barkmg of dogs, with occasional janghng of 
discordant church bells and rattlmg of vicious drums, Marseilles, 
a fact to be strongly smelt and tasted, lay broilmg m the sun one 
day. 

In Marseilles that day there was a vdlamous prison In one of 
Its chambers, so repulsive a place that even die obtrusive stare 
bhnked at it, and left it to such refuse of reflected hght as it could 
find for itself, were two men Besides the two men, a notched and 
disfigured bench, immovable from the wall, widi a draught-board 
rudely hacked upon it with a knife, a set of draughts, made of old 
buttons and soup bones, a set of donunoes, two mats, and two or 
three wane bottles That was all the chamber held, exclusive of 

rats and other unseen vermin, m addition to the seen vermin, the 
two men 

T received such light as it got through a grating of iron bars 
fashioned like a pretty large wmdow, by means of which it could 

e a inspected from the gloomy staircase on which the gratmg 
gave. There was a broad strong ledge of stone to this gratmg where 
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the bottom of it v.'as let into tlie masonry, three or four feet above 
the groimd Upon it, one of tlie two men lolled half sitting and 
half lymg, with his knees drawn up, and his feet and shoulders 
planted against the opposite sides of the aperture. The bars were 
wide enough apart to admit of his thrusting his arm through to 
the elbow, and so he held on negligently, for his greater ease. 

A pnson taint was on everything there The imprisoned air, the 
impnsoned light, tlte impnsoned damps, the imprisoned men, were 
all detenorated by confinement As the captive men were faded and 
haggard, so the iron was rusty, dte stone was sUray, the wood was 
rotten, the air was faint, tlie Ught was dim. Like a well, like a vault, 
like a tomb, the pnson had no knowledge of the brightness outside, 
and would have kept its polluted atmosphere mtact m one of the 
spice islands of the Indian ocean 
The man who lay on the ledge of the grating was even chilled 
. He ]erked his great cloak more heavily upon him by an impatient 
movement of one shoulder, and growled, ‘To the devil with this 
Bngand of a Sun that never shines in here’ ’ 

He was waiting to be fed, looking sideways through the bars that 
he might see die further down the stairs, with much of the expres- 
sion of a wnld beast in similar expectation But his eyes, too close 
together, were not so nobly set in Ins head as those of the king of 
heaSts are in his, and they were sharp rather than bnght — pomted 
weapons with little surface to betray them They had no depth or 
change, they ghttered, and they opened and shut So far, and 
waiving their use to himself, a clockmaker could have made a 
better pair He had a hook nose, handsome after its kind, but too 
high between die eyes by probably )ust as much as his eyes were 
too near to one another For the rest, he was large and tall m frame, 
had thm hps, where his duck moustache showed them at all, and a 
quantity of dry hair, of no definable colour, m its shaggy state, but 
shot with red The hand with which he held the grating (seamed aU 
over the back with ugly scratches newly healed), was imusually 
small and plump, would have been unusually white but for the 
prison gnme 

The other man was lying on the stone floor, covered with a 
coarse brown coat 

Get up, pigl ’ growled^the first ‘ Don’t sleep when I am hungry ’ 
It’s all one, master,’ said the pig, m a submissive manner, and 
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not Without cheerfulness, ‘ I can wake when I will, I can sleep when 
I will. It’s all the same ’ 

As he said it, he rose, shook himself, scratched himself, tied his 
brown coat loosely round his neck by the sleeves (he had previously 
used It as a coverlet), and sat down upon the pavement yawning, 
with his back against the wall opposite to the grating 
‘Say what the hour is,’ grumbled the first man 
‘The mid-day bells will nng — in forty minutes ’ When he made 
the little pause, he had looked round the pnson-room, as if for 
certain information. 

‘You are a clock How is it that you always know^’ 

‘How can I say^ I always know what the hour is, and where I 
am. I was brought in here at night, and out of a boat, but I know 
Vvhere I am See here* Marseilles harbour,’ on his knees on the 
pavement, mapping it all out with a swarthy forefinger, ‘Toulon 
(where the galleys are). Spam over there, Algiers over there 
Creeping away to the left here, Nice Round by die Cormce to 
Genoa- Genoa Mole and Harbour Quarantine Ground City 
there, terrace gardens blushing with the bella donna Here, Porto 
Fino Stand out for Leghorn Out agam for Civita Vecchia So 
away to - hey* there’s no room for Naples,’ he had got to die wall 
by this time, ‘but it’s all one, it’s m there*’ 

He remained on his knees, looking up at his fellow-prisoner with 
a lively look for a pnson A sunburnt, quick, lithe, little man, 
though rather thick-set Eamngs in his brown ears, white teeth 
lighting up his grotesque brown face, intensely black hair clustenng 
about his brown throat, a ragged red shirt open at his brown breast 
Loose, seaman-like trousers, decent shoes, a long red cap, a red sash 
round his waist, and a knife in it 

‘Judge if I come back from Naples as I went* See here, my 
master* Civita Vecchia, Leghorn, Porto Fino, Genoa, Cornice, Off 
Nice (which is in there), Marseilles, you and me The apartment of 
the jailer and his keys is where I put this thumb; and here at my 
wrist they keep the national razor in its case — the guillotine locked 
up’ 

Tile other man spat suddenly on die pavement, and gurgled m 
his throat 

Some lock below gurgled in its throat immediately afterwards, 
and dicn a door clashed Slow steps began ascending the stairs, the 
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prattle of a sweet little voice mingled wiili the noise tliey made, and 
the pnson-keeper appeared carrjnng his daughter, tlirec or four 
years old, and a basket- 

‘How goes die world this forenoon, gentlemen^ My little 
one, you see, going round ttadt me to have a peep at her father s 
birds Fie, dien' Look at the birds, my pretty, look at die 
birds ’ 

He looked sharpl)’^ at die birds himself, as he held die child up at 
die grate, especially at the little bird, whose activity he seemed to 
mistrust ‘I have brought your bread. Signor John Baptist,’ said he 
(diey all spoke in French, but the little man was an Italian), ‘and if 
I miglit recommend you not to game 

‘You don’t recommend the master’’ said John Baptist, shotting 
his teeth as he smiled 

‘Oh> but the master wms,’ returned the jailer, with a passmg 
look of no particular liking at the odier man, ‘and you lose. It’s 
quite another dung You get husky bread and sour dnnk by it, 
and he gets sausage of Lyons, veal m savoury jelly, white bread, 
strachino cheese,® and good wine by it. Look at die birds, my 
pretty’’ 

‘Poor birds’’ said die child 

The fair little face, touched with divme compassion, as it peeped 
shnnkingly through die grate, was like an angel’s in the pnson 
Jolm Baptist rose and moved towards it, as if it had a good attrac- 
tion for him Tile other bird remamed as before, except for an 
impatient glance at die basket 

‘Stay’’ said the jailer, putting his htde daughter on the outer 
ledge of the grate, ‘she shall feed die birds Tlus big loaf is for 
Signor John Baptist We must break it to get it through into the 
cage So, there’s a tame bird to kiss the htde hand! This sausage in a 
vine leaf is for Monsieur Rigaud Again — this veal in savoury jelly 
IS for Monsieur Rigaud Agam — these three white htde loaves are 
for Monsieur Rigaud Again, this cheese — agam, this wine — agam, 
this tobacco — all for Monsieur Rigaud Lucky birdl’ ^ 

The child put all these thin^ between the bars into the soft, 
smooth, well-shaped hand, with evident dread — more than once 
drawing back her own and looking at the man with her fair brow 
roughened mto an expression half of bright and half of anger 
Whereas she had put the lump of coarse bread mto the swart. 
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scaled, knotted hands of John Baptist (who had scarcely as much 
nail on his eight fingers and mo thumbs as v^ould have inade out 
one for Monsieur Rigaud), widi ready confidence, and, when he 
kissed her hand, had herself passed it caressingly over his face. 
Monsieur Rigaud, indiflTerent to this distinction, propitiated the 
father by laughing and nodding at die daughter as often as she gave 
him anythmg, and, so soon as he had all his viands about him in 
convenient nooks of the ledge on which he rested, began to eat with 
an appetite. 

When Monsieur Rigaud laughed, a change took place in his face, 
that was more remarkable than prepossessing. His moustache went 
up under his nose, and his nose came down over his moustache, in 
a very sinister and cruel manner 

‘There'’ said the jailer, turning his basket upside down to beat 
the crumbs out, ‘I have expended all the money I received, here is 
the note of it, and that's a thing accomplished Monsieur Rigaud, as 
I expected yesterday, the President will look for the pleasure of 
your society at an hour after mid-day, to-day.’ 

‘To trj' me, eh.^’ said Rigaud, pausing, knife in hand and morsel 
m mouth 


‘You have said it To try you ’ 

There is no news for rae^’ asked John Baptist, who had begun, 
contentedly, to munch his bread 
The jailer shrugged his shoulders 
‘Lady of mme! Am I to he here all my life, my father^’ 

^Tiat do I know'’ cried the jailer, turning upon him with 
souAem quickness, and gesticulating with both his hands and all 
s fip^rs, as if he were threatening to tear him to pieces ‘My 
j P°ssible for me to tell how long you are to he here ^ 

What do 1 know, John Baptist Cavalletto Death of my hfeH There 
are pnsonem here sometimes, who are not m such a devil of a hurry 


He ^erned to glance obliquely at Monsieur Rigaud in this re- 
mar , ut onsieur Rigaud had already resumed his meal, though 
not vnth qmte so quick an appetite as before 

rViilrl said the keeper of the prison, takmg his pretty 

chddm his arms, and dictating the words witli a kiss 

Adieu, my birdsl’ the pretty child repeated 
er innocent face looked back so bnghdy over his shoulder. 
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as he walked away with her, singing her the song of the child s 
game 

‘"Who passes by this road so late? 

Compagnon de la Majolainel^ 

Who passes by this road so late^ 

Always gay! ’ 

that John Baptist felt it a point of honour to reply at the grate, and 
m good time and tune, though a little hoarsely 

‘Of all the king’s knights ’us the flower, 

Compagnon de la Majolainel 
Of all the king’s kmghts ’us the flower, 

Always gayl’ 

Which accompamed them so far down the few steep stairs, that the 
pnson-keeper had to stop at last for his little daughter to hear the 
song out, and repeat the Refcam while they were yet in sight. Then 
the child’s head disappeared, and the prison-keeper’s head dis- 
appeared, but the little voice prolonged the stram until the door 
clashed 

Monsieur Rigaud, findmg the listemng John Baptist m his way 
before the echoes had ceased (even the echoes were the weaker for 
unpnsonment, and seemed to lag), reminded him with a push 
his foot that he had better resume his own darker place The htde 
man sat down agam upon the pavement with the neghgent ease of 
one who was thoroughly accustomed to pavements, and placmg 
three hunks of coarse bread before himself, and faUmg to upon a 
fourth, began contentedly to work his way through them as if to 
clear them off were a sort of game 
Perhaps he glanced at the Lyons sausage, and perhaps he glanced 
at the veal m savoury jelly, but they were not there long, to make 
hjs mouth water, Monsieur Rigaud soon dispatched them, in spite 
of the president and tribunal, and proceeded to suck his fingers as 
clean as he could, and to wipe them on his vine leaves Then, as he 
paused in his dnnk to contemplate his fellow-pnsoner, his mous- 
tache went up, and his nose came down 
-‘How do you find the bread 

A little dry, but I have my old sauce here,’ returned John 
Baptist, holding up his knife. 

‘How sauce?’ 
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‘I can cut my bread so — like a melon Or so — like an omelette 
Or so - like a fned fish Or so — like Lyons sausage/ said John 
Baptist, demonstrating the various cuts on the bread he held, and 
soberly chev/ing what he had in his mouth 

‘Here'’ cried Monsieur Rigaud ‘You may dnnk You may 
finish this ’ 

It was no great gift, for there was mighty little wine left, but 
Signor Cavalletto, jumping to his feet, received the bottle gratefully, 
turned it upside down at his moudi, and smacked his lips 
‘Put the bottle by with the rest,’ said Rigaud. 

The httle man obeyed his orders, and stood ready to give him a 
lighted match; for he was now rolling his tobacco into cigarettes® 
by the aid of little squares of paper which had been brought in with 

IL 

‘Here' You may have one ’ 

‘A thousand thanks, my master'* John Baptist said in his ovm 
language, and with the quick conciliatory manner of his own 
countrymen 

Monsieur Rigaud arose, lighted a agarette, put the rest of his 
stock into a breast-pocket, and stretched himself out at full length 
upon the bench. Cavalletto sat down on the pavement, holding one 
of his ankles in each hand, and smoking peacefully Tliere seemed 
to be some uncomfortable attraction of Monsieur Rigaud’s eyes to 
the immediate neighbourhood of that part of tlie pavement where 
the thumb had been in the plan. They were so drawn m that direc- 
tion, that the Italian more than once followed them to and back 
from the pavement in some surpnse 

What an infernal hole this is' ’ said Monsieur Rigaud, breaking 
a ong pause Look at the light of day Day the light of yesterday 
week, e light of sik months ago, the light of six years ago So 

It came languishmg down a square funnel that bhnded a window 

in le staircase wall, through wluch the sky was never seen — nor 
anything else 

Cavalletto, said Monsieur Rigaud, suddenly withdrawing his 
gaze from this funnel to which they had both mvoluntanly turned 
ineir eyes, ‘you know me for a gentleman?’ 

‘Surely, surely!’ 

‘How long have we been here^’ 
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‘I, eleven weeks, to-morrow night at midniglit You, nine weeks 
and three days, at five diis afternoon ’ 

‘Ha\c I ever done any tiling hcre^ Ever touched tlic broom, or 
spread the mats, or rolled them up, or found the draughts, or col- 
icaed the dominoes, or put my hand to any kind of worh^’ 
‘Never!' 

‘Have you ever thought of looking to me to do any kind of 
work^’ 

John Baptist answered witli tliat peculiar back-handed shake of 
tlic nght forefinger whidi is die most expressive negative in the 
Italian language 

‘No' You knew from the first moment when you saw me here, 
that I was a gentleman^’ 

‘Altro ’’ returned John Baptist, closing his eyes and giving his 
head a most veliement toss The word being, according to its 
Genoese emphasis, a confirmation, a contradiction, an assertion, a 
denial, a taunt, a compliment, a joke, and fifty other tilings, became 
tn the present instance, with a significance beyond all power of 
written expression, our familiar English T believe you!’ 

*Haha' You are nglit' A gentleman I ami And a gentleman I’ll 
live, and a gentleman I’ll die' It’s my intent to be a gentleman It’s 
my game. Deadi of my'^ soul, I play it out wherever I go'’ 

He changed his posture to a sitting one, crying with a triumphant 
air 

‘Here I anil See me! Shaken out of destiny’s dice-box mto the 
company of a mere smuggler, — shut up with a poor little contra- 
band trader, whose papers are wrong, and whom the police lay 
hold of besides, for plaang his boat (as a means of getting beyond 
die frontier) at the disposition of other little people whose papers 
are wrong, and he instinctively recognises my position, even by 
dlls light and in this place It’s well done' By Heaven! I win, how- 
ever the game goes ’ 

Agam his moustache went up, and his nose came down 
What’s the hour now^’ he asked, with a dry hot pallor upon 
him, rather difficult of assoaation with memment 
A htde half-hour after mid-day ’ 

Goodl The President will have a gentleman before him soon 
Come! Shall I tell you on what accusation^ It must be now, or 
never, for I shall not return here- Either I shall go free, or I shall go 
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to be made ready for shaving You know where they-dceep the 
razor/ 

Signor Cavalletto took his cigarette from between his parted lips, 
and showed more momentary discomfiture than might have been 
expected 

‘I am a’ — Monsieur Rigaud stood up to say it — ‘I am a cosmo- 
pohtan gentleman I own no particular country. My fatlier was 
Swiss — Canton de Vaud My mother was French by blood, Enghsh 
by birth I myself was born in Belgium. I am a atizen of the world ’ 
His theatrical air, as he stood with one arm on his hip within die 
folds of his cloak, together with his manner of disregarding his 
companion and addressing the opposite wall instead, seemed to 
inornate that he was rehearsing for the President, whose exarama- 
Oon he was shordy to undergo, rather than troubling lumself 
merely to enlighten so small a person as John BapOst Cavalletto 
‘ Call me five-and-thirty years of age I have seen the world I 
have lived here, and lived there, and hved like a gendeman every- 
where I have been treated and respected as a gentleman universally. 
If you try to prejudice me by making out that I have lived by my 
v'lts— how do your lawyers live— your poliocians — your intriguers 
- your men of the Exchange 

He kept his small smooth hand in constant requisition, as if it 
were a witness to his gentility that had often done him good 
service before 

Two years ago I came to Marseilles I admit that I was poor, I 
had been ilk When your lawyers, your pohticians, your intnguers, 
your men of die Exchange fall ill^ and have not scraped money 
together, they become poor I put up at the Cross of Gold, - kept 
men by Monsieur Henn Barronneau - sixty-five at least, and m a 
ai mg state of health I had lived in the house some four mondis, 
VI len ; onsieur Henn Barronneau had the misfortune to die, — at 

anj, rate, not a rare misfortune, that. It happens without any aid of 
mine, pretty often ’ 

John Baptist having smoked Ins cigarette down to his fingers’ 
cn s, I onsieur Rigaud had the magnanimity to dirow him 
anoi icr e ighted die second at the ashes of die first, and smoked 

, 00 ving sidev'aj s at his companion, who, preoccupied with his 
ov n ca-e, hardh looked at him. 

‘Monsieur Barronneau left a wndow. She was two-and-tv/enty 
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She had gamed a reputation for beauty, and (which is often another 
tiling 'uas beautiful I continued to live at the Cross of Gold I 
marned Madame Barronneau. It is not lor me to say whether there 
y'as any great dispaniy m such a match Here I stand, with the 
conlaroinalion of a jail upon me, but it is possible that you may 
tliink me better suited to her than her former husband was ’ 

He had a certain air of being a handsome man - which he was not, 
and a certain air of being a well-bred man — wduch he was not It 
x\as mere swagger and challenge, but in this particular, as in many 
otlicrs, blustering assemon goes for proof, half over the w'Orld 
‘Be It as It may, Madame Barronneau approved of me That is 
not to prejudice me, I hopc^’ 

His eye happening to light upon John Baptist w'ltli this inquiry, 
tliat little man briskly shook his head in the negative, and repeated 
m an argumentatrve tone under his breadi, altro, altro, altro, altro- 
an infinite number of times 

‘Now came the diflicultics of our position I am proud I say 
nothing m defence of pndc, but I am proud It is also my character 
to govern I can’t submit, I must govern Unfortunately, the 
property of Madame Rigaud w^as settled upon herself Such was the 
insane act of her late husband More unfortunately still, she had 
relations \Vlien a wife’s relations interpose against a husband who 
is a gentleman, who is proud, and who must govern, the con- 
sequences arc inimical to peace There w'as yet anodier source of 
difference between us Madame Rigaud was unfortunately a little 
vulgar I souglit to improve her manners and ameliorate her general 
tone, she (supported in this likewise by her relations) resented my 
endeavours Quarrels began to arise between us, and, propagated 
and exaggerated by the slanders of die relations of Madame Rigaud, 
to become notonous to the neighbours It has been said diat I 
treated Madame Rigaud widi cruelty I may have been seen to slap 
her face — nothing more I have a light hand, and if I have been seen 
apparently to correct Madame Rigaud in that manner, I have done 
It almost playfully ’ 

If the playfulness of Monsieur Rigaud were at all expressed by 
his smile at this point, the relations of Madame Rigaud might have 
said that they would have much preferred his correcting that xm- 
fortunate woman seriously 

I am sensitive and brave. I do not advance it as a merit to be 
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sensitive and brave, but it is my character If the male relations of 
Madame Rigaud had put themselves forward openly, I should have 
loiown how to deal with them They knew that, and their macmna- 
tions were conducted in secret, consequently, Madame Rigaud 
I were brought into frequent and unfortunate collision. Even when 
I wanted any little sum of money for my personal expenses, 
could not obtam it without collision - and I, too, a man whose 
character it is to govern! One night, Madame Rigaud and myse 
were walking amicably — I may say like lovers — on a height over- 
hanging the sea An evil star occasioned Madame Rigaud to advert 
to her relations, I reasoned with her on that subject, and remon- 
strated on the want of duty and devotion manifested in her allowing 
herself to be influenced by their jealous animosity towards her hus- 
band Madame Rigaud retorted, I retorted; Madame Rigaud grew 
warm, I grew warm, and provoked her. I admit it. Frankness is a 
part of my character At length, Madame Rigaud, in an access o 
fury that I must ever deplore, threw herself upon me with screams 
of passion (no doubt those that were overheard at some distance), 
tore my clothes, tore my hair, lacerated my hands, trampled and 
trod the dust, and finally leaped over, dashing herself to death upon 
the rocks below Such is the train of madents which malice has 
perverted into my endeavouring to force from Madame Rigaud a 
rehnqmshment of her nghts, and, on her persistence m a refusal to 
make the concession I required, struggling with her — assassmating 
her'’ 

He stepped aside to the ledge where the vine leaves yet lay strewn 
about, collected two or three, and stood wiping his hands upon 
them, with his back to the light 

‘Well,’ he demanded after a silence, ‘have you nothing to say to 
all that^’ 

‘It’s ugly,’ returned the little man, who had risen, and was 
bnghtemng his knife upon his shoe, as he leaned an arm against the 
wall 

‘What do you mean^’ 

John Baptist polished his knife in silence 
‘Do you mean diat I have not represented the case correctly^’ 
‘Al-troF returned John Baptist. The word was an apology now, 
and stood for ‘ Oh, by no means!’ 

‘What ilien^’ 



I,N QUARANTINE 5I 

‘Presidents and tribunals are so prejudiced ’ 

‘Well,’ cned tlte otlier, uneasily flinging tlie end of his cloak over 
his shoulder with an oath, ‘let them do tlteir worst I’ 

‘Truly I think tliey will,’ murmured John Baptist to liimself, 
as he bent his head to put his knife m his sash 

Nothing more was said on either side, tltough they botlt began 
walking to and fro, and necessarily crossed at every turn Monsieur 
Rigaud sometimes stopped, as if he were going to put his case m a 
new light, or make some irate remonstrance, but Signor Cavalletto 
continumg to go slowly to and fro at a grotesque kind of )og-trot 
pace, witlt lus eyes turned downward, nothing came of tliese 
inchnmgs 

By-and-by the noise of the key m the lock arrested them both 
The sound of voices succeeded, and the tread of feet The door 
clashed, the voices and tlte feet came on, and the pnson-keeper 
slowly ascended the stairs, followed by a guard of soldiers 

‘Now, Monsieur Rigaud,’ said he, pausing for a moment at the 
grate, with his keys in lus hands, ‘have the goodness to come out ’ 
‘I am to depart m state, I see^’ 

‘Wliy, unless you did,’ returned the jailer, ‘you might depart in 
so many pieces that it would be difficult to get you together again 
There’s a crowd. Monsieur Rigaud, and it doesn’t love you ’ 

He passed on out of sight, and unlocked and unbarred a low door 
in the comer of die chamber ‘Now,’ said he, as he opened it and 
appeared withm, ‘ come out ’ 

There is no sort of whiteness m all the hues under the sun at all 
like the whiteness of Monsfeur Rigaud’s face as it was dien Neither 
IS diere any expression of the human countenance at all like that 
expression m every litde line of which the frightened heart is seen 
to beat Bodi are conventtonally compared with death, but the 
difference is the whole deep gulf between the struggle done, and the 
fight at Its most desperate extrermty 

He lighted anodier of lus paper agars at his companion’s, put it 
^ghdy between his teedi, covered his head with a soft slouclied 
hat, duew the end of lus cloak over lus shoulder agam, and walked 
out into the side gallery on which die door opened, widiout taking 
any furdier notice of Signor Cavalletto As to that little man him- 
self, lus whole attention had become absorbed in getting near die 
door and looking out at it Preasely as a beast might approach the 



LITTLE DORRIT 


52 

opened gate of his den and eye the freedom be5'^ond, he passed those 
few moments m watching and peering, until the door was closed 
upon him 

There was an officer in command of the soldiers, a stout, service- 
able, profoundly calm man, with his drawn sword in his hand, 
smoking a cigar He ver}'^ bnefly directed the placmg of Monsieur 
Rigaud m the midst of the party, put himself with consummate 
ndifference at their head, gave the word ‘march I’ and so they all 
went jmglmg down the staircase The door clashed — the key 
turned — and a ray of unusual light, and a breath of unusual air, 
seemed to have passed through the ]ail, vamshing in a tiny wreath 
of smoke from the agar. 

Still, m his captivity, hke a lower animal — hke some impatient 
ape, or roused bear of the smaller speaes — the prisoner, now left 
sohtary, had jumped upon the ledge, to lose no glimpse of this 
departure As he yet stood clasping the grate with both hands, an 
uproar broke upon his hearing; yells, shrieks, oaths, threats, 
execrations, all comprehended in it, though (as in a storm) 
nothing but a raging swell of sound distinctly heard. 

Exated into a still greater resemblance to a caged wild animal by 
his anxiety to know more, the pnsoner leaped nimbly down, ran 
round the chamber, leaped mmbly up agam, clasped the grate and 
tried to shake it, leaped down and ran, leaped up and hstened, and 
never rested until the noise, beconung more and more distant, had 
died away. How many better pnsoners have worn their noble hearts 
out so, no man thinkmg of it, not even the beloved of their souls 
r^lising It, great kings and governors, who had made them cap- 
tive, careenng in the sunhght jauntily, and men cheermg them on 
ven the said great personages dying m bed, makmg exemplary 
ends and sounding speeches, and pohte history, more servile tlian 
their instruments, embalming them' 

At last, John Baptist, now able to choose his own spot vuthin 
the compass of those walls for the exercise of his faculty of gomg 
to s eep when he would, lay down upon the bench, with his face 
tuinc on his crossed arms, and slumbered In his submission, 
m ns ig itness, m his good humour, m his short-lived passion, in 
ns eas} contentment with hard bread and hard stones, m his ready 
Sleep in his fits and starts, altogether a true son of the land that gave 
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Tlie wide stare stared itself out for one vdiile, the sun went down 
m a red, green, golden glory, tlie stars came out in die heavens and 
the fire-flies mimicked diem in the lower air, as men may feebly 
mutate the goodness of a better order of beings, the long dusty 
roads and die interminable plains were in repose — and so deep a 
hush was on die sea, that it scarcely whispered of die time when it 
shall give up its dead 


CHAPTER 2 

Fellow Travellers 

'No more of yesterday’s howling over yonder to-day sir, is diere^ ' 
‘I have heard none ’ 

‘Tlien you may be sure diere is none Wlien diese people howl, 
they howl to be heard ’ 

‘Most people do, I suppose ’ 

‘Ahl but these people are always howling Never happy odier- 
Wise^ 

‘Do you mean the Marseilles people^’ 

‘I mean die French people They’re always at it As to Mar- 
seilles, we know what Marseilles is It sent the most insurrectionary 
tune mto the world that was ever composed It couldn’t exist 
without allonging and marshongmg to something or odier — 
victory or death, or blazes, or something ’ 

The speaker, with a whimsical good humour upon him all the 
time, looked over the parapet-wall with the greatest disparage- 
ment of Marseilles, and taking up a determined position by putting 
his hands in his pockets and rattling his money at it, apostrophised 
It with a short laugh 

‘Allong and marshong, indeed It would be more creditable to 
you, I think, to let other people allong and marshong about their 
lawful business, mstead of shutting ’em up in quarantine* ’ 

Tiresome enough,’ said the other ‘ But we shall be out to-day ’ 
Out to-day 1’ repeated the first ‘It’s almost an aggravation 
of the enormity, that we shall be out to-day Outl What have we 
ever been in for*^’ 
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‘For no very strong reason, I must say But as we come from the 
East, and as the East is tlie country of tlie plague — ’ 

‘The plague*’ repeated the other ‘That’s my gnevance. I have 
had the plague continually, ever since I have been here I am like a 
sane man shut up m a madhouse, I can’t stand the suspicion of die 
thing I came here as well as ever I was in my life, but to suspect me 
of the plague is to give me the plague And I have had it - and I 
have got it ’ 

‘You bear it very well, Mr Meagles,’ said the second speaker, 
smilmg 

‘No If you knew the real state of die case, that’s die last observa- 
tion you would dunk of making I have been waking up night after 
night, and saymg, 7iow I have got it, now it has developed itself, now 
I am in for it, now these fellows are making out their case for their 
precautions Why, I’d as soon have a spit put through me, and be 
stuck upon a card in a collection of beetles, as lead the life I have 
been leading here ’ 

Well, Mr Meagles, say no more about it now it’s over,’ urged a 
cheerful feminine voice 

Over* repeated Mr Meagles, who appeared (diough without 
any ill-nature) to be in that peculiar state of mind in which the last 
word spoken by anybody else is a new injury ‘Over* and why 
should I say no more about it because it’s over^’ 

It was Mrs Meagles who had spoken to Mr Meagles, and Mrs 
Meagles was, like Mr Meagles, comely and healthy, with a pleasant 
English face which had been looking at homely things for five- 

and-fifty years or more, and shone with a bright reflection of 
them 


‘There! Never mind. Father, never mind*’ said Mrs Meagles 
For goodness sake content yourself with Pet ’ 

With Pet'^ repeated Mr Meagles in his injured vem Pet, how- 
close behind him, touched him on the shoulder, and 
r eag es immediately forgave Marseilles from the bottom of his 


Pet was about twenty A fair girl widi rich brown hair hangmg 
ree in natural nnglets A lovely girl, with a frank face, and wonder- 
ul eyes, so large so soft, so bnght, set to such perfection in her 
nd good head She was round and fresh and dimpled and spoilt, 
and there was in Pet an air of timidity and dependence which was 
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die best weakness in the world, and gave her the only crowning 
cliarm a girl so pretty and pleasant could have been without 
‘Now, I ask you,’ said Mr Mcagles in the blandest confidence, 
falling back a step himself, and handing his daughter a step fom^ard 
to illustrate lus question ‘I ask you simply, as between man and 
man, you know, did jou e\cr hear of such damned nonsense as 
putting Pet in quarantine^' 

‘It lias had the result of making even quarantine enjoyable ’ 
‘Come’’ said Mr Meagles, ‘that’s something to be sure I am 
obliged to 5'ou for that remark Now, Pet, my darling, you had 
better go along with Mother and get ready for the boat The officer 
of health, and a variety of humbugs in cocked hats, are coming off 
to let us out of tins at last and all we jail-birds are to breakfast to- 
getlier in sometlung approaching to a Christian style again, before 
we take wing for our different destinations Tattycoram, stick you 
close to your young mistress ’ 

He spoke to a handsome girl wiilt lustrous dark hair and eyes, 
and very neatly dressed, who replied witli a half curtsey as she 
passed off in the train of Mrs Meagles and Pet Tliey crossed the 
bare scorched terrace all three togetlier, and disappeared through 
a stanng white archway Mr Meagles’s companion, a grave dark man 
of forty, still stood looking towards tins archway after they were 
gone, until Mr Meagles tapped him on the arm 
‘I beg your pardon,’ said he, starting 
‘Not at all,' said Mr Meagles 

Tliey took one silent turn backward and forward m the shade of 
the wall, getting, at the height on whicli die quarantine barracks 
are placed, what cool refreshment of sea breeze there was at seven 
in the mormng Mr Meagles’s companion resumed die conversa- 
tion 

May I ask you,’ he said, ‘what is the name of — ’ 

Tattycoram^’ Mr Meagles struck in ‘I have not the least 
idea.’ 

I thought,’ said the other, ‘diat— ’ 

^Tattycoram?’ suggested Mr Meagles again 
Thank you - that Tattycoram was a name, and I have several 
times wondered at the oddity of it ’ 

Wily, the fact is,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘Mrs Meagles and myself 
3re, you see, practical people ’ 
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‘That you have frequently mentioned in the course of the 
agreeable and interesting conversations we have had together, 
walking up and down on these stones,’ said the other, with a half ' 
smile breaking through the gravity of his dark face. 

‘Practical people. So one day, five or six years ago now, when 
we took Pet to church at the Foundling — you have heard of the 
Foundling HospitaP in London^ Similar to the Institution for the 
Found Children in Pans?’ 

‘I have seen it ’ 

Well' One day when we took Pet to church tliere to hear the 
music — because, as practical people, it is the business of our lives 
to show her everything that we think can please her — Mother (ray 
usual name for Zvfrs Meagles) began to cry so, that it was necessary 
to take her out. “What’s the matter, Mother J'” said I, when we 
had brought her a httle round “you are frightening Pet, my dear ” 
Yes, I know that. Father,” says Mother, “but I think if s through 
my loving her so much, that it ever came into my head.” “That 
ever what came into your head, Mother?” “O dear, dear!” cned 
Mother, breaking out again, “when I saw all those children ranged 
Uer above tier, and appeahng from the father none of them has ever 
imown on earth, to the great Father of us all in Heaven, I thought, 
does any wretched mother ever come here, and look among those 
young faces, wondering which is the poor child she brought into 
mis forlorn world, never through all its life to know her love, her 
lass, her face, her voice, even her name' ” Now that was pracncal in 

Mother, and I told her so I said, “Mother, that’s what I call practi- 
cal in you, my dear ” ’ 


The other, not unmoved, assented 
ti next day* Now, Mother, I have a proposition to make 

approve of. Let us take one of those same httle 
ren m be a little maid to Pet We are practical people So if 
we s ou nd her temper a httle defective, or any of her ways a 
W t shall know what we have to take into account 

a what an immense deduction must be made from 
c in uences and expenences that have formed us — no parents, 
no child-br^er or sister, no individuality of home, no Glass 
Ta^tyco Godmother. And that’s the way we came by 

‘And the name itself-’ 
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‘By George'’ said Mr Meagles, ‘I was forgetting die name itself 
Why, she was called in die Institution, Harriet Beadle — an arbitrary 
name, of course Now, Harriet we changed into Hattey, and then 
into Tatty, because, as practical people, we thought even a playful 
name might be a new thing to her, and might have a softening and 
affectionate kind of effect, don’t you see^ As to Beadle, that I 
needn’t say was wholly out of die question If there is anything diat 
is not to be tolerated on any terms, anything that is a type of Jack- 
in-office msolence and absurdity, anything that represents in coats, 
waistcoats, and big sticks our English holding on by nonsense after 
every one has found it out, it is a beadle You haven’t seen a beadle 
lately-^’ 

‘As an Englishman who has been more than twenty years m 
China, no ’ 

‘Then,’ said Mr Meagles, laying his forefinger on his com- 
pamon’s breast with great ammation, ‘don’t you see a beadle, now, 
if you can help it Wlienevef I see a beadle in full fig,^ coming down 
a stteet on a Sunday at the head of a charity school, I am obhged 
to turn and run away, or I should hit him The name of Beadle being 
out of the question, and the ongmator of the Institution for diese 
poor foundhngs havmg been a blessed creature of the name of 
Coram, we gave that name to Pet’s httle maid At one time she was 
Tatty, and at one time she was Coram, until we got into a way of 
mixmg the two names together, and now she is always Tatty- 
coram ’ 

‘Your daughter,’ said the other, when they had taken another 
silent turn to and fro, and, after standmg for a moment at the wall 
glancmg down at the sea, had resumed theur walk, ‘is j^our only 
child, I know, Mr Meagles May I ask you — in no impertinent 
cunosity, but because I have had so much pleasure m your society, 
may never in this labynnth of a world exchange a quiet word with 
you again, and wish to preserve an accurate remembrance of you 
and yours — may I ask you, if I have not gathered from your good 
wife that you have had otlier children^’ 

No No,’ said Mr Meagles ‘Not exactly odier children One 
other duld ’ 

I am afraid I have inadvertently touched upon a tender tlieme ’ 

Never mind,’ said Mr Meagles ‘If I am grave about it, I am not 
at all sorrowful It quiets me for a moment, but does not make me 
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unhappy Pet had a twin sister who died when we could just see 
her eyes - exactly like Pet’s - above tlie table, as she stood on tiptoe 
holding by it ’ 

‘Ahl indeed, indeed I’ 

‘Yes, and being practical people, a result has gradually sprung 
up in the minds of Mrs Meagles and myself which perhaps you 
may — or perhaps you may not — understand. Pet and her bah} 
sister were so exactly alike, and so completely one, that in our 
thoughts we have never been able to separate tliem since It would 
be of no use to tell us that our dead child was a mere infant We 
have changed that child according to the changes in the child 
spared to us and always with us As Pet has giown, that duld has 
grown, as Pet has become more sensible and womanly, her sister 
has become more sensible and womanly by just the same degrees. 
It would be as hard to convmce me that if I was to pass into die 
other world to-morrow, I should not, through the mere)'’ of God, 
be received there by a daughter, just like Pet, as to persuade me that 
Pet herself is not a reality at my side ’ 

understand you,’ said the other, gently. 

‘As to her,’ pursued her father, ‘die sudden loss of her htde 
picmre and playfellow, and her early association with that mystery 
m which we all have our equal share, but which is not often so 
forcibly presented to a child, has necessarily had some influence 
on her character Then, her mother and I were not young when we 
married, and Pet has always had a sort of grown-up life with us, 
though we have tned to adapt ourselves to her We have been 
advised more than once when she has been a htde aihng, to change 
climate and air for her as often as we could — especially at about dus 
time of her life — and to keep her amused So, as I have no need to 
stick at a bank-desk now (though I have been poor enough in my 
time I assure you, or I should have married Mrs Meagles long 
before), we go trottmg about the world This is how you found us 
staring at the Nile, and die Pjonmids, and the Sphinxes, and the 
Desert, and all the rest of it; and diis is how Tattycoram will be a 
greater traveller in course of time than Captain Cook.’® 

‘I thank you,’ said the other, ‘very'’ heartily for your confidence.’ 
‘Don’t mention it,’ returned Mr Meagles, ‘I am sure you are 
quite welcome And now, Mr Clennam, perhaps I may ask you 
whedier you have yet come to a deasion where to go next?’ 
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'Indeed, no I am such a waif and stray everywhere, tliat I am 
liable to be dnfted where any current may set ’ 

‘It’s extraordinary to me - if you’ll excuse my freedom in saying 
so — tliat you don’t go straight to London,’ said Mr Meagles, in the 
tone of a confidential adviser. 

‘Perhaps I shall ’ 

‘Ay' But I mean witli a will ’ 

‘I have no will Tliat is to say,’ - he coloured a little, - ‘next to 
none tliat I can put in action now Trained by main force, broken, 
not bent, hea\aly ironed witli an object on whicli I was never con- 
sulted and which was never mine, shipped away to the odier end of 
tlie world before I was of age, and exiled there until my father’s 
death there, a year ago, always grinding in a mill I always hated, 
what IS to be expected from me in middle life? Will, purpose, hope^ 
All tliQse lights were extinguished before I could sound the words ’ 
‘Light ’em up again!’ said Mr Meagles 

‘All! Easily said I am the son, Mr Meagles, of a hard father and 
motlier I am the only child of parents who weighed, measured, 
and pneed everytliing, for whom what could not be weighed, 
measured, and priced, had no existence. Stnet people as die plirase 
IS, professors of a stern religion, their very religion was a gloomy 
sacrifice of tastes and sympatlues that were never their own, oflfered 
up as a part of a bargain for die secunty of their possessions 
Austere faces, inexorable disciphne, penance in dns world and 
terror in die next — nothmg graceful or gentle anywhere, and the 
void m my cowed heart everywhere — this was my childhood, if I 
may so misuse the word as to apply it to sucli a beginning of life ’ 
‘Really though^’ said Mr Meagles, made v&ry uncomfortable by 
the picture offered to his imagination ‘That was a tough com- 
mencement. But come' You must now study, and profit by, all 
that hes beyond it, hke a practical man ’ 

‘If the people who are usually called practical, were practical in 
your direction—’ 

‘Why, so they are!’ said Mr Meagles 
‘Are they mdeed^’ 

‘Well, I suppose so,’ returned Mr Meagles, thmkmg about it 
Eh^ One can but be practical, and Mrs Meagles and myself are 
nothing else ’ . 

‘My ui^own course is easier and more helpful than I had 
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expected to find it, then,’ said Clennara, shaking his head with his 
grave smile. ‘Enough of me Here is the boat ’ 

Tlie boat was filled with the cocked hats to whicli Mr Meagles 
entertained a national objection, and the wearers of those cocked 
hats landed and came up the steps, and all the impounded travellers 
congregated together There was then a mighty production of 
papers on the part of the cocked hats, and a calhng over of names, 
and great work of signing, sealing, stampmg, inkmg, and sandmg,^ 
witli exceedmgly blurred, gritty, and undecipherable results 
Finally, everything was done according to rule, and the travellers 
were at liberty to depart whithersoever they would. 

They made httle account of stare and glare, in the new pleasure 
of recovering their freedom, but flitted across the harbour in gay 
boats, and reassembled at a great hotel, whence the sun was ex- 
cluded by closed lattices, and where bare paved floors, lofty ceilings, 
and resounding corridors tempered the intense heat There, a great 
table m a great room was soon profusely covered "with a superb 
repast, and the quarantine quarters became bare indeed, remem- 
bered among dainty dishes, southern fruits, cooled wines, flowers 
from Genoa, snow from the raountam tops, and all the colours of 
the rainbow flashing in the mirrors 

‘But I bear those monotonous walls no ill-will now,’ said Mr 
M^gles One always begins to forgive a place as soon as it’s left 
behind, I dare say a prisoner begins to relent towards his prison, 
after lie is let out ' 

"^^ey were about thirty m company, and all talking, but neces- 
sarj I jn groups Father and Mother Meagles sat witli their daughter 
between them, the last three on one side of the table on the opposite 
SI c sat 1 r Ciennam, a tall French gentleman with raven hair and 
beard of a swart and terrible, not to say genteelly diabolical aspect, 
ui V had shown himself the mildest of men, and a handsome 
\oiing ‘ngishvoman, travelling quite alone, who had a proud 
servant ace, and had either withdrawn herself from the rest or 
xtn a\ oi c bv the rest — nobody, herself excepted perhaps, could 
> V t quite coded which The rest of tlic party were of die usual 
latern s mn cllcrs on business, and travellers for pleasure, officers 
rom India on lea%e, merchants in the Greek and Turkey trades, a 
( nca n^ IS 1 nisband in a meek strait-waistcoat, on a wedding 
p It us ^oung m e, a majestic English mama and papa, of the 
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patnaan order, with a family of three growmg-up daughters, who 
were keepmg a journal for the confusion of their fellow-creatures, 
and a dek" old Enghsh mother, tough in travel, with a very de- 
cidedly grown-up daughter mdeed, which daughter went sketching 
about die umverse in the expectation of ultimately tomng herself off 
into the mamed state 

The reserved Enghshwoman took up Mr Meagles in his last 
remark 

‘Do you mean that a pnsoner forgives lus pnson^’ said she, 
slowly and with emphasis 

‘That was my speculation, Miss Wade I don’t pretend to know 
positively how a pnsoner might feel I never was one before ’ 
‘Mademoiselle doubts,’ said the French gentleman in his own 
language, ‘it’s bemg so easy to forgive 
‘Ido’ 

Pet had to translate this passage to Mr Meagles, who never by 
any accident acquired any knowledge whatever of the language 
of any country into which he travelled ‘OhI’ said he. ‘Dear mel 
But that’s a pity, isn’t it^’ 

‘That I am not credulous^’ said Miss Wade 
‘Not exactly that Put it another way Tliat you can’t believe it 
easy to forgive ’ • 

‘My expenence,’ she quietly returned, ‘has been correcting my 
belief in many respects, for some years It is our natural progress, 
I have heard ’ 

‘Well, well! But it’s not natural to bear mahce, I hope^’ said Mr 
Meagles, cheerily 

‘If 1 had been shut up in any place to pine and suffer, I should 
alwaji^ hate that place and wish to bum it down, or raze it to the 
ground I know no more ’ 

Strong, sir^' said Mr Meagles to the Frenchman, it being 
another of his habits to address individuals of all nations m idio~ 
matic Enghsh, with a perfect conviction tliat they were bound to 
understand it somehow ‘Radier forcible m our fair friend, you’ll 
agree with me, I thmk?’ 

Tile Frencli gentleman courteously replied, ‘Plait-iD’ To which 
Mr Meagles returned with much satisfaction, ‘You are nght My 
opinion ’ 

Tile breakfast beginning by-and-by to languish, Mr Meagles 
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expected to find it, then,’ said Clennam, shaking his head with Ins 
grave smile ‘Enough of me Here is the boat.’ 

The boat was filled with the cocked hats to which Mr Meagles 
entertamed a national objection, and the wearers of those cocked 
hats landed and came up the steps, and all the impounded travellers 
congregated together There was then a mighty production of 
papers on the part of the cocked hats, and a calling over of names, 
and great work of signing, sealing, stamping, inking, and sandmg,^ 
with exceedingly blurred, gntty, and undecipherable results 
Finally, everything was done according to rule, and the travellers 
were at hberty to depart whithersoever they would 

They made httle account of stare and glare, in the new pleasure 
of recovenng their freedom, but flitted across the harbour in gay 
boats, and reassembled at a great hotel, whence the sun was ex- 
cluded by closed lattices, and where bare paved floors, lofty ceilings, 
and resounding corridors tempered the intense heat There, a great 
table in a great room was soon profusely covered with a superb 
repast, and the quarantine quarters became bare indeed, remem- 
bered among dainty dishes, southern fruits, cooled wines, flowers 
from Genoa, snow from the mountain tops, and all tlie colours of 
the rainbow flashing in the mirrors 

But I bear those monotonous walls no ill-will now,’ said Mr 
Meagles One always begins to forgive a place as soon as it’s left 
behind, I dare say a prisoner begins to relent towards his prison, 
after he is let out ’ 

They were about thirty in company, and all talking; but neces- 
sarily in groups Father and Mother Meagles sat with their daughter 
between them, the last three on one side of the table, on the opposite 
side sat Mr Clennam, a tall French gentleman with raven hair and 
beard, of a swart and terrible, not to say genteelly diabolical aspect, 
but who had shown himself the mildest of men, and a handsome 
}<oung Englishwoman, travelbng quite alone, who had a proud 
o servant face, and had either withdrawn herself from the rest or 
eon a\ oided by the rest — nobody, herself excepted perhaps, could 
avc quite decided which The rest of the party were of the usual 
materials travellers on business, and travellers for pleasure, officers 
rom on leave, merchants in the Greek and Turkey trades, a 
c erica nglish husband m a meek strait-waistcoat, on a wedding 
trip vvi 1 us y oung wife, a majestic English mama and papa, of die 
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patnaan order, witli a family of tlirec growing-up daughters, who 
were keeping a journal for the confusion of tlieir fellow-creatures, 
and a deaf old English motlier, tough in travel, witli a very dc- 
adedly grovm-up daughter indeed, which daughter went sketching 
about tlie universe in the evpectation of ultimately toning herself off 
into die married state. 

Tlie reserved Englishwoman look up Mr Meagles in his last 
remark 

‘Do you mean that a prisoner forgives his prison^’ said she, 
slowlj'^ and widi emphasis 

‘Tliat was my speculation. Miss Wade I don’t pretend to know 
positively how a prisoner might feel I never was one before ’ 
‘Mademoiselle doubts,’ said the French gentleman m his own 
language, ‘it’s being so easj'^ to forgive^’ 

‘Ido’ 

Pet had to translate this passage to Mr Meagles, who never by 
any accident acquired any knowledge whatever of die language 
of any country into which he travelled ‘Old’ said he ‘Dear me! 
But diat’s a pity, isn’t it^’ 

‘That I am not credulous^’ said Miss Wade 
‘Not exactly that Put it another way Tliat you can’t believe it 
easy to forgive ’ * 

‘My experience,’ she quietly remmed, ‘has been correcting ray 
belief m many respects, for some years It is our natural progress, 

I have heard ’ 

‘Well, well' But it’s not natural to bear malice, I hope'^’ said Mr 
Meagles, cheenly 

‘If I had been shut up m any place to pine and suffer, I should 
always hate diat place and wish to bum it down, or ra2e it to the 
ground I know no more ’ 

Strong, sir^’ said Mr Meagles to the Frencliman, it being 
another of his habits to address individuals of all nations in idio- 
matic English, widi a perfect conviction that diey were bound to 
understand it somehow ‘ Rather forcible m our fair friend, you’ll 
agree with me, I think 

Tlie French gendeman courteously replied, ‘Plait-il^’ To which 
Mr Meagles returned with much satisfaction, ‘You are nglit My 
Opinion ’ 

The breakfast beginning by-and-by to langmsh, Mr Meagles - 
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made the company a speech. It was short enough and sensible 
enough, considermg that it was a speech at all, and hearty It merely 
went to the effect that as they had all been thrown together by 
chance, and had all preserved a good understanding together, and 
were now about to disperse, and were not likely ever to find them- 
selves all together again, what could they do better than bid farewell 
to one another, and give one another good-speed in a simultaneous 
glass of cool champagne all round die tabled It was done, and 
With a general shaking of hands the assembly broke up for 
ever. 


The sohtary young lady all this time had said no more She 
rose with the rest, and silently withdrew to a remote comer of the 
great room, where she sat herself on a couch m a window, seeming 
to watch the reflection of the water as it made a silver quivering on 
the bars of the lattice. She sat, turned away from the whole length of 
the apartment, as if she were lonely of her own haughty choice 
And yet it would have been as difficult as ever to say, positively, 
whether she avoided the rest, or was avoided 

The shadow in which she sat, falling like a gloomy veil across 
her forehead, accorded very well twth the character of her beauty* 
One could hardly see the face, so still and scorafiil, set off by the 
afched dark eyebrows, and the folds of dark hair, without wonder- 
ing what Its expression would be if a change came over it That it 
could soften or relent, appeared next to impossible That it could 
eepen into anger or any extrerne of defiance, and that it must 
change in that direction when it changed at all, would have been 
its pecu lar impression upon most observers It was dressed and 
mmmed into no ceremony of expression. Although not an open 
ace, ere was no pretence in it T am self-contained and self- 
re lant, your opinion is notlimg to me, I have no interest in you, 
care not ing or you, and see and hear you with indifference’ - 

j 3mly It said so in the proud eyes, in the hfted nostnl, 
in me handsome but compressed and even cruel mouth Cover 
ei ler two o tliose channels of expression, and the third would 
ave so still. Mask them all, and the mere turn of the head 
V/Ou!d have shown an unsubduable namre 

moved up to her (she had been the subject of remark 
ong ler arni v and Mr Clennam, who were now the only other 
occupants of the room), and was standing at her side. 
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‘Are you’ - she turned her eyes, and Pet faltered - ‘expecting 
any one to meet you here, Miss Wade*’’ 

‘P No ’ 

‘Father is sending to the Poste Restante. Shall he have the plea- 
sure of directing the messenger to ask if tliere are any letters for 
you^’ 

‘I thank him, but I know there can be none ’ 

‘We are afraid,’ said Pet, sitting down beside her, shyly and half 
tenderly, ‘ that you will feel ^ite deserted when we are all gone ’ 
‘Indeed!’ 

‘Not,’ said Pet, apologetically and embarrassed by her eyes, ‘not, 
of course, that we are any company to you, or tliat we have been 
able to be so, or tliat we thought you wished it ’ 

‘I have not intended to make it understood that I did wish it ’ 
‘No Of course. But — in short,’ said Pet, timidly touching her 
hand as tt lay impassive on die sofa between them, ‘will you not 
allow Father to tender you any slight assistance or service^ He 
will be very glad ’ 

‘Very glad,’ said Mr Meagles, commg forward with his wife and 
Clennam. ‘Anything short of speaking the language, I shall be 
delighted to undertake, I am sure ’ 

‘I am obliged to you,’ she returned, ‘but my arrangements are 
made, and I prefer to go my own way in my own manner.’ 

‘ Do you ^ ’ said Mr Meagles to himself, as he surveyed her with 
a puzzled look. ‘Weill There’s character in that, too ’ 

‘I am not much used to the society of young ladies, and I am 
afraid I may not show my appreciation of it as others might A 
pleasant journey to you C^od-bye' ’ 

She would not have put out her hand, it seemed, but that Mr 
M^gles put out his so straight before her that she could not pass 
It She put hers in it, and it lay there just as it had lam upon the 
couch 

Good-bye'’ said Mr Meagles ‘This is the last good-bye upon 
the list, for Mother and I have just said it to Mr Clennam here, and he 
only waits to say it to Pet Good-bye' We may never meet again ’ 

In our course dirough life we shall meet the people who are 
coming to meet iw, from many strange places and by many strange 
roads, was the composed reply, ‘and what it is set to us to do to 
them, and what it is set to them to do to us, will all be done ’ 



^4 LITTLE DORRIT 

There was something in die manner of diese words that jarred 
upon Pet s ear It implied that what was to be done was necessarily 
evil, and it caused her to say m a whisper, ' O Father’ ’ and to shrink 

childishly, in her spoilt way, a little closer to him This was not lost 
on the speaker 

Your pretty daughter,’ she said, ‘starts to think of such things 
et, ooking full upon her, ‘you may be sure that there are men 
an women already on dieir road, who have dieir business to do 
wi you, and who will do it Of a certainty they will do it They 
may e coming hundreds, thousands, of miles over the sea there, 
ey may be close at hand now; diey may be coming, for anything 
you now or anything you can do to prevent it, from die vilest 
sweepings of this very town.’ 

With the coldest of farewells, and widi a certain worn expression 

1 though scarcely yet in its pnme, a wasted 

look, she left the room 

were many stairs and passages that she had to 
r-Vi from that part of the spacious house to the 

^ her own occupation. When she had 

in wh, loumey, and was passing along the gallery 

and sLth ‘ ‘'’'= » ="gry sfund rf muLrmg 

«tldan„ ® . ‘'“T and wthm she saw the 

name ^ maid with the cunous 

Her rich hh maid A sullen, passionate girP 

hot and as sh about her face, her face was flushed and 

whiles sobbing and heaving between 

and thirsty andl^d Leaving me here hungry 

Devils' Wretches' ’ ’ for anything they carel Beasts' 

My poor girl, what is the matter?’ 
suspended m reddened eyes, and with her hands 

great scarl’et blms Tt^ 

signify to any one ’ ® what’s the matter It don’t 

‘ ^ ^ so ’ 

i ou are not sorry,’ said the {Tirl ‘V^ i i -rr 

girl. You are glad You know you 
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are glad I never was like tins but twice over in the quarantine 
yonder, and botli times you found me I am afraid of you ’ 

‘Afraid of me^’ 

‘Yes You seem to come like my own anger, my own malice, 
my own — whatever it is — I don’t know what it is But lam ill-used, 
I am ill-used, I am ill-used' ’ Here the sobs and the tears, and tlie 
tearing hand, winch had all been suspended together since the first 
surpnse, went on together anew 

TTie visitor stood lookmg at her witli a strange attentive smile 
It was wonderful to see the fury of the contest in tlie girl, and 
the bodily struggle she made as if she were rent by the Demons 
of old 

‘I am younger than she is by two or three years, and yet it’s me 
that looks after her, as if I was old, and it’s she that’s always petted 
and called Babyl I detest the name. I hate her! They make a fool of 
her, they spoil her She thinks of nothing but herself, she thinks 
no more of me than if I was a stock and a stone!’ So the girl 
went on 

‘You must have patience ’ 

‘I worit have patience!’ 

‘If they take much care of themselves, and little or none of you, 
you must not mind it ’ 

‘I wdl mind in’ 

‘Hush! Be more prudent You forget your dependent position ’ 
‘I don’t care for that I’ll run away I’ll do some mischief I 
won’t bear it, I can’t bear it, I shall die if I tiy to bear it! ’ 

The observer stood with her hand upon her own bosom, looking 
at the girl, as one afihcted with a diseased part ought curiously 
Watch the dissection and exposition of an analogous case 

The girl raged and battled widi all the force of her youdi and 
fulness of hfe, until by little and little her passionate exclamations 
trailed off mto broken murmurs as if she were in pain By corre- 
sponding degrees she sank into a chair, then upon her knees, then 
upon the ground beside the bed, drawing the coverlet with her, 
half to hide her shamed head and wet liair in it, and half, as it 
seemed, to embrace it, rather than have nothing to take to her 
repentant breast. 

Go away fi'om me, go away from me! When my temper comes 
upon me, I am mad I know I might keep it off if I only tried hard 
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enough, and sometimes I do tty hard enough, and at otlier times 
I don’t and won’t What have I said* I knew when I said it, it was 
all lies Tliey tlimk I am being taken care of somewhere, and have 
all I want They are notlung but good to me I love them dearly, 
no people could ever be kinder to a tliankless creature than they 
always are to me. Do, do go away, for I am afraid of you I am 
afraid of myself when I feel my temper coming, and I am as mucli 
afraid of you Go away from me, and let me pray and cry myself 
better* * 

The day passed on, and again die wide stare stared itself out, 
and the hot night was on Marseilles, and dirough it the caravan 
of the mommg, all dispersed, went their appointed ways And thus 
ever, by day and night, under die sun and under the stars, climbing 
the dusty hills and toihng along die weary plains, joumeymg by 
land and journeying by sea, coming and going so strangely, to meet 
and to act and react on one another, move all we resdess travellers 
dirough the pilgnmage of life ' 


CHAPTER 3 
Home 

It was a Sunday evenmg in London, gloomy, close, and stale. 
Maddemng church bells of all degrees of dissonance, sharp and 
flat, cracked and clear, fast and slow, made the bnck-and-mortar 
echoes hideous Melancholy streets, in a penitential garb of soot, 
steeped the souls of the people who were condemned to look at 
them out of windows, in dire despondency In every thoroughfare, 
up almost every alley, and dowm almost every turning, some dole- 
flil bell -was throbbmg, jerkmg, toihng, as if the Plague were in the 
city and the dead-carts were gomg round Everything ivas bolted 
and barred tliat could by possibihty furnish relief to an overworked 
people No pictures, no unfamiliar animals, no rare plants or 
flowers, no natural or artificial wonders of the ancient world — all 
taboo with, tliat enlightened strictness, that the ugly South Sea 
gods^ in the British Museum might have supposed themselves at 
ome again Notlimg to see but streets, streets, streets Nothing to 
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breadie but streets, streets, streets Nothing to change the brooding 
mind, or raise it up Nothing for the spent toiler to do, but to 
compare the monotony of his seventh day with the monotony of 
his six days, think what a weary life he led, and make the best of it- 
or the worst, according to the probabilities 

At such a happy time, so propitious to the mterests of religion 
and morality, Mr Arthur Clennam, newly amved from Marseilles 
by way of Dover, and by Dover coach the Blue-eyed Maid,^ sat in 
the window of a coffee-house on Ludgate Hill Ten thousand 
responsible houses surrounded him, frowning as heavily on the 
streets they composed, as if they were every one inhabited by the 
ten young men of the Calender’s® story, who blackened their faces 
and bemoaned their miseries every night Fifty thousand lairs 
surrounded him where people hved so unwholesomely that fair 
water put into their crowded rooms on Saturday night, would be 
corrupt on Sunday morning, albeit my lord, their county member, 
was amazed that they failed to sleep in company with their butcher’s 
meat Miles of close wells and pits of houses, where the inhabitants 
gasped for air, stretched far away towards every point of the com- 
pass Through the heart of the town a deadly sewer ^ ebbed and 
flowed, in the place of a fine fresh nver What secular want could 
the million or so of human beings whose daily labour, six days m 
the week, lay among these Arcadian objects, from the sweet 
sameness of which they had no escape between the cradle and 
the grave — what secular want could they possibly have upon their 
seventh day^ Clearly they could want nothmg but a stringent 
policeman 

Mr Arthur Clennam sat in the window of the coffee-house on 
Ludgate Hill, counting one of the neighbounng bells, making sen- 
tences and burdens of songs out of it in spite of himself, and won- 
denng how many sick people it might be the death of in the course 
o the year As the hour approached, its changes of measure made it 
more and more exasperating At the quarter, it went off into a con- 
dition of deadly-lively importunity, urging the populace in a 
voluble manner to Come to church, Come to church, Come to 

lurch' At the ten minutes, it became aware that the congregation 
would be scanty, and slowly hammered out in low spirits, Tliey 
ii'orih come, they won't come, they won't come! At the five minutes, 
It abandoned hope, and shook every house in the neighbourhood 
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for three hundred seconds, widi one dismal swing per second, as a 
groan of despair 

‘Thank Heaven!’ said Clennara, when the hour struck, and the 
bell stopped 

But Its sound had revived a long train of miserable Sundays, 
and the procession would not stop with the bell, but continued to 
march on ‘Heaven forgive me,’ said he, ‘and those who trained 
me How I have hated tlus dayl’ 

There was the dreary Sunday® of lus cluldliood, when he sat 
with lus hands before him, scared out of his senses by a homble 
tract which commenced busmess witli the poor child by asking lum 
in us title, why he was gomg to Perdition ^ — a piece of curiosity tliat 
he really, in a frock and drawers,® was not m a condition to satisfy 
- and which, for the further attraction of his mfent mind, had a 
parentliesisin every other line with some such hiccupping reference 
as 2 Ep Thess c iu, v. 6 & 7 There was the sleepy Simday of his 
boyhood, when, like a military deserter, he was marched to chapel 
by a picquet of teachers three times a day, morally handcuffed to 
another boy, and when he would willingly have bartered two meals 
of indigestible sermon for another ounce or two of infenor mutton 
at his scanty dinner in the flesh There was the intermmable Sunday 
of his nonage, when his mother, stem of face and imrelentmg of 
heart, would sit all day behind a Bible — bound, hke her own con- 
struction of It, m the hardest, barest, and straitest boards, with one 
dmted ornament on the cover hke the drag of a cham, and a wrath- 
ful spnnkhng of red upon the edges of the leaves — as if it, of all 
books' were a fortification against sweetness of temper, natural 
affection, and gende mtercourse There was the resentfiil Sunday of 
a htde later, when he sat down glowermg and gloommg through 
the tardy length of the day, widi a sullen sense of injury in his heart, 
and no more real knowledge of the beneficent history of the New 
Testament than if he had been bred among idolaters There was a 
legion of Sundays, all days of unserviceable bitterness and mortifi- 
eation, slowly passmg b^ore him 

Beg pardon, sir,’ said a brisk waiter, rubbmg the table. ‘Wish 
see bed-room? ’ 

Yes I have just made up my mmd to do it.’ 

Chaymaidl' cned the waiter. ‘Gelen box num seven wish s6e 
room!’ 
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‘Stay!’ said Clennam, rousing himself. ‘I \^^s not thinking of 
what I said, I answered mechamcaUy I am not going to sleep here 
I am gomg home ’ 

‘Deed, sir^ Chaymaidl Gelen box num seven, not go sleep here, 
gome ’ 

He sat in the same place as the day died, looking at the dull 
houses opposite, and thinking, if the disembodied spints of former 
inhabitants were ever consaous of them, how they must pity them- 
selves for their old places of impnsonment Sometimes a face would 
appear behmd the dingy glass of a window, and would fade away 
mto the gloom as if it had seen enough of life and had vanished out 
of It Presently the ram began to fall in slantmg lines between him 
and those houses, and people began to collect under cover of die 
public passage opposite, and to look out hopelessly at the sk}’’ as die 
ram dropped ducker and faster Then wet umbrellas began to 
appear, draggled skirts, and mud What the mud had been doing 
with Itself, or where it came from, who could say ^ But it seemed to 
collect m a moment, as a crowd will, and m five minutes to have 
splashed aU the sons and daughters of Adam. The lamplighter rt'as 
going his rounds now, and as the fiery jets sprang up under 
his touch, one might have fancied them astomshed at being 
suffered to introduce any show of brightness mto such a dismal 
scene. 

Artliur Clennam took up his hat and buttoned his coat, and 
walked out. In the coimtry, the ram would have developed a 
thousand fresh scents, and every drop "would have had its bright 
association with some beautiful form of growth or life. In die city, 
It developed only foul stale smells, and was a sickly, lukewarm, 
dirt-stained, wretched addition to the gutters 

He crossed by St Paul’s and went down, at a long angle, almost 
to the water’s edge, through some of the crooked and descending 
streets which he (and lay more crookedly and closely then)' be- 
tween the nvcr and Cheapside Passing, now die mouldy hall of 
some obsolete Worshipful Company, now the illuminated windows 
of a Congregationless Church Aat seemed to be waiting for some 
adventurous Bclzoni® to dig it out and discover its history, passing 
silent warehouses and wharves, and here and diere a narrow alley 
lading to die nver, where a wretched little bill, Fou.nd 
Drowned, was weeping on the wet wall, he came at last to the 
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house he sought An old bnck house, so dingy as to be all but 
black, standing by itself within a gateway. Before it, a square court- 
yard where a shrub or two and a patch of grass were as rank (which 
is saying much) as the uon railings enclosing them were rusty, be- 
hmd It, a jumble of roots It was a double house, with long, narrow, 
heavily-framed windows Many yeius ago, it had had it m its mind 
to shde down sideways, it had been propped up, however, and 
was leamng on some half-dozen gigantic crutches which gymna- 
sium for the neighbourmg cats, weather-stamed, smoke-blackened, 
and overgrown with weeds, appeared m these latter days to be no 
very sure rehance. 

‘Nothing changed,’ said the traveller, stoppmg to look round 
‘Dark and miserable as ever. A hght m my mother’s wmdow, which 
seems never to have been extmgmshed smce I came home twice a 
year from school, and dragged my box over this pavement Well, 
well, welir 

He went up to the door, which had a projecting canopy in carved 
work of festooned jack-towels® and children’s heads with water on 
the bram, designed after a once-popular monumental pattern, and 
knocked A shuffling step was soon heard on the stone floor of the 
hall, and the door was opened by an old man, bent and dried, but 
with keen eyes 

He had a candle in his hand, and he held it up for a moment to 
assist his keen eyes ‘Ah, Mr Arthur? ’ he said, without any emotion, 
‘you are come at last^ Step in ’ 

Mr Arthur stepped m and shut the door 
Your figure is filled out, and set,’ said the old man, tummg to 
look at him with the light raised agam, and shaking his head, ‘ but 
you don’t come up to your father m my opinion Nor yet your 
mother ’ 

‘How is ray mother?’ 

She is as she always is now Keeps her room when not actually 
hedndden, and hasn’t been out of it fifteen times in as many years, 
"Tthur They had walked into a spare, meagre dining-room The 
old man had put the candlestick upon the table, and, supporting 
s tight elbow with his left hand, was smoothing his leathern jaws 
while he looked at the visitor The visitor offered his hand The old 
jtian took it coldly enough, and seemed to prefer lus jaws, to which 
he returned as soon as he could. 
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‘I doubt if your mother will approve of your coming home on 
the Sabbatli, Arthur,’ he said, shaking his head w'arily 
‘You wouldn’t have me go away again 

‘Oh' P I am not the master It’s not what / would ha\c. I 
have stood between your father and mother for a number of years 
I don’t pretend to stand betv'een your mother and you ’ 

‘Will you tell her tliat I have come homc^’ 

‘Yes, Arthur, yes Oh, to be sure' I’ll tell her that you have come 
home Please to wait here You won’t find the room changed ’ 
He took another candle from a cupboard, lighted it, left the first on 
the table, and went upon his errand He was a short, bald old man, in 
a high-shouldered black coat and waistcoat, drab biecches, and 
long drab gaiters He might, from Ins dress, have been cither clerk 
or servant, and in fact had long been both Tiicre was nothing about 
him in the way of decoration but a watch, wditch w'as lowered into 
the depths of its proper pocket by an old black ribbon, and had a 
tarnished copper key moored above it, to show wdicrc it was sunk 
His head "was awry, and he had a one-sided, crab-likc w'ay witli him, 
as if his foundations had yielded at about the same time as tliose of 
the house, and he ought to have been propped up in a similar 
manner 

How weak am I,’ said Arthur Clennam, when he was gone, 
that I could shed tears at diis reception’ I, who have never ex- 
perienced anything else, who have never expected anything else ’ 
He not only could, but did It was the momentary yielding of a 
nature that had been disappointed from the dawn of its perceptions, 
but had not quite given up all its liopeful yearnings yet He sub- 
dued It, took up die candle, and examined the room The old articles 
offurmture were m their old places, die Plagues of Egypt, much the 
dimmer for the fly and smoke plagues of London, were framed and 
glazed upon the walls There was die old cellaret widi nothing in 
ig Imed widi lead, hke a sort of coffin m compartments, there was 
e o d dark closeg also with nothing in it, of winch he had been 
many a i^e the sole contents, in days of punishment, when he had 
regarded it as the veritable entrance to that bourne to which die 
tmet ad found him galloping There was the large, hard-featured 
CO on e sideboard, which he used to see bending its figured 
brows upon him with a savage joy when he was behind-hand with 
essons, an which, when it was wound up once a week with an 
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iron handle, used to sound as if it were growling in ferocious anti- 
cipation of the miseries into which it would bring him But here 
was the old man come back, saying, ‘Arthur, I’ll go before and light 
you ’ 

Arthur followed him up the staircase, which was panelled off into 
spaces like so many mourning tablets, into a dim bed-chamber, the 
floor of which had gradually so sunk and settled, that the fire-place 
was m a dell On a black bier-ltke sofa m this hollow, propped up 
behind with one great angular black bolster like the block at a state 
execution in the good old times, sat lus motlier in a widow’s dress 
She and his father had been at vanance from his earhest re- 
membrance To sit speechless hunself in the midst of ngid silence, 
glanang m dread from the one averted face to the otlier, had been 
the peacefullest occupation of his childhood She gave him one 
glassy kiss, and four stiff fingers muffled in worsted This embrace 
concluded, he sat down on the opposite side of her httle table 
There was a fire m the grate, as there had been mght and day for 
fifteen years There was a kettle on the hob, as there had been night 
and day for fifteen years There was a httle mound of damped ashes 
on the top of the fire, and another little mound swept together 
under die grate, as there had been mght and day for fifteen years 
There was a smell of black dye in the airless room, which the fire 
had been drawing out of the crape and stuff of the widow’s dress 
for fifteen months, and out of the bier-like sofa for fifteen years 
‘Mother, this is a change from your old acuve habits ’ 

‘The world has narrowed to these dimensions, Ardiur,’ she 
replied, glancing round the room ‘It is well for me that I never set 
my heart upon its hollow vanities ’ 

The old influence of her presence and her stem strong voice, so 
gathered about her son, that he felt consaous of a reneival of die 
timid chill and reserve of lus childhood 

Do you never leave your room, mother^’ 

What with my rheumatic affection, and what widi its attendant 
debility or nervous weakness — names are of no matter now — I 
have lost the use of my limbs I never leave my room I have not 
been outside dus door for — tell lum for how long,’ she said, 
Speaking over her shoulder 

A dozen year next Chnstmas,’ returned a cracked voice out of 
die dimness behind 
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‘Is that Ahery^’ said Arthur, looking towards it. 

The cracked voice replied that it was Affery: and an old woman 
came forv/ard mto what doubtful hglit there was, and kissed her 
hand once, then subsided agam into the dimness 

‘I am able,’ said Mrs Clennam, with a slight motion of her 
worsted-muffled nght hand toward a chair on wheels, standmg 
before a tall wntmg cabmet close shut up, T am able to attend to 
my business duties, and I am thankful for the pnvilege. It is a great 
pnvilege But no more of busmess on this day. It is a bad mght, is 
It not^’ 

‘Yes, mother.’ 

‘Does It snow?’ 

‘Snow, mother? And we only yet m September?’ 

AH seasons are alike to me,’ she returned, with a gnra kind of 
luxunousness ‘I knov/ nothmg of summer and winter, shut up 
here The Lord has been pleased to put me beyond all that.’ With 
her cold grey eyes and her cold grey hair, and her immovable face, 
as stiff as the folds of her stony head-dress, — her bemg beyond the 
reach of the seasons seemed but a fit sequence to her being beyond 
the reach of all changmg emotions 

On her httle table lay two or three books, her handkerchief, a 
pair of steel spectacles newly taken off, and an old-fashioned gold 
watch in a hea\'y double case. Upon this last object her son’s eyes 
and her own now rested together. 

I see that you received the packet I sent you on my father’s 
death, safely, modier ’ 

« V 9 

1 ou see. 


I never knew my father to show so much anxiety on any sub- 
ject, as that his watch should be sent straight to you ’ 

I keep It here as a remembrance of your father ’ 

It was not until the last, that he expressed the wish, when he 
cou only put^lus hand upran it, and very mdistincdy say to me 
your mother. A moment before, I thought him wandenng in 
is min , as he had been for many hours — I think he had no con- 
sciousness of pain in his short illness — when I saw him turn himself 
m nis Dcd and try to open it ’ 

Y as >our fatlier, dien, not wandenng in his nund when he 
tned to open 

^Co He was quite sensible at that time.’ 



MRS CLENNAM INVALIDED 


75 


Mrs Clennam shook her head, whetlier m dismissal of the de- 
ceased or opposing herself to her son’s opimon, was not clearly 
expressed 

‘After my father’s death I opened it myself, thinkmg there might 
be, for anything I knew, some memorandum there However, as 
I need not tell you, mother, there was notliing but the old siUc 
watch-paper^® worked m beads, which you found (no doubt) in its 
place between the cases, where I found and left it ’ 

Mrs Clennam signified assent, then added, ‘No more of business 
on tlus day,’ and then added, ‘Affery, it is nine o’clock ’ 

Upon this, tlie old woman cleared the little table, went out of 
the room, and quickly returned with a tray on which was a dish of 
bttle rusks and a small prease pat of butter, cool, symmetrical, 
white, and plump The old man who had been standing by tlie door 
in one attitude duiing the whole interview, lookmg at tlie mother 
up-stairs as he had looked at the son down-stairs, went out at the 
same tune, and, after a longer absence, returned with another tray 
on which was the greater part of a bottle of port wine (which, to 
judge by his panting, he had brought from the cellar), a lemon, a 
sugar-basin, and a spice box With these matenals and the aid of 
the kettle, he filled a tumbler with a hot and odorous mixture, 
measured out and compounded with as much nicety as a physician’s 
prescription Into this mixture Mrs Clermam dipped certain of the 
rusks, and ate them, while the old woman buttered certain other of 
the rusks, which were to be eaten alone. When the mvahd had 
eaten all the rusks and drunk all the mixture, tlie two trays were re- 
moved, and the books and the candle, watch, handkerchief, and 
spectacles were replaced upon the table. She then put on the spec- 
tacles and read certain passages aloud from a book— sternly, fiercely, 
wrathfully — praying Aat her enemies (she made them by her tone 
and manner expressly hers) might be put to the edge of the sword, 
consumed by fire, smitten by plagues and leprosy, that their bones 
might be ground to dust, and tliat they imght be utterly exter- 
n^ated As she read on, yeays seemed to fall away from her son 
1 e the imaginings of a dream, and all the old dark horrors of his 

usual preparation for the sleep Of an innocent cluld to overshadow 
him. 


She shut the book and remamed for a little time witli her face 
s laded by her hand So did the old man, odierwise still unchanged 
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m attitude, so, probably, did the old woman m her dimmer part of 
the room Then the sick woman was ready for bed. 

‘Good night, Arthur Affery \tull see to your accommodation 
Only touch me, for my hand is tender.’ He touched the worsted 
mufflmg of her hand — that was nothmg, if his mother had been 
sheathed m brass there would have been no new barrier between 
them — and followed the old man and woman down-stairs 

The latter asked him, when they were alone together among the 
heavjf shadows of the dinmg-room, would he have some supper^ 
‘No, Affery, no supper ’ 

You shall if you like,’ said Affery. ‘There’s her tomorrow’s 
partridge m the larder — her first this year, say the word and I’ll 
cook il’ 

No, he had not long dmed, and could eat nothmg. 

Have something to drink, then,’ said Affeiy, ‘you shall have 
some of her botde of port, if you hke I’ll tell Jeremiah that you 
ordered me to bnng it you.’ 

No, nor would he have that, either. 

It s no reason, Arthur,’ said die old woman, bendmg over him 
to whisper, diat because I am cifeared of my life of ’em, you should 
be.^ You've got half the property, haven’t you^’ 

‘Yes, yes ’ 

Well then, don’t you be cowed You’re clever, Arthur, an’t 
you^ ’ 

He nodded, as she seemed to expect an answer m the affirmative 
Then stand up agamst them* She’s awful clever, and none but 
a clever one durst say a word to her He s a clever one — oh, he’s 
a clever one* - and he gives it her when he has a mmd to’t, he doesi’ 
‘Your husband does^’ 

Does^ It makes me shake from head to foot, to hear him give 
It her My husband, Jeremiali Fhntwinch, can conquer even your 
motlier. \^ffiat can lie be but a clever one to do that! ’ 

His slmffling footstep commg towards them caused her to retreat 
to die other end of the room. Though a tall, hard-favoured, sinewy 
v/oman who m her youdi might have enlisted in the Foot 
uar s wi out much fear of discovery, she collapsed before the 
ludc keen-eyed crab-likc old man 

Now, vyicry,’ said he, ‘now, woman, what are you domg^ 
Uin t you find Master Arthur something or another to pick at?’ 
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Master Arthur repeated his recent refusal to pick at anything 
‘Very well, tlien,’ said tlie old man, ‘make his bed Stir your- 
self ’ His neck was so twisted that the knotted ends of his white 
cravat usually dangled under one ear, his natural acerbity and 
energy, always conten'Hing with a second nature of habitual re- 
pression, gave his features a swollen and suffused look, and al- 
together, he had a weird appearance of havmg hanged himself at 
one tune or other, and of having gone about ever since, halter and 
all, exactly as some timely hand had cut him down 

You’ll have bitter words together to-morrow, Arthur, you and 
your mother,’ said Jeremiah ‘Your havmg given up the busmess 
on your father’s^eath — which she suspects, though we have left it 
to you to tell her — won’t go off smoothly ’ 

I have given up everything in life for the business, and the time 
‘^sme for me to give up that ’ 

Good!’ cned Jerenuah, evidently meanmg Bad ‘Very good' 
^y don’t expect me to stand between your mother and you, 
A^ur I stood between your mother and your father, fendmg off 
^ s, and fending off that, and getting crushed and pounded betwixt 
cm, and I’ve done with such work ’ 

You will never be asked to begin it again for me, Jeremiah ’ 
ood I m glad to hear it, because I should have had to dechne 
'!’ been That’s enough — as your mother says — and more 

an enough of such matters on a Sabbath mght Affery, woman, 
nave you found what you want yet-’’ 

She had been collecting sheets and blankets from a press, and 
^tened to gather them up, and to reply, ‘Yes, Jeremiah ’ Arthur 
ennam helped her by carrying the load himself^ wished the old 
^ good night, and went up-stairs with her to the top of the house 
cl ^ counted up and up, through tlie musty smell of an old 
^sed, to a large garret bed-room Meagre and 
* c a 1 the other rooms, it was even uglier and grimmer than 
turp^^*^^ ^ being the place of bamshment for the worn-out fumi- 
uelv m were ugly old chairs with worn-out seats, and 

maim°/t ^ without any seats, a threadbare patternless carpet, a 
skel r ^ r ^ cnppled wardrobe, a lean set of fire-irons hke die 
stood o a set deceased, a washing-stand that looked as if it had 
in a hail of dirty soapsuds, and a bedstead with four 
3 ornies of posts, each tenranatmg in a spike, as if for die 
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dismal accommodation of lodgers who might prefer to impale them- 
selves Arthur opened the long low window, and looked out upon 
the old blasted and blackened forest of chimneys, and the old red 
glare m the sky, which had seemed to him once upon a time but a 
nightly reflection of tlie fiery environment that was presented to ms 
childish fancy in all directions, let it look where it would 

He drew in his head again, sat down at the bedside, and looked 
on at Affery Fhntwinch making the bed 

‘Affery, you were not married when I went away 
She screwed her mouth into the form of saying ‘No,’ shook er 
head, and proceeded to get a pillow mto its case 
‘How did It happen^’ 

‘Why, Jeremiah, o’ course,’ said Affery, with an end of t e 
pillow-case between her teeth _ 

‘ Of course he proposed it, but how did it all come about 
should have thought that neither of you would have marned, least 
of all should I have thought of your marrymg each other 

‘No more should I,’ said Mrs Flmtwmch, tying the pillow tight y 
m Its case 

‘That’s what I mean When did you begin to think otherwi^ 
‘Never begun to think otherwise at all,’ said Mrs Fhntwinch 
Seemg, as she patted the pillow into its place on the bolster, 
diat he was still looking at her as if waiting for the rest of her reply? 
she gave it a great poke in the middle, and asked, ‘How could 
help myself^' 

‘ How could you help yourself from being married' ’ 

‘O’ course,’ said Mrs Flmtwmch ‘It was no doing o’ mine J 
never thought of it I’d got something to do, without thinking, 
indeed' She kept me to it when she could go about, and she could 
go about then ’ 

‘WelH’ 

‘WelH’ echoed Mrs Fhntwinch ‘That’s what I said myself 
Well' What’s die use of considenng^ If them two clever ones 
have made up their minds to it, what’s left for me to do'^ 
Nothing ’ 

‘Was It my mother’s project, then?’ 

‘Tlie Lord bless you, Ardiur, and forgive me the wish!’ cried 
AiTery, speaking always in a low tone ‘If they hadn’t been both 
of a mind in it, how could it ever have been^ Jeremiah never 
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councd me, t’ant likely that he would, after living in the Iiouse witli 
me and ordcnng me about for as many years as he’d done He said 
to me one da}', he said, “Affer}',” he said, “now I am going to tell 
you sometliing Wliat do you think of tlic name of Flintwinch^” 
“What do I dunk of it^” I says 'Yes,” he said, “because you’re 
going to lake it ” he said “Take it^” I says “jerc-/7u-ah^” Oh> 
he’s a clc\cr one*’ 

Mrs Flintwinch uent on to spread the upper sheet over the bed, 
and the blanket over that, and the counterpane over that, as if she 
had quite concluded her story' 

‘WelP’ said Ardiur again 

WelP echoed Mrs Flintwinch again ‘How could I help 
rayselP He said to me, “Affery, you and me must be married, and 
II tell you why She’s failing in healdi, and she’ll want pretty 
constant attendance up in her room, and we shall have to be much 
her, and there’ll be nobody about now but ourselves when 
^e re awaj' from her, and altogedier it will be more convenient 
tes of my opinion,” he said, “so if you’ll put your bonnet on 
next Monday morning at eight, we’ll get it over ” ’ Mrs Flintwmcb 
tucked up the bed 
‘WelP’ 

WelP repeated Mrs Flintwinch, ‘I tlimk so* I sits me down and 
It Well* — Jeremiah then says to me, “As to banns, next 
Sunday being the third time of asking (for I’ve put ’em up a fort- 
G t), IS my reason for naming Monday She’ll speak to you about 
« lierself,and now she’ll find you prepared, Affery ” Tliatsame day 

andT° ^ Affery, I understand diat y'ou 

gouig to be married I am glad of it, and so are 
und* ^ n very good thing for you, and veiy welcome 

wo ^ ^•"^^nistances to me He is a sensible man, and a trust- 
I « ^ persevenng man, and a pious man ” What could 

‘^onie to that^ Why, if it had been — a Smo titering 
erp^ ° ^ r (Mrs Flintwinch cast about in her mind with 

P^us or this form of expression), ‘I couldn’t have said a 
upon It, against them two clever ones ’ 
faith, I believe so ’ 

^ Arthur ’ 

cp was that in my mother’s room just now^’ 

It said Mrs Flmtwmdi m a rather shaiqj key 
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‘It was a girl, surely, whom I saw near 3 mu — almost hidden in 
the dark corner^’ 

Oh* She^ Little Domt^ Shes nothing, she’s a whim of — hers ’ 
It was a peculianty of Affery Fhntwinch diat she never spoke of 
Mrs Clennam by name, ‘But there’s another sort of girls than 
that about Have you forgot your old sweethearts^ Long and long 
ago, I’ll be bound ’ 

I suffered enough from ray mother’s separating us, to remem- 
ber her I recollect her very well ’ 

‘Have jmu got another?’ 

‘No’ 

Here s news for you, then She’s well to do now, and a widow. 
And if you hke to have her, why you can ’ 

'And how do you know that, Affery?’ 

Them two clever ones have been speaking about it — There’s 
Jeremiah on the stairs*’ She was gone in a moment. 

Mrs Fhntwmch had mtroduced into the web that his mind was 
busily weaving, m that old workshop where the loom of his youth 
had stood, the last thread wantmg to the pattern The airy folly of 
a boy s love had found its way even into that house, and he had 
been as wretched under its hopelessness as if the house had been a 
^tie of romance. Little more than a week ago at Marseilles, the 
ace of the pretty girl from whom he had parted with regret, had 
ad an unusual mterest for him, and a tender hold upon him, be- 
muse of some resemblance, real or imagined, to this first face diat 
ad soared out of his gloomy hfe into the bnght glones of fancy, 
e eaned upon the sill of the long low window, and looking out 
^ blackened forest of chimneys agam, began to dream, for it 
had been the uniform tendency of this man’s life - so much was 
venting in it to think about, so much that might have been better 
irecte and happier to speculate upon — to make him a dreamer, 
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CHAPTER ^ 

Mrs Fhntmnch has a Dream 

When Mrs Fhntv'inch dreamed, slie usually dreamed, unlike the 
son of her old mistress, with her eyes shut She had a curiously 
vivid dream that night, and before she had left the son of her old 
mistress many hours In fact it was not at all like a dream, it was so 
ver)" real in ever}' respect It happened in tins wise 
Tile bed-chamber occupied by Mr and Mrs Flintwinch ttms 
within a few paces of tliat to which Mrs Clennam had been so long 
confined It was not on the same floor, for it was a room at tlie side 
of tile house, whidi was approached by a steep descent of a few odd 
steps, diverging from tlie mam staircase nearly opposite to Mrs 
Clennam’s door It could scarcely be said to be within call, tlie 
walls, doors, and panelling of die old place were so cumbrous, but 
It was widun easy reach, in any undress, at any hour of tlie night, in 
^y temperature At the head of the bed and witlim a foot of Mrs 
Flintwinch’s ear, was a bell, the line of which hung ready to Mrs 
Clennam’s hand Wlienever this bell rang, up started Affery, and 
was in the sick room before she was awake 
Havmg got her mistress into bed, lighted her lamp, and given 
her good night, Mrs Flintwinch went to roost as usual, saving that 
her lord had not yet appeared It was her lord himself who became — 
unlike the last theme in the mind, according to tlie observation of 
uaost philosophers — tlie subject of Mrs Flintwinch’s dream 
It seemed to her that she awoke after -sleeping some hours, and 
found Jeremiah not yet abed That she looked at the candle she had 
eft burning, and, measuring the time Idee King Alfred^ die Great, 
confirmed by its wasted state in her belief diat she had been 
asleep for some considerable penod That she arose thereupon, 
muffled herself up m a wrapper, put on her shoes, and went out on 
cstorcase, much surprised, to look for Jeremiah 
The staircase was as wooden and sohd as need be, and Affeiy 
Went straight down it without any of those deviations peculiar to 
reams She did not skim over it, but walked down it, and guided 
erself by the banisters on account of her candle having died out 
u one comer of the hall, behind the house-door, there was a little 
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waiting-room, like a well-shaft, with a long narrow window in it 
as if It had been npped up In this room, winch was never used, a 
light was burning. 

Mrs Flintwmch crossed the liall, feeling its pavement cold to her 
stockingless feet, and peeped m between the rusty lunges on die 
door, which stood a little open She expected to see Jeremiali fast 
asleep or in a fit, but he was calmly seated m a chair, awake, and in 
his usual health. But what - hey^ - Lord forgive us' - Mrs Flint- 
winch muttered some ejaculation to this effect, and turned giddy. 

For, Mr Flintwmch awake, was watching Mr Fhntwinch asleep 
He sat on one side of die small table, looking keenly at Inmself on 
die other side with his chin sunk on his breast, snoring Tlie waking 
Flintwmch had his full front face presented to his wife, the sleeping 
Fhntwinch was m profile Tlie waking Flintwmch was the old 
ongmal, the sleeping Flintwmch v/as the double. Just as she might 
have distinguished between a tangible object and its reflection m a 
glass, Affery made out this difference with her head going round 
and round. 


If she had had any doubt which was her own Jeremiah, it would 
have been resolved by his impatience He looked about him for an 
offensive weapon, caught up die snuffers, and, before applying 
them to the cabbage-headed ^ candle, lunged at the sleeper as though 
he would have run him through the body. 

Who s that? What’s the matter^’ cried the sleeper, starting. 

Mr Fimtwmch made a movement with the snuffers, as if he would 
have enforced silence on his companion by putting them down his 
throat, the companion, coming to himself, said, rubbing his eyes, 
‘1 forgot where I was.’ 

. have been asleep,’ snarled Jeremiah, referring to his watch, 

two hours You said you would be rested enough if you had a 
short nap ’ 


‘I have had a short nap,’ said Double 

■ mommg,’ muttered Jeremiah 

Where s your hat^Where’s your coat? Where’s the box?’ 

r 1 < ouble, tying up his throat widi sleepy care- 

fidness m a shawl Stop a minute Now give me the sleeve - not 
at seeve, e o er one Hal I’m not as young as I was’ Mr 

^ pu ed him into his coat with vehement energy. 

You promised me a second glass after I was rested ’ 
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‘Drink it' ’ returned Jeremiah, ‘ and — choke yourself, I was gomg 
to say- but go, I mean ’ At the same time he produced the identical 
port-wine bottle, and filled a wine-glass 
‘Her port-wine, I believe^’ saidJDouble, tasting it as if he were 
m the Docks, with hours to spare ‘Her health’ 

He took a sip 
‘Your health!’ 

He took another sip 
‘His health'’ 

He took another sip 

‘And all fiiends round St Paul’s He emptied and put down the 
wine-glass half-way through this anaent civic toast, and took up 
the box. It was an iron box some two feet square, which he earned 
under his arms pretty easily Jeremiali watched his manner of ad- 
justing It, with jealous eyes, tned it with his hands, to be sure that 
he had a firm hold of it, bade lum for lus life be careful what he was 
about, and then stole out on tiptoe to open the door for him 
Aifery, anticipating the last movement, was on the staircase The 
sequence of thmgs was so ordinary and natural, that, standing there, 
she could hear the door open, feel the mght air, and see die stars 
outside 

But now came the most remarkable part of the dream She felt 
so afraid of her husband, that being on the staircase, she had not 
the power to retreat to her room (which she might easily have done 
before he had fastened the door), but stood there starmg Con- 
sequently when he came up the staircase to bed, candle in hand, he 
came full upon her He looked astonished, but said not a word 
He kept his eyes upon her, and kept advancmg, and she, completely 
under his influence, kept retinng before him Thus, she walkmg 
backward and he walking forward, they came into their own 
room They were no sooner shut m there, than Mr Flmrunnch 
took her by die throat, and shook her until she was black in 
the face. 

^fiiy, Affery, woman — Afferyl’ said Mr Fhntwinch ‘Wliat 
have you been dreammg of^ Wake up, wake up! What’s die 
matter^’ 

The — the matter, Jeremiah^’ gasped Mrs Flintwinch, rolhng her 
eyes 

Wliy, Affery, woman - Afferyl You have been getting out of 
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bed in your sleep, my dear* I come up, after having fallen asleep 
myself, below, and find you in your wrapper here, with the night- 
mare Afifery, woman,’ said Mr Flmtwinch, with a friendly grm on 
his expressive countenance, ‘if you ever have a dream of tins sort 
again, it’ll be a sign of your being in want of physic And I’ll give 
you such a dose, old woman — such a dosel ’ 

Mrs Flmtwinch thanked him and crept mto bed 

* 


CHAPTER 5 

Family Affairs 


As the city clocks struck nme on Monday morning, Mrs Clennam 
was wheeled by Jeremiah Flmtwinch of the cut-down aspect to her 
tall cabmet. When she had unlocked and opened it, and had settled 
herself at its desk, Jeremiah withdrew — as it might be, to hang him- 
self more effectually - and her son appeared 
‘Are you any better this morning, mother?’ 

She shook her head, with die same austere air of luxunousness 
that she had shown over-night when speaking of the weather ‘I 

shall never be better any more It is well for me, Arthur, that I know 
It and can bear it ’ 


Sitting with her hands laid separately upon the desk, and the tall 
ca met towenng before her, she looked as if she were performing 
on a um c organ Her son thought so (it was an old thought 
with him), while he took his seat beside it 

c opened a drawer or two, looked over some business papers, 
and put them back again Her severe face had no thread of relax- 

rr1 ^ ^ explorer could have been guided to the 

gloomy labyrinth of her thoughts 

upon busmTs^?^ mother? Are you inchned to enter 


‘Am I inchned, Ardiur? Rather, 
dead a year and more I have been 
your pleasure, ever since ’ 


are you? Your fadier has been 
at your disposal, and waiting 
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‘There was much to arrange before I could leave, and when I did 
leave, I travelled a htde for rest and relief ’ 

She turned her face towards lum, as not having heard or under- 
stood his last words 
‘For rest and relief’ 

She glanced round the sombre room, and appeared from the 
motion of her hps to repeat the words to herself^ as calling it to 
witness how little of either it afforded her. 

‘Besides, mother, you being sole executrix, and having the 
direction and management of the estate, tliere remained little 
busmess, or I might say none, that I could transact, until you had 
had time to arrange matters to your satisfaction ’ 

The accounts are made out,’ she returned ‘I have them here 
The vouchers have all been examined and passed. You can mspect 
them when you like, Arthur, now, if you please ’ 

It is qmte enough, motlier, to know that the business is com- 
pleted Shall I proceed then ^ ’ 


Why not^’ she said, m her frozen way. 

Mother, our House has done less and less for some years past, 
and our deahngs have been progressively on the decline We have 
never shown much confidence, or mvited much, we have attached 
no people to us, the track we have kept is not die track of the time, 
^d we have been left far behind I need not dwell on this to you, 
mother You know it necessarily ’ 

I know what you mean,’ she answered, in a quahfied tone. 
Even this old house m which we speak,’ pursued her son, ‘is an 
mstance of what I saj'- In my father’s earlier tune, and in his uncle’s 
time before him, it was a place of business — really a place of busi- 
ness, and business resort Now, it is a mere anomaly and incon- 
SUiity here, out of date and out of purpose All our consignments 
been made to Rovmghams’ the commission-merchants, 
^1, ^ 1 ^ check upon them, and m the stewardship of my 

er s resources, your judgment and watchfulness have been 
those qualities would have influenced my 
^tjually, if you had lived in any pnvate dwellmg 

would they not?’ 

CTN 

‘ tl ° ^ consider,’ she returned, without answering his question, 
ffl ®^^cs no purpose, Arthur, m sheltenng your infirm 
a icted — jusdy infirm and righteously afflicted — mother? ’ 
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‘I was speaking only of business purposes ’ 

‘With what object^’ 

‘I am coming to it ’ 

‘I foresee,’ she returned, fixing her eyes upon him, ‘what it is 
But the Lord forbid that I Should repine under any visitation In 
my sinfulness I ment bitter disappointment, and I accept it ’ 
‘Mother, I grieve to hear you speak like this, though I have had 
my apprehensions that you would 

‘You knew I would You knew /we,’ she mterrupted. 

Her son paused for a moment He had struck fire out of her, 
and was surpnsed 

‘Well!’ she said, relapsing into stone ‘Go on Let me hear ’ 
‘You have anticipated, mother, that I deade for my part, to 
abandon the business I have done with it I will not take upon 
myself to advise you, you will continue it, I see If I had any m- 
fluence with you, I would simply use it to soften your judgment of 
me in causmg you this disappointment to represent to you that 
I have lived the half of a long term of life, and have never before 
set my own will against yours I cannot say that I have been able 
to conform myself, m heart and spirit, to your rules, I cannot say 
that I believe my forty years have been profitable or pleasant to 
myself, or any one; but I have habitually submitted, and I only ask 
you to remember it ’ 

Woe to the suppliant, if such a one there were or ever had been, 
who had any concession to look for in the inexorable face at the 
cabinet Woe to the defaulter whose appeal lay to the tribunal 
where those severe eyes presided Great need had the rigid woman 
of her mystical rehgion, veiled in gloom and darkness, with hght- 
nings of cursing, vengeance, and destruction, flashing through the 
sable clouds F orgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors, was a 
prayer too poor in spmt for her Smite Thou my debtors. Lord, 
witlier them, crush them, do Thou as I would do, and Thou shalt 
have my worship* this was the impious tower of stone she built 
up to scale Heaven 

Have you finished, Arthur, or have you anything more to say 
to me^ I think there can be nothing else You have been short, but 
full of matter' ’ 

Mother, I have yet something more to say It has been upon 
my mind, night and day, this long time. It is far more difficult 
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tx) say than what I have said Tliat concerned myself, this concerns 
us all ’ 

‘Us all' Who are us alP’ 

‘Yourself, myself, my dead fatlier ’ 

She shook her hands from tlie desk, folded them in her lap, and 
sat looking towards the fire, with the impenetrabihty of an old 
Egyptian sculpture 

‘You knew my fatlier infimtely better than I ever knew him, and 
his reserve with me yielded to you You were much the stronger, 
mother, and directed him As a child, I knew it as well as I know it 
now I knew that your ascendency over him was the cause of lus 
gomg to China to take care of the business tliere, while you took 
care of it here (though I do not even now know whether these were 
really terms of separation tliat you agreed upon), and that it was 
your will that I should remain witli you until I was twenty, and 
then go to him as I did You will not be offended by my recalhng 
this, after twenty years ^ ’ 

‘I am waiting to hear why you recall it ’ 

He lowered his voice, and said, with manifest reluctance, and 
against his will 

‘I want to ask you, mother, whether it eVer occurred to you to 
suspect-’ X 

At the word Suspect, she turned her eyes momentarily upon her 
son, with a dark frown She then suffered them to seek the fire, as 
before, but with the frown fixed above them, as if the sculptor of 
old Egypt had mdented it in the hard gramte face, to frown for ages 
- that he had any secret remembrance which caused him trouble, 
of mind — remorse^ Whether you ever observed anythmg m his 
conduct suggesting that, or ever spoke to him upon it, or ever 
heard him hint at such a thmg^’ 

I do not understand what kind of secret remembrance you mean 
to infer that your father was a prey to,’ she returned, after a 
silence. ‘You speak so mysteriously ’ 

Is It possible, mother,’ her son leaned forward to be the nearer 
to her while he whispered it, and laid his hand nervously upon her 
desk, IS It possible, mother, that he had unhappily wronged anj"^ 
one, and made no reparations^ 

hooking at him wrathftilly, she bent herself back in her chair 
to keep him further off, but gave him no reply 
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‘I am deeply sensible, motlier, that if this tliought has never at 
any time flashed upon you, it must seem cruel and unnatural in me, 
even in this confidence, to breathe it. But I cannot shake it off 
Time and change (I have tried botli before breaking silence) do 
nothing to wear it out. Remember, I was with my father Remem- 
ber-, I saw his face when he gave tlie watch into my keeping, and 
struggled to express that he sent it as a token you would understand, 
to you Remember, I saw him at the last v/ith the penal in his failmg 
hand, trying to wnte some word for you to read, but to which he 
could give no shape. The more remote and cruel this vague sus- 
picion that I have, the stronger the circumstances tliat could give it 
any semblance of probability to me For Heaven’s sake, let us 
examine sacredly whether there is any wrong entrusted to us to 
set nght No one can help towards it, mother, but you ’ 

Still so recoilmg in her chair that her overpoised v^eight moved 
It, from time to time, a little on its wheels, and gave her the appear- 
ance of a phantom of fierce aspect gliding away from him, she 
interposed her left arm, bent at the elbow with the back of her 
hand towards her face, between herself and him, and looked at him 
m a fixed silence 

In grasping at money and in driving hard bargains — I have 
begun, and I must speak of such thmgs now, mother — some one 
may have been gnevously deceived, injured, nuned You were the 
moving power of all this machinery before my birth, your stronger 
spirit has been infused into all my father’s dealings for more than 
two score years You can set these doubts at rest, I think, if you 
will really help me to discover the truth W^ill you, mother^’ 

He stopped in the hope that she would speak. But her grey hair 
was not more immovable in its two folds, than were her firm lips 
If reparation can be made to any one, if restitution can be made 
to any one, let us know it and make it. Nay, mother, if within my 
means, let me make it I have seen so little happiness come of 
money, it has brought within my knowledge so little peace to this 
house, or to any one belonging to it, that it is worth less to me than 
to another It can buy me nothing that will not be a reproach and 
misery to me, if I am haunted by a suspiaon that it darkened my 
father s last hours witli remorse, and that it is not honestly and 
justly mine ’ 

Tliere was a bell-rope hanging on the panelled wall, some two 
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or three yards from the cabinet By a s\nft and sudden action of her 
foot, she drove her wheeled chair rapidly back to it and pulled it 
violently — still holding her arm up in its shield-like posture, as if 
he were striking at her, and she warding off the blow 
■ A girl came hurrying in, frightened 
‘Send Fimtwinch here*' 

In a moment the girl had wididrawn, and the old man stood 
within the door. ‘What' You’re hammer and tongs, already, you 
two^’ he said, coolly stroking his face ‘I thought you would be. 
I was pretty sure of it ’ 

‘FUntwinch*’ said die mother, ‘look at my son Look at him!’ 
‘Well, I am looking at him,’ said Flintwinch 
She stretched out die arm with v.fhich she had shielded herself, 
and as she went on, pointed at the object of her anger 

‘In the very hour of his return almost — before die shoe upon 
his foot IS dry - he asperses his father's memory to his mother! 
Asks his mother to become, with him, a spy upon his father’s 
transactions through a lifetime! Has misgivings diat die goods of 
this world which we have painfully got together early and late, 
with wear and tear and tod and self-denial, are so much plunder, 
and asks to whom they shall be given up, as reparation and 
resntutionr 

Although she said this raging, she said it in a voice so far from 
bemg beyond her control that it was even lower than her usual 
tone. She also spoke widi great distinctness 

Reparation'’ said she ‘Yes, truly' It is easy for him to talk 
of reparation, fresh from journeying and junketing in foreign lands, 
and hving a life of vanity and pleasure But let him look at me, in 
pnson, and m bonds here I endure without murraurmg, because 
It IS appomted that I shall so make reparation for my sms Repar- 
ation! Is there none in this room'^ Has diere been none here this 
fifteen years'^’ 

Thus was she always balancing her bargains with the Majesty 
of heaven, posting up the entnes to her credit, stncdy keeping her 
set-off, and claimmg her due. She was only remarkable in this, for 
e force and emphasis with which she did it Thousands upon 
ousands do it, accordmg to their varying manner, every day 
Fhntwinch, give me that book!’ 

The old man handed it to her from the table. She put two 
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fingers between the leaves, closed die book upon them, and held 
It up to her son in a threatening way 

‘In die days of old, Arthur, treated of m tins commentary, 
there were pious men, beloved of the Lord, who would have 
cursed their sons for less dian this who would have sent them 
forth, and sent whole nations forth, if such had supported them, 
to be avoided of God and man, and perish, down to the baby at 
the breast But I only tell you that if you ever renew that theme 
with me, I will renounce you, I will so dismiss you through that 
doorv^ay, that you had better have been motherless from your 
cradle I will never see or know you more And if, after all, you 
were to come into this darkened room to look upon me lying dead, 
my body should bleed, if I could make it, when you came near me ’ 
In part relieved by the intensity of this threat, and in part 
(monstrous as the fact is) by a general impression that it was in 
some sort a religious proceeding, she handed back the book to the 
old man, and was silent 

‘Now,’ said Jeremiah, ‘premising diat I’m not going to stand 
between you tv/o, will you let me ask (as I have been called in, and 
made a diird) what is all this about?’ 

‘Take your version of it,’ returned Arthur, finding it left to lum 
to speak, ‘from my mother Let it rest there What I have said, was 
said to my mother only ’ 

‘Ohi’ returned the old man ‘From your mother^ Take it from 
your mother^ Well' But your mother mentioned that you had 
been suspecting your father That’s not dutiful, Mr Arthur Who 
v/ill you be suspecting next^’ 

Enough,’ said Mrs Clennam, turning her face so that it was 
addressed for the moment to the old man only ‘Let no more be 
said about this ’ 

Yes, but stop a bit, stop a bit,’ the old man persisted ‘Let us 
see how we stand Have you told Mr Arthur that he mustn’t lay 
offences at his father’s door? That he has no nght to do it? That 
he has no ground to go upon?’ 

‘I tell him so now ’ 

Ah! Exactly, said the old man ‘You tell him so now. You 
hadn’t told lum so before, and you tell him so now. Ay, ay' That’s 
nght' You know I stood between you and his father so long, that 
it seems as if death had made no difference, and I was still standing 
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between you So I will, and so in fainiess I require to have that 
plainly put forward Arthur, you please to hear that you have no 
nght to mistrust your father, and haVe no ground to go upon.’ 

He put his hands to the back of the wheeled chair, and muttering 
to himself, slowly wheeled his mistress back to her cabinet ‘Now,’ 
he resumed, standing behind her* ‘in case I should go away leaving 
things half done, and so should be wanted agam when you come 
to the other half and get into one of your flights, has Arthur told 
you what he means to do about the business?’ 

‘He has rehnquished it’ 

‘In favour of nobody, I suppose^’ 

Mrs Clennam glanced at her son, leamng against one of the 
windows He observed the look and said, ‘To my mother, of 
course She does what she pleases ’ 

‘And if any pleasure,’ she said after a short pause, ‘could arise 
for me out of the disappointment of my expectations tliat my son, 
in the prime of his life, would infuse new youth and strength mto 
It, and make it of great profit and power, it would be m advancing 
an old and faithful servant Jeremiah, the captam deserts the ship, 
but you and I will sink or float with it ’ 

Jeremiah, whose eyes glistened as if they sav/ money, darted a 
sudden look at the son, which seemed to say, ‘I orw&you no thanks 
for this, you have done nothing towards it> ’ and then told the 
mother that he thanked her, and that Affery thanked her, and that 
he would never desert her, and that Affery would never desert her. 
Finally, he hauled up his v/atch from its depths, and said, ‘Eleven 
Time for your oysters'’ and with that change of subject which 
involved no change of expressibn or manner, rang the bell 

But Mrs Clennam, resolved to treat herself with the greater 
ngour for having been supposed to be unacquainted with repar- 
ation, refused to eat her oysters when they were brought "They 
looked tempting, eight in number, circularly set out on a white 
plate on a tray covered with a v/hite napkin, flanked by a slice of- 
buttered French roll, and a little compact glass of cool wine and 
water, but she resisted all persuasions, and sent them down again 
— placing the act to her credit, no doubt, in her Eternal Day-Book 
This refection of oysters v^as not presided over by Affery, but 
by tile girl who had appeared when die bell was rung; the same 
who had been in the dimly-hghted room last mght. Now that he 
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had an opportunity of observing her, Artlmr found diat her 
diminutive figure, small features, and slight spare dress, gave her 
the appearance of being raucli younger than she was A woman, 
probablv of not less than wo-and-tv'enty, she might have been 
passed m the street for httle more dian half tliat age Not that her 
face vas very youdiful, for in truth diere vms more consideration 
and care m it dian naturall}' belonged to her utmost years, but 
she was so htde and light, so noiseless and shy, and appeared so 
consaous of being out of place among the diree hard elders, diat 
she had all die manner and much of die appearance of a subdued 


child 

In ^ hard way, and m an uncertain way diat fluctuated between 
patronage and putting down the spnnkhng from a watenng-pot 
and hydrauhc pressure, Mrs Clennara showed an interest in dus 
dependant Even in the moment of her entrance, upon the violent 
ringing of the bell, when the modier shielded herself with that 
singular acuon from the son, Mrs Clennam’s eyes had had some 
individual recogmoon m them, which seemed reserved for her. 
As there are degrees of hardness in the hardest metal, and shades 
of colour m black itself, so, even m the aspenty of Mrs Clennara’s 
demeanour towards all the rest of humanity and towards Little 
Domt, there vras a fine gradation 
Litde Domt let herself out to do needlework At so much a day 
- or at so htde — from eight to eight, Little Domt was to be hired 
Punctual to the moment, Litde Domt appeared; punctual to the 
moment, Litde Domt vanished What became of Litde Domt 
between the two eights was a mystery 
Another of the moral phenomena of Little Domt. Besides her 
consideration money her daily contract mcluded meals She had 
^ extraordinary repugnance to dimng in company, would never 
o so, if It were possible to escape Would always plead that she 
ad dus bit of work to begm first, or that bit of work to fimsh first, 
and would, of a certainty, scheme and plan — not very cunmngly, 
It would seem, for she deceived no one — to dme alone Successful 
m dus, happy m carrymg off her plate anywhere, to make a table 
her lap, or a box, or the ground, or even as was supposed, to 
stand on tip-toe, dmmg moderately at a mantel-shelf, the great 
^axiety of Lttde Domt’s day was set at rest. 

It was not easy to make out Litde Dorrit’s face, she was so 
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retinng, plied her needle m such removed comers, and started 
away so scared if encountered on die stairs But it seemed to be a 
pale transparent face, quick in expression, though not beautiful in 
feature, its soft hazel eyes excepted A delicately bent head, a tiny 
form, a quick little pair of busy hands, and a shabby dress - it 
must needs have been very shabby to look at all so, being so neat- 
were Little Dornt as she sat at work 

For these particulars or generalities concerning Little Domt, 
Mr Arthur was indebted in die course of the day to his own eyes 
and to Mrs Aifery’s tongue If Mrs Affery had had any will or 
way of her own, it would probably have been unfavourable to 
Little Dornt But as ‘diem two clever ones’ — Mrs Affery’s per- 
petual reference, in whom her personality was swallowed up — were 
agreed to accept Little Domt as a matter of course, she had nothing 
for It but to follow suit Similarly, if the tv'O clever ones had agreed 
to murder Little Dornt by candlelight, Mrs Affeiy^, being required 
to hold the candle, would no doubt have done it 

In the intervals of roasting the partndge for die invalid chamber, 
and prepanng a baking-dish of beef and pudding for the dining- 
room, Mrs Affery made the communications above set forth, 
invanably putting her head in at the door again after she had 
taken it out, to enforce resistance to the two clever ones It appeared 
to have become a perfect passion widi Mrs Flmtwinch, diat the 
only son should be pitted against them 

In the course of the day, too, Arthur looked through the whole 
house Dull and dark he found it The gaunt rooms, deserted for 
years upon years, seemed to have settled down into a gloomy 
lethargy from which nothing could rouse them agam The furniture, 
at once spare and lumbenng, hid in the rooms rather than furnished 
them, and there was no colour in all the house, such colour as had 
ever been there, had long ago started away on lost sunbeams — got 
Itself absorbed, perhaps, into flowers, butterflies, plumage of birds, 
precious stones, what not There was not one straight floor from 
the foundation to the roof, the ceilings were so fantastically 
clouded by smoke and dust, that old women might have told 
fortunes in them better than in grouts of tea, the dead-cold hearths 
showed no traces of having ever been warmed but in heaps of soot 
that had tumbled down the chimneys, and eddied about in httle 
dusky whirlwinds when the doors were opened In what had once 
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been a drawing-room, there were a pair of meagre mirrors, with 
dismal processions of black figures^ carrying black garlands, 
walking round tlie frames, but even these wfere short of heads and 
legs, and one undertaker-like Cupid had swung round on its own 
axis and got upside dowm, and anotlier had fallen off altogether 
The room Arthur Clennam’s deceased father had occupied for 
busmess purposes, when he first remembered him, wms so un- 
altered that he might have been imagined snll to keep it invisibly, 
as his visible relict kept her room up-stairs, Jeremiah Fhntwnnch 
still gomg between them negotiatmg His picture, dark and gloomy, 
eamesdy speechless on the wall, wnth tlie eyes intently looking at 
his son as they had looked when life departed from them, seemed 
to urge him awduUy to the task he had attempted, but as to any 
yieldmg on the part of his mother, he had now no hope, and as to 


any other means of setting his distrust at rest, he had abandoned 
hope a long time. Dowm in the cellars, as up m the bed-chambers, 
old objects that he well remembered were changed by age and 
decay, but were still m their old places, even to empty beer-casks 
hoary with cobwebs, and empty wnne-bottles wnth frr and fungus 
choking up -their throats There, too, among unusual bottle-racks 
and pale slants of light from the )mrd above, was the strong room 


stored with old ledgers, which had as musty and corrupt a smell 
as if they were regularly balanced, m the dead small hours, by a 
nightly resurrection of old book-keepers 
The baking-dish was served up m a penitential manner on a 
shrunken cloth at an end of the dinmg-table, at two o’clock, when 
he dined wnth Mr Flmtwnnch, the new partner Mr Flintwinch in- 
formed him that his mother had recovered her ecjuanmuty now, 
and that he need not fear her again alluding to what had passed m 
die mommg ‘And don’t you lay offences at your fatlier’s door, 
^ Artliur,’ added Jeremiah, ‘once for all, don’t do it' Now, we 
nave done with the subject.’ 

Hr Flmtwnnch had been already rearranging and dusting his 
owm particular little office, as if to do honour to his accession to 
new dignity He resumed occupation when he wras replete wntli 
^f, had sucked up all die gravy in the baking-dish wnth the flat 
n his knife, and had drawn liberally on a barrel of small beer^ in 
c scullery Thus refreshed, he tucked up lus shirt-sleeves and 
went to work again, and Mr Arthur, watchmg him as he set about 
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it, plainly sav^ that his father’s picture, or his father’s grnxe^ vtoiiicl 
be as communicative vith him as tins okl man 

‘Nov/, AlTcry, V/Oman,’ smcl Mr riintxxinch, as she crosseci the 
hail ‘You hadn’t made Mr Arthur's bed when J X'MS up there last 
Stir \ ourself Bustle ' 

But Mr Arthur found the house so blanl and dreary, and xx^as 
so unv ilhng to assist at another implacable consignment of his 
mother’s enemies (perhaps himself among them) t<) mortal dis- 
figurement and immortal rum, that lie announced his intcnuon of 
lodging at the coffee-house v here lie liad left his luggage Mr 
Fiintv/mch taking kindly to the idea of getting nd of him, and his 
mother being indifTercnt, beyond considerations of sax mg, to 
most domesue arrangements that were not bounded by the vails 
of her ov/n chamber, he easily earned tins point xvitliout new 
offence Daily business liours v/crc agreed upon, xx Inch his mother, 
Mr Flintxvinch, and he, xverc to devote together to a necessary 
checking of books and papers, and he left the home he had so 
lately found, with depressed licart 

But Little Dornt^ 

The business hours, allowing for intcrx'als of invalid regimen 
of oysters and partridges, dunng v/hich Clennam refreshed himself 
v/itli a walk, v/crc from ten to si\ for about a formigiit Sometimes 
Little Dorm was employed at her needle, sometimes not, sometimes 
appeared as a humble visitor vdiich must liave been her character 
on die occasion of his arnval His onginal cunosity augmented 
every day, as he watched for her, saw or did not see her, and 
speculated about her Influenced by his predominant idea, be even 
fell into a habit of discussing with himself die possibility of her 
being m some way assoaated with it At last he resolved to watch 
Little Dornt and know more of her story 
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CHAPTER 6 

The Father of the Marshalsea 

Thirty j^ears ago there stood, a few doors short of the church 
of Saint George, in die borough of Southwark, on die left-hand side 
of the way going southward, die Marshalsea^ Pnson It had stood 
there many j’-ears before, and it remained diere some yeai-s after- 
wards, but It is gone now, and die w orld is none die worse wndiout 

IL 

It an oblong pile of barrack building, partitioned mto squalid 

houses standing back to back, so diat there were no back rooms, 
environed by a narrow paved yard, hemmed in by lugh W’alls duly 
spiked at top Itself a close and confined pnson for debtors, it con- 
tained wnthm It a much closer and more confined jail for smugglers 
Offenders agamst the revenue laws, and defaulters to excise or 
customs who had incurred fines which diey were unable to pay, 
■were supposed to be incarcerated behind an iron-plated door closing 
up a second pnson, consisting of a strong cell or two, and a blind 
ley some yard and a half wnde, wduch formed the mystenous 
termination of the very limited skittle-ground m whicli the Marshal- 
sea debtors bowled down their troubles 

Supposed to be incarcerated there, because tlie time had rather 
outgrown the strong cells and the blind alley In practice they had 
come to be considered a httle too bad, though in theory they were 
^ite as good as ever, winch may be observed to be the case at 
e present day wnth other cells that are not at all strong, and wnth 
c er blmd alleys that are stone-bhnd Hence tlie smugglers habit- 
ua y consorted wuth the debtors (who received them wnth open 
except at certain constitutional moments when somebody 
‘^^me from some Office, to go through some form of overlooking 
§ which neither he nor anybody else knew anythmg 
ouL n these truly Bntish occasions, the smugglers, if any, made 
^emt of walkmg into the strong ceUs and tlie blmd alley, while 
s somebody pretended to do his somethmg and made a reahty 
' S out again as soon as he hadn’t done it — neatly epito- 
ug c udmmistration of most of the public affairs m our nght 
UtUe, tight httle, island 2 ^ 
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There had been taken to the Marshalsea Pnson, long before 
the day when tlie sun shone on Marseilles and on the opening of 
this narrative, a debtor with whom this narrative has some concern 
He was, at that time, a very amiable and very helpless middle^ 
aged gentleman, who was going out again directly- Necessanly, he 
was going out again directly, because the Marshalsea lock never 
turned upon a debtor who was not. He brought in a portmanteau 
with him, which he doubted its being worth while to unpack,' he 
was so perfectly clear - like all the rest of them, tlie tumkty on 
the lock said - that he was gomg out agam directly- 

He was a shy, reanng man, well-looking, though in an effemi- 
nate style, with a mild voice, curling hair, and irresolute hands - 
nngs upon the fingers m those days — which nervously wandered 
to his trembling hp a hundred times in the first half-hour of his 
acquaintance with the jail His pnncipal anxiety was about his wife 
‘Do you think, sir,’ he asked the turnkey, ‘that she will be vety 
much shocked, if she should come to the gate to-morrow morning^ 
The turnkey gave it as the result of his experience that some of 
’em was and some of ’em wasn’t In general, more no than yes. 
‘What like is she, you see^’ he philosophically asked* ‘that’s 
what It hinges on.’ 

‘She IS very delicate and inexpenenced indeed.’ 

‘That,’ said the turnkey, ‘is agen her.’ 

‘She is so httle used to go out alone,’ said tlie debtor, ‘that I 
am at a loss to think how she will ever make her way here, if she 
walks ’ 

‘P’raps,’ quoth the turnkey, ‘she’ll take a ackney coach.’ 
‘Perhaps’ The irresolute fingers went to the trembhng hp 
‘I hope she wuU. She may not think of it ’ 

‘Or p'raps,’ said the tumkej'^, offering his suggestions from the 
the top of his v/ell-wom wooden stool, as he might have offered 
them to a child for whose weakness he felt a compassion, ‘p’raps 
she’ll get her brother, or her sister, to come along with her.’ 

‘ She has no brother or sister ’ 

Niece, nevy, cousin, serwant, young ’ooman, greengrocer — 
Dash It* One or another on ’em,’ said the tumke}'^, repudiating 
beforehand the refusal of all his suggestions 

‘T fear — I hope it is not agamst the rules — that she will bring 
the children ’ 
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‘Tlie children^’ said the turnkey ‘And the rules? Why, lord 
set you up like a comer pm,^ we’ve a reg’lar playground o’ children 
here Children' Why we swarm with ’em How many a you got^’ 
‘Two,’ said die debtor, hfting his irresolute hand to his hp 
again, and turning mto the pnson 
The turnkey followed him with his eyes ‘And you another,’ 
he observed to himself, ‘winch makes diree on you And your 
Wife anodier, I’ll lay a crown Winch makes four on you And 
another coming, I’U lay half-a-crown Which’ll make five on you 
And m go another seven and sixpence to name which is the help- 
lessest, the unborn baby or you*’ 

He was nght m all his particulars She came next day with a 
htde boy of three years old, and a litde girl of two, and he stood 
entirely corroborated. 

‘Got a room now, haven’t you^’ the turnkey asked the debtor 
after a week or two 

‘Yes, I have got a very good room ’ 

‘Any htde sticks a connng to furnish it^’ said the turnkey 
‘I expect a few necessary articles of furniture to be dehvered by 
the earner, tins' afternoon ’ 

‘Missis and htde ’uns a coming to keep you company'*’ asked 
thetumkey 

Why, yes, we think it better that we should not be scattered, 
even for a few weeks ’ 

Even for a few weeks, of course,’ rephed the turnkey And he 
followed him agam with Ins eyes, and nodded his head seven times 
when he was gone 

The affairs of this debtor were perplexed by a partnership, of 
which he knew no more than that he had mvested money m it, 
y legal matters of assignment and setdement, conveyance here 
3nd conveyance there, suspicion of unlawful preference of creditors 
in this direction, and of mysterious spiriting away of property in 
at, and as nobody on the face of the earth could be more incap- 
e of explaimng any single item in the heap of confusion than 
t e Ator himself, nodiing comprehensible could be made of his 
o question him in detail, and endeavour to reconmle his 
to closet him with accountants and sharp practitioners, 
in the wiles of msolvency and bankruptcy, was only to 
put le case out at compound mterest and incomprehensibility 
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'esolute fingers fluttered more and more ineflectually about 
mbbng lip on every sucb occasion, and the sharpest prac- 
rs gave him up as a hopeless job 

t^’ said the tumLev , 'hell never get out, unless his crethtors 
m by the shoulders and shove him out.’ 
had been there five or six montlis, v.hen he came running 
turnkey one forenoon to tell him, breathless and pale, tliat 
fe was ill. 

anybody might a Imov n she would be,’ said the rumkc)'. 
2 mtended,’ he returned, ‘that she should go to a country 
g only to-morrov/ What am I to do* Oh, good heaven, 
im I to dol’ 

m’t v/aste your time in clasping your hands and biting your 
responded the practical tumkc\', lalnng him b} tlie elbow', 
ome along vnth me.’ 

i turnkey conducted him - trembling from head to foot, and 
ntly crymg under his breath. What v'as he to do! w/hile his 
lUte fingers bedabbled the tears upon his face ~ up one of the 
on staircases in the prison to a door on the garret story. 
w/hich door the turnkey knocked with the handle of liis key 
)me ini’ cned a voice inside. 

e turnkey', opening the door, disclosed in a wretched, ill- 
ng htde room, two hoarse, pufiv', red-faced personages seated 
ckety table, playmg at all-fours,^ smolung pipes, and drinking 

y* 

octor, said the tumkev', ‘here’s a gentleman’s wife in want 
u v/ithout a minute’s loss of time*’ 

e doctor s fnend v;as in the positive degree of hoarseness, 
less, red-facedness, all-fours, tobacco, dirt, and brandy, the 
ir in the comparaave— hoarser, puffier, more red -faced, more 
urey, tobaccoer, dirtier, and brandier.- The doctor w'as 
mgly shabby, in a tom and darned rough-v/eather sea-jacket,^ 
t elbov/s and eminently short of buttons (he had been in his 
the ^penenced surgeon carried by a passenger ship), the 
St V/ te trousers conceivable by mortal man, carpet sbpperSj 
lo visible linen. ‘Childbed?’ said the doctor. T’m the boy!’ 

I at the doctor took a comb from the chimney-piece and stuck 
3 ^ upright— v/hich appeared to be his w'ay of w/ashing himself 
u a professional chest or case, of most abject appearance. 



SHE IS BORN IN PRISON lOI 

fixim the cupboard where his cup and saucer and coals were, settled 
his chin in the frowsy wrapper round his neck, and became a 
ghastly medical scarecrow 

The doctor and the debtor ran down-stairs, leaving tlie turnkey 
to return to the lock, and made for the debtor’s room All tlie ladies 
m the prison had got hold of tlie news, and were in the yard Some 
of them had already taken possession of the two children, and 
were hospitably carrying them off, others were ofienng loans of 
htde comforts from their own scanty store, others were sympa- 
thising with the greatest volubility. The gentlemen prisoners, feeling 
themselves at a disadvantage, had for the most part retired, not 
to say sneaked, to tlieir rooms, from tile open windows of which 
some of them now complimented the doctor with whistles as he 
passed below, wlule others, witli several stones between tliem, 
interchanged sarcastic references to the prevalent excitement- 
It was a hot summer day, and the prison rooms were balong 
between the high walls In the debtor’s confined diamber, Mrs 
Bangham, charwoman and messenger, who was not a pnsoner 
(though she had been once), but was the popular medium of 
communication with the outer world, had volunteered her services 
as fly-catcher and general attendant The walls and ceilmg were 
blackened with flies Mrs Bangham, expert m sudden device, with 
one hand fanned the patient with a cabbage leaf^ and with the 
other set traps of vmegar and sugar m gallipots,® at the same time 
enunaatmg sentiments of an encouraging and congratulatory 
nature, adapted to the occasion 

The flies trouble you, don’t they, ray dear^’ said Mrs Bang- 
ham But p’raps they’ll take your mind off of it, and do you good 
What between the buryin ground, the grocer’s, the waggon-stables, 
paunch trade, the Marshalsea flies gets very large P’raps 
ey re sent as a consolauon, if we only know’d it How are you 
flow, my dear? No better? No, my dear, it am’t to be expected, 
^u 11 be worse before you’re better, and you know it, don’t you? 

es That’s nght' And to think of a sweet little cherub being bom 
itiside the lock' Now am’t it pretty, am’t that something to carry 
you through it pleasant? Why, we am’t had such a thmg happen 
ere, my dear, not for I couldn’t name the time when And you a 
crjTng^too? said Mrs Bangham, to rally the patient more and 
Qiore. You! Makmg yourself so famous' With the flies a faUing 
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into the gallipots by fifties* And everything a going on so well' 
And here if there ain’t,’ said Mrs Bangham as the door opened, 
‘if there ain’t your dear gendeman along with Dr Haggage' And 
now indeed we are complete, I tkxnk 

The doctor was scarcely the kind of appantion to mspire a 
patient with a sense of absolute completeness, but as he presendy 
dehvered the opimon, ‘We are as nght as we can be, Mrs Bang- 
ham, and we shall come out of this like a house afire,’ and as he 
and Mrs Bangham took possession of the poor helpless pair, as 
everybody else and anybody else had always done, the means at 
hand were as good on the whole as better would have been The 
special feature m Dr Haggage’ s treatment of the case, was Ins 
determination to keep Mrs Bangham up to the mark As thus* 

‘Mrs Bangham,’ said the doctor, before he had been there 
twenty mmutes, ‘go outside and fetch a little brandy, or we shall 
have you giving m ’ 

‘Thank you, sir But none on my accounts,’ said Mrs Bangham 
‘Mrs Bangham,’ returned the doctor, ‘I am m professional 
attendance on this lady, and don’t choose to allow any discussion 
on your part Go outside and fetch a httle brandy, or I foresee that 
you’ll break down-’ 

‘You’re to be obeyed, sir,’ said Mrs Bangham, nsmg. ‘If you 
was to put your own bps to it, I thmk you wouldn’t be the worse, 
for you look but poorly, sir ’ 

‘Mrs Bangham,’ returned the doctor, ‘I am not your busmess, 
thank you, but you are mine Never you mind me, if you please 
What you have got to do, is, to do as you are told, and to go and 
get what I bid you ’ 

Mrs Bangham submitted; and the doctor, having admimstered 
her potion, took his own He repeated the treatment every hour, 
being very determined with Mrs Bangham Three or four hours 
passed, the flies fell mto the traps by hundreds; and at length one 
little life, hardly stronger than theirs, appeared among the multi- 
tude of lesser deaths 

A very nice little girl indeed,’ said the doctor, ‘little, but well- 
formed Halloa, Mrs Bangham! You’re looking queer! You be off, 
raa am, this minute, and fetch a little more brandy, or we shall have 
you in hystencs ’ 

By this time, the nngs had begun to fall from the debtor’s 
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irresolute hands, like leaves from a "wintry tree Not one ■^'as left 
upon them that night, "when he put sometlung tliat chinked into 
the doctor’s greasy pahn In the meantime Mrs Bangham had been 
out on an errand to a neiglibourmg establishment decorated "with 
tliree golden balls, where she was very well known 
‘Thank you,’ said die doctor, ‘diank you Your good lady is 
quite composed Doing charmmgly ’ 

‘I am ver}f happy and verj'^ tliankful to know it,’ said the debtor, 
‘though I httle thought once, that—’ 

‘That a child would be bom to you in a place like this^’ said die 
doctor ‘Bah, bah, sir what does it signify^ A little more elbow- 
room is all we "Want here. We are quiet here, we don’t get badg- 
ered here, there’s no knocker here, sir, to be hammered at by 
creditors and bnng a man’s heart into his mouth Nobody comes 
here to ask if a man’s at home, and to say he’ll stand on the door 


mat till he is Nobody wntes threatening letters about money to 
this place It’s freedom, sir, it’s freedom' I have had to-day’s 
practice at home and abroad, on a march, and aboard ship, and I’ll 
teU you this I don’t know that I have ever pursued it under sucli 
quiet circumstances as here this day Elsewhere, people are restless, 
womed, humed about, anxious respecting one tlimg, anxious re- 
specting another Nothing of the kmd here, sir. We have done all 
that - we know the worst of it, we have got to the bottom, we 
can t fall, and what have we found*' Peace. That’s the word for it. 


Peace.’ With this profession of faith, the doctor, who "was an old 
]ail-bird, and "was more sodden than usual, and had the additional 
3nd imusual stimulus of money in his pocket, returned to his 
assoaate and chum in hoarseness, puffiness, red-facedness, all-fours, 
tobacco, dirt, and brandy 

Now, the debtor "was a very different man from the doctor, but 
e had already begun to travel, by lus opposite segment of the 
arcle, to the same pomt Cmshed at first by his impnsonraent, he 
d soon found a dull rehef m it He was under lock and key, but 
c lock and key that kept him m, kept numbers of lus troubles 
out If he had been a man with strength of purpose to face those 
troubles and fight them, he might have broken the net that held 
un, or broken his heart, but being what he was, he langmdly 

s pped into this smooth descent, and never more took one step 
upward 
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When he was reheved of the perplexed affairs that nothing would 
make plain, through havmg them returned upon his hands by a 
dozen agents in succession who could make neither beginning, 
middle, nor end of them or him, he found his miserable place of 
refuge a qmeter refuge than it had been before. He had unpacked 
the portmanteau long ago, and his elder children now played 
regularly about the yard, and everybody knew the baby, and 
claimed a land of proprietorship m her. 

‘Why, I’m getting proud of you,’ said his fnend the turnkey, 
one day ‘You’ll be the oldest inhabitant soon The Marshalsea 
wouldn’t be like the Marshalsea now, without you and your 
family.’ 

The turnkey really was proud of him He would mention him 
m laudatory terms to new-comers, when his back was turned. 
‘You took notice of him,’ he would say, ‘that went out of the 
lodge ]ust now^’ 

New-comer would probably answer Yes 

‘Brought up as a gentleman, he was, if ever a man was Ed’cated 
at no end of expense. Went into the Marshal’s house once to try a 
nev/ piano for him Played it, I understand, like one o’clock - 
beautiful* As to languages — speaks anything. We’ve had a French- 
man here m his tune, and it’s my opinion he knowed more French 
than the Frenchman did. We’ve had an Itahan here m his time, and 
he shut him up m about half a minute You’ll find some characters 
behind other locks, I don’t say you won’t, but if you want the top 
sawyer in such respects as I’ve mentioned, you must come to the 
Marshalsea ’ 

When his youngest child was eight years old, his wife, who had 
long been languishing away — of her own inherent weakness, not 
that she retained any greater sensitiveness as to her place of abode 
than he did - went upon a visit to a poor fnend and old nurse in 
the country, and died there He remained shut up m his room for 
a ortnight afterwards, and an attomey^s clerk, who was going 

rough the Insolvent Court, engrossed an address of condolence 
to lui^ v/hich looked like a Lease, and which all the prisoners 
sign When he appeared again he was greyer (he had soon begun 
to turn grey), and the turnkey nouced that his hands went often 
to his trembling Ups again, as they had used to do when he first 
came m But he got pretty well over it in a month or two; and m 
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die meantime the duldrcn placed about the yard ns regularlj- as 
ever, but in b'ack- 

Tlien Mrs Bangham, long popular medium of communication 
vadi die outer tvorld, began to be infirm, and to be found oftcner 
dian usual comatose on pavements, with her basket of purchases 
spilt- and die change of her clients nincpcnce short ^ His son began 
to supersede Mrs Bangham, and to execute commissions in a know- 
ing manner, and to be of the pnson prisonous, of the streets streoty 
Timcuent on, and die tumkev began to fad His chest swelled, 
and his legs got weak, and he v.'’as short of breath The w^ell-worn 
wooden stool was ‘beyond him,' lie complained He sat m an 
arm-chair wndi a cushion, and sometimes wheezed so, for minutes 
together, that he couldn’t turn the key. MHien he was o\ crpow'cred 
by diese fits, the debtor often turned it for him 

‘You and me,’ said die turnkey, one snow'y w'lntcr’s night vvhen 
the lodge, with a bright fire in it, was pretty full of company, ‘is 
the oldest inhabitants I w'asn't here myself above seven year 
before you 1 shan’t last long X'i^icn I’m off the lock for good and 
all, you’ll be the Fadier of die Marslialsca ’ 

The turnkey went off the lock of diis world next day His words 
were remembered and repeated, and tradition afterwards handed 
down from generation to generation — a Marslialsea generation 
might be calculated as about diree months — that the shabby old 
debtor wndi the soft manner and die white hair, was die Fadier of 
the Marsbalsea 

And he grew to be proud of the title If any impostor had ansen 
to claim It, he would have shed tears m resentment of the attempt 
to deprive him of his nghts A disposition began to be perceiv'^ed 
, in lum to exaggerate the number of years he had been diere, it 
was generally understood that you must deduct a few from his 
account, he was vain, the fleeting generations of debtors said 
All new-comers were presented to him He was punctihous in 
the exaction of this ceremony The wnts W'^ould perform the office 
of introduction with overcharged pomp and politeness, but they 
could not easily overstep his sense of its gravity He received them 
in his poor room (he disliked an introduction in the mere yard, as 
irformal — a thing that might happen to anybody), -with a kind of 
owed-dovm beneficence. They were welcome to the Marshalsea, 
e would tell them Yes, he was the Father of the place. So the 
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world was land enough to call him, and so he was, if more t 
tv'^enty years of residence gave him a claim to the title It loo 
small at first, but there was very good company there - araoi 
mixture - necessanly a mixture - and very good air 

It became a not unusual circumstance for letters to be put ui 
his door at night, enclosing half-a-crown, tv/o half-crowns, i 
and tlien at long inten^als even half-a-sovengn, for the Fathe 
the Marshalsea ‘With the compliments of a collegian taking le< 
He received the gifts as tnbutes, from admirers, to a pi 
character. Sometimes these correspondents assumed facet 
names, as the Bnck, Bellows, Old Gooseberry, Wideaw 
Snooks, Mops, Cutaway, the Dogs-raeat Man; but he consid 
this in bad taste, and was always a little hurt by it 

In the fulness of time, this correspondence showing sign 
wearing out, and seeming to require an effort on the part oi 
correspondents to which m the burned arcumstances of depai 
many of them might not be equal, he established the custoi 
attending collegians of a certain standmg, to the gate, and ta 
leave of them there The collegian under treatment, after sha 
hands, would occasionally stop to v/rap up something m a b 
paper, and would come back again calhng ‘Hd ’ 

He would look round surpnsed ‘ Me ^ ’ he would say, with a s 
By this time the collegian would be up with him, and he w 
paternally add, ‘ What have you forgotten ^ What can I do for y 
T forgot to leave this,’ the collegian would usually return, 
the Father of the Marshalsea ’ 

‘My good sir,’ he would rejom, ‘he is infinitely obhged to ;; 
But, to the last, the irresolute hand of old would remain it 
pocket into which he had slipped the money during two or ■ 
turns about the yard, lest the transaction should be too conspic 
to die general body of collegians 

One afternoon he had been doing the honours of the plaa 
rather large party of collegians, who happened to be going 
when, as he was cormng back, he encountered one from the 
side v'ho had been taken in execution for a small sum a 
before, had ‘settled’ m the course of that afternoon, and 
going out too The man was a mere Plasterer in his working < 
had lus wife with him, and a bundle, and v/as m high spirits 
‘God bless you, sir,’ he said in passing. 
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‘And >ou,’ beni2;nnnilv returned the Fatlicr of tlic Marshalsea 
Tliev ■uere pretty far divtded, g(*>ing tlteir several v-ays, at hen 
the Plasterer called out, ‘I saj ’ - str’’ and came back to him 
‘It ain’t much,’ said the Plasterer, putting a little pile of half- 
pence m his hand, ‘ but tt s \t ell meant ’ 

The Fadier of the Marshalsea had never been offered tnbtitc 
in copper yet. His children often had, and 'until his perfect ac- 
quiescence It had gone into the common purse to but' meat that he 
had eaten, and drink that he had drunk; but fustian^' splashed tvitli 
"uhite lime, bestov/ing halfpence on liim, front to front, uras new 
How dare you'’ he said to die man, and feebly burst into tears 
The Plasterer turned him tov’ards the "wall that Ins face might 
not be seen, and die action w'as so delicate, and die man was so 
penetrated with repentance, and asked pardon so honestly, that 
he could make him no less acknowledgment than, ‘I know you 
meant it kmdly Sav' no more.’ 

‘Bless your soul, sir,’ urged die Plasterer, ‘I did indeed I’d 
do more by you than die rest of ’em do, I fanc>.’ 

‘\Vliat would you do^’ lie asked 
d come back to see you, after I was let out ’ 

‘Give me the money again,’ said die other, eagerly, ‘and I’ll 

keep It, and never spend it Thank you for it, diank you! I shall 
see you again 

‘If I live a week you shall ’ 

The} shook hands and parted Tlie collegians, assembled in 
ymposium m die Snuggery diat night, marvelled wliat had 
ppene to leir Fadier, he walked so late in the shadows of die 
yard, and seemed so downcast. 


CHAPTER 7 

The Child of the NLarslialsea 

torTTatr ^ draught of air had been tinctured with Doc- 

coUepian^Ti^ ^dy , was Banded down among the generations of 
staa^Sl’ tradition of their common parent In the earlier 

^ her existence, she was handed down in a bteral and prosaic 
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sense, it being almost a part of tlie entrance footing of every new 
collegian to nurse the child who had been bom in the college 
‘By nghts,’ remarked the turnkey when she was first shov/n to 
him, ‘I ought to be her godfather ’ 

The debtor irresolutely thought of it for a minute, and said, 
‘Perhaps you wouldn’t object to really being her godfather^’ 

‘Oh* / don’t object,’ replied the turnkey, ‘if you don’t ’ 

Thus It came to pass that she was christened one Sunday after- 
noon, v/hen the turnkey, being relieved, was off the lockj and tliat 
the turnkey went up to the font of Saint George’s Church, and 
promised and vowed and renounced on her behalf, as he lumself 
related when he came back, ‘like a good ’un.’ 

This invested the turnkey with a nev/ propnetary share in the 
child, over and above his former official one When she began to 
walk and talk, he became fond of her, bought a little arm-chair 
and stood it by die high fender of the lodge fire-place, liked to 
have her company when he was on the lock, and used to bnbe her 
with cheap toys to come and talk to him The child, for her part, 
soon grev/ so fond of the turnkey that she would come climbing 
up the lodge-steps of her own accord at all hours of the day. When 
she fell asleep in the httle arm-chair by the high fender, die turnkey 
v/ould cover her with his pocket-handkerchief, and when she sat 
in It dressing and undressing a doll which soon came to be unlike 
dolls on the other side of the lock, and to bear a horrible family 
resemblance to Mrs Bangham — he would contemplate her from 
the top of his stool with exceeding gentleness Wimessing these 
things, the collegians v/ould express an opmion that the turnkey, 
who v/as ahachelor, had been cut out by nature for a family man. 
But the turnkey thanked them, and said, ‘No, on the whole it was 
enough to see other people’s children there.’ 

At what period of her early life the little creature began to per- 
ceive that It was not the habit of all the world to live locked up m 
narrow yards surrounded by high walls with spikes at the top, 
would be a difficult question to settle. But she was a very, very 
little creature indeed, when she had somehow gained the know- 
ledge that her clasp of her father’s hand was to be always loosened 
at the door v/hich the great key opened, and that while her own 
light steps were free to pass beyond it, his feet must never cross 
that line A pitiful and plaintive look, with which she had begun 



LITTLE DORRIT 


109 


to regard him when she was still extremely young, was perhaps 
a part of this discovery 

With a pitiful and plaintive look for everytliing, indeed, but 
with somethmg in it for only him that was like protection, this 
Cluld of the Marshalsea and die child of the Father of die Marshal- 


sea, sat by her fnend die turnkey m die lodge, kept the family room, 
or wandered about the pnson-yard, for die first eight years of her 
hfe. With a pitiful and plaintive look for her wayward sister, for 
her idle brother, for die high blank walls, for the faded crowd 
they shut m, for the games of die prison cluldren as diey whooped 
and ran, and played at hide-and-seek, and made the iron bars'of 
the inner gateway ‘Home ’ 

Wistful and wondenng, she would sit in summer weather by 
the high fender m die lodge, looking up at the sky dirough the 
barred window, until, when she turned her eyes away, bars of 
hght would anse between her and her fnend, and she would see 
him through a grating, too. 

Thinking of the fields,’ the turnkey said once, after watchmg 
her, ‘ain’t you^’ 

‘Wliere are they?’ she inquired 

Why, they’re - over there, my dear,’ said the turnkey, with 
a vague flounsli of his key ‘Just about there ’ 

Does anybody open them, and shut them ? Are they locked ? ’ 

^ e turnkey was discomfited ‘Well,’ he said ‘Not in general ’ 
Are they very pretty, Bob?’ She called him Bob, by his own 
partcular request and mstruction 

Lovely ^FuU of flowers Tliere’s buttercups, and diere’s daisies, 
^ ere^s - the turnkey hesitated, being short of floral nomen- 
c — there s dandehons, and all manner of games ’ 

Is It very pleasant to be there. Bob?’ 

^ Prime, said the turnkey 
Was father ever there?’ 


Hem! coughed the turnkey ‘O yes, he was there, sometimes ’ 
^Is he sorry not to be there now?’ 

Particular,’ said the turnkey 

cm people?’ she asked, glancmg at the listless 

y ^thin O are you quite sure and certam. Bob?’ 

1 difficult pomt of the conversation Bob gave m, and 

ange the subject to hard-bake-^ alwmys his last resource when 
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he found his httle friend getting him into a political, ;Sdd^'‘'dr^ 
theological comer But this was the origin of a senes 'of 
excursions that these two curious companions made togeihef^H^^j| 
^used to issue from the lodge on alternate Sunday afternoons 
great gravity, bound for some meadows or green lanes thaL'^d^ 
been elaborately appomted by the turnkey in the coui^^of^e^^ 
week; and there she picked grass and flowers to bnngliom^'w^e ^ 
he smoked his pipe. Afterwards, there were tea-gardens,- shi^psi^' 
ale, and other delicaaes, and then they would come backdi^d in,^- 
hand, unless she was more than usually tired, and fiad 
asleep on his shoulder. 

In those early days, the turnkey first began profoundly^to con- 
sider a question wluch cost him so much mental labour, that'if' 
remained undetermined on the day of his death. He deaded' to^- 
will and bequeath his httle property of savings to ■bis^gd'dc^dj^ 
and the point arose how could it be so ‘tied up* as that only she » 
should have the benefit of it^ His expenence on the lockgave^h^^ 
such an acute perception of the enormous difficulty of rtjrag up 
money with any approach to tightness, and contranwisetofrffie 
remarkable ease with which it got loose, that tiirough a series^ ‘ 
years he regularly propounded this knotty pomt to'ev^;^^^ 
insolvent agent and other professional gentleman who passw- in ^ 
and ouL ‘ ’ "c' 2.)-^ 

‘Supposmg,’ he would say, stating the case with his k^jpn the’ 
professional gentleman’s waistcoat; ‘supposmg a man wante^to 
leave his property to a young female, and wanted tO'Oe jt up£,^2 
that nobody else should ever be able to make a grab at it;->how^ 


would you tie up that property ^ ’ - 1 

‘Settle It stnaly on herself,’ the professional gentieman would- 
complacently answer. ' 

‘But look here,’ quoth the turnkey. ‘Supposing 'she 'had, ^y^^/ 
brother, say a father, say a husband, who would be likely -to malted 
a grab at that property when she came into it - how about tlik^*.^ 


‘It would be settled on herself, and they would.have nomapre 
legal claim on h than you,' would he the profisssional answ^.^,;” VsT 
‘Stop a bit,’ said the turnkey. ‘Supposing she .tender-’ 
hearted, and they came over her. Where’s your law for 
dien?’ ' '• 

The deepest character whomithe turnkey sounded, ypas ^unable 
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to produce hjs law for t\'uig such a knot as tliat So, tlie turnkey 
thought about it all his life, and died intestate after all 
But that xt’as long afterwards, when his god-daughter was past 
sixteen The first half of tliat space of her life was only just accom- 
plished, when her pinful and plaintive look saw her fadier a 
Widower From tliat time die protection that her wondering eyes 
had expressed tow'ards him, became embodied in action, and die 
Child of die Marshalsca took upon herself a new relation towaids 
the Fatlier 

At first, such a baby could do little more dian sit widi him, 
deserting her livelier place by die high fender, and quietly watching 
him. But this made her so far necessary to him diat he became 
accustomed to her, and began to be sensible of missing her when 
she V. as not there. Tlirough dus little gate, she passed out of child- 
hood into the care-laden world 

^^diat her pitiful look saw, at diat early time, in lier fadier, m her 
sister, in her brother, in die jail, how mucli, or how htde of the 
wretched trudi it pleased God to make visible to her, lies hidden 
With many mj'stenes It is enough that she w^s inspired to be 
something which was not what the rest were, and to be that some- 
t^ng, different and laborious, for die sake of the rest Inspired^ 
les Shall we speak of the inspiration of a poet or a pnest, and not 
of the heart impelled by love and self-devotion to die lowliest work 
in the lowliest way of life' 

With no earthly friend to help her, or so much as to see her, but 
die one so strangely assorted, v/ith no knowledge even of the 
common daily tone and habits of the common members of the free 
community who are not shut up in pnsons, bom and bred m a 
social condition, false even with a reference to the falsest condition 
outode the walls, dnnkmg from infancy of a well whose waters 
3 their own pecuhar stain, their own unwholesome and un- 
di® Quid of the Marshalsea began her womanly hfe 
o matter through what mistakes and discouragements, what 
n cule (notunkmdly meant, but deeply felt) of her youth and htde 
Stire, what humble consciousness of her own babyhood and want 
strength, even in the matter of liftmg and carrymg, through how 
hopelessness, and how many secret tears, 
® c nidged on, until recogmsed as useful, even mdispensable. That 
e came. She took the place of eldest of the three, m aU dungs but 
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precedence, was the head of the fallen family, and bore, in her own 
heart, its anxieties and shames 

At thirteen, she could read and keep accounts, that is, could 
put down in words and figures how much the bare necessanes that 
they wanted would cost, and how much less they had to buy them 
with She had been, by snatches of a few weeks at a time, to an 
evening school outside, and got her sister and brother sent to day- 
schools by desultory starts, dunng three or four years There was 
no instruction for any of them at home, but she knew well — no one 
better — that a man so broken as to be the Father of the Marshalsea, 
could be no father to his own children 

To tliese scanty means of improvement, she added another of 
her own contnvmg. Once, among the heterogeneous crowd of in- 
mates tliere appeared a danang-master Her sister had a great 
desire to learn the dancing-master’s art, and seemed to have a 
taste that way At thirteen years old, the Child of the Marshalsea 
presented herself to the dancing-master, with a little bag in her 
hand, and preferred her humble petition 
Tf you please, I was bom here, sir.’ 

Oh' You are the young lady, are you.^’ said the dancing- 
master, surveying the small figure and uplifted face 
‘Yes, sir.’ ^ 

And what can I do for you ^ ’ said the dancing-master. 

Nothing for me, sir, thank you,’ anxiously undrawing the 
stnngs of the little bag, ‘ but if, while you stay here, you could be 
so kind as to teach my sister cheap—’ 

My child. I’ll teach her for notlung,’ said the dancmg-master, 
shutting up the bag He was as good-natured a dancing-master as 
ever danced to the Insolvent Court, and he kept his word The 
sister was so apt a pupil, and the dancing-master had such abun- 
dant leisure to bestow upon her (for it took him a matter of ten 
weeks to set to his creditors,- lead off, turn the Commissioners, and 
right and left back to his professional pursuits), that wonderful 
progress v/as made Indeed the dancing-master was so proud of it, 
and so wishful to display it before he left to a few select fnends 
among the collegians, that at six o’clock on a certain fine morning, 
a minuet dc la cour came off in the yard — the college-rooms being 
of too confined proportions for the purpose — in which so much 
ground was covered, and the steps were so conscientiously executed, 
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that the dancing-master, ha\nng to play tlie kit® besides, was 
thoroughly blown 

The success of tins beginmng, winch led to the dancing-master’s 
contmmng his instruction after his release, emboldened tlie poor 
child to trjf again She watched and waited mondis for a seamstress 
In the fulness of time a millmer came m, and to her she repaired 
on her o\ra behalf 

T beg your pardon, ma’am,’ she said, looking timidly -round 
the door of the milhner, whom she found in tears and m bed ‘but 
I was bom here.’ 

Everybody seemed to hear of her as soon as they arrived, for 
the milliner sat up in bed, drying her eyes, and said, just as the 
dancmg-master had said 

‘Ohl You are the child, are you^’ 


‘Yes, ma’am ’ 

‘I am sorry I haven’t got anything for you,’ said the milliner, 
shakmg her head 

‘It’s not that, ma’am If you please I w^nt to learn needle-work.’ 

‘Why should you do that,’ returned the millmer, ‘with me 
before you? It has not done me mudt good ’ 

‘Nothing - whatever it is - seems to have done anybody much 
good who comes here,’ she returned m all simplicity, ‘but I want 
to leant just the same,’ 

I am afraid you are so weak, you see,’ die milliner objected 

I don’t think I am weak, ma’am ’ 

^And you are so very, vety'- httle, you see,’ the milliner objected 

Yes, I am afraid I am very litde indeed,’ returned tlie Child 

of the Marshalsea, and so began to sob over that unfortunate defect 

o hers, which came so often m her way The milhner — who was 

not morose or hard-hearted, only newly insolvent — was touched, 

took her m hand widi goodwill, found her the most patient and 

^nmest of pupils, and made her a cunmng work- woman m course of 
time ^ 


In course of time, and m the very self-same course of time, the 
n er of the Marshalsea gradually developed a new flower of 
n aracter The more Fatherly he grew as to the Marshalsea, and the 
roore dependent he became on the contributions 6f his changmg 
^ ^ greater stand he made by his forlorn gentflity. With the 
hand that he pocketed a collegian’s half-crown half an hour 
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ago, he would wipe av/ay the tears tliat streamed over lus cheeks if 
any reference were made to his daughter’s earning their bread So, 
over and above other daily cares, the Child of the Marshalsea had 
alv/ays upon her the care of preserving the genteel fiction that they 
were all idle beggars together 

The sister became a dancer. There was a ruined uncle in the 
family group — ruined by his brother, the Father of the Marshalsea, 
and knowing no more how than his miner did, but accepting the 
fact as an inevitable certainty — on whom her protecnon devolved. 
Naturally a retired and simple man, he had shown no particular 
sense of being rmned at the time when that calamity fell upon him, 
further than that he left off washing himself when the shock was 
announced, and never took to that luxury any more He had been 
a very indifferent musical amateur in his better days, and when he 
fell with his brother, resorted for support to playing a clarionet as 
dirty as himself m a small Theatre Orchestra It was tlie theatre 
in which his niece became a dancer, he had been a fixture there a 
long time when she took her poor station in it, and he accepted 
the task of serving as her escort and guardian, just as he would have 
accepted an illness, a legacy, a feast, starvation — anything but soap 
To enable this girl to earn her fev/ weekly shilbngs, it was 
necessary for the Child of the Marshalsea to go through an elabo- 
rate form with the Father. 

Fanny is not going to live with us just now, father. She v.all be 

ere a good deal in the day, but she is gomg to hve outside with 
uncle.’ 

‘You surpnse me Why^’ 

I thi^ uncle wants a companion, father. He should be attended 
to, and looked after.’ 

A companion ^ He passes much of his time here And you attend 
to and look after him, Amy, a great deal more dian ever your 
You all go out so much, you all go out so much ’ 

IS was to keep up the ceremony and pretence of his having 
no idea that Amy herself went out by the day to work. 

A j always glad to come home, fadier, now, are we not ^ 

, anny, perhaps besides keeping uncle company and 

ng care of him, it may be as well for her not quite to live here, 

^ ^ ^ father ’ 

Well, Amy, well I don’t quite follow you, but it’s natural I 
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suppose that Fanny should prefer to be outside, and even that you 
often should, too So, you and Fanny and your uncle, my dear, 
shall have your own V'ay Good, good 1*11 not meddle; don't mind 
me.’ 

To get her brotlier out of tlte prison, out of tlie succession to 
Mrs Bangham in executing commissions, and out of the slang inter- 
change witli \ ery doubtful companions consequent upon botli, was 
her hardest task At eighteen he w'ould liave dragged on from hand 
to moudi, from hour to hour, from penny to penny, until eighty. 
Nobody got into tlie pnson from whom he denved anything useful 
or good, and she could find no patron for him but her old fncnd 
3nd godfather. 

‘Dear Bob,’ said she, ‘what is to become of poor Tip^’ His 
name V'as Edward, and Ted had been transformed into Tip, within 
the walls 

The turnkey had strong pnvate opinions as to what would be- 
come of poor Tip, and had even gone so far witli tlic view of avert- 
ing their fulfilment, as to sound Tip in reference to the expediency 
of running arwaj' and going to serve lus countiy. But Tip had 
thanked him, and said he didn’t seem to care for his counoy 
Well, my dear,’ said the turnkey, ‘somethmg ought to be done 
wiAhim Suppose I try and get him into the law^' 

That would be so good of you. Bob*' 

The turnkey liad now two points to put to the professional 
gentlemen as they passed in and out He put tins second one so 
pcrsevenngly that a stool and twelve shillings a week were at last 
oimd for Tip m the office of an attorney in a great National 
alladium called the Palace Court,^ at that tune one of a consider- 
e list of everlasting bulwarks to the digmty and safety of Albion, 
whose places know them no more 
Tip languished m Clifford’s Inn® for six months, and at the 
expiration of that term saimtered back one evening with his hands 

s pockets, and madentally observed to his sister that he wms 
*^ot going back again 

Not going back agam^’ said the poor little anxious Child of the 
^ alsea, always calculating and planning for Tip, m the front 
of her charges 

‘I am so tired of it,’ said Tip, ‘that I have cut it.’ 
ip tired of everything With intervals of Marshalsea lounging, 
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and Mrs Bangham succession, his small second mother, aided by 
her trusty fnend, got him into a warehouse, into a market garden, 
into the hop trade, into the law again, into an auctioneer’s, into a 
brewery, mto a stockbroker’s, into the law again, into a coach 
office, into a waggon office, into the law again, into a general 
dealer’s, mto a distillery, into the lav'' again, into a wool house, mto 
a dry goods house, into the Billingsgate trade, into the foreign 
fruit trade, and into the docks But whatever Tip went into, he 
came out of tired, annoimang that he had cut it Wherever he went, 
this foredoomed Tip appeared to take the pnson walls with lum, 
and to set them up in such trade or calling; and to prov/1 about 
within their narrow limits in the old slip-shod, purposeless, down- 
at-heel way; until the real immovable Marshalsea walls asserted 
their fascination over him, and brought him back. 

Nevertheless, the brave httle creature did so fix her heart on her 
brother’s rescue, that while he was nnging out tliese doleful 
changes, she pinched and scraped enough together to ship him for 
Canada. When he was tired of nothing to do, and disposed in its 
turn to cut even that, he graciously consented to go to Canada 
And there was gnef in her bosom over parting with him, and joy 
m the hope of his being put in a straight course at last. 

God bless you, dear Tip Don’t be too proud to come and see 
us, when you have made your fortune ’ 

‘All nghtl’ said Tip, and went 

But not all the way to Canada, m fact, not further than Liver- 
pool. After making the voyage to that port from London, he found 
himself so strongly impelled to cut the vessel, that he resolved to 
walk back agam Carrying out which intention, he presented him- 
self before her at the expiration of a month, m rags, without shoes, 
and much more tired than ever 

At length, after another interval of successorship to Mrs Bang- 
ham, he found a pursuit for himself, and announced it. 

Amy, I have got a situation ’ 

‘Have you really and truly, Tip^’ 

All right I shall do now You needn’t look anxious about me 
any more, old girl ’ 

‘What IS It, Tip^’ 

yon know Slingo by sight?’ 

‘Not the man they call the dealer?’ 
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‘That’s the chap. He’ll be out on Monday, and he’s going to 
give me a berth ’ 

‘What IS he a dealer m, Tip?’ 

‘Horses All nght' I shall do now, Amy ’ 

She lost sight of him for montlis afterwards, and only heard from 
him once A whisper passed among the elder collegians that he had 
been seen at a mock auction in Moorfields,® pretendmg to buy 
plated articles for massive silver, and paymg for them with the 
greatest hberahty m bank notes, but it never reached her ears 
One evemng she was alone at work — standing up at the wmdow, 
to save the twihght hngenng above tlie waU — when he opened 
the door and walked in 

She kissed and welcomed him, but was afraid to ask him any 
questions He saw how anxious and timid she was, and appeared 
sort}'. 

‘I am afiaid, Amy, you’U be vexed this time Upon my life I am! ’ 
‘I am very sorry to hear you say so. Tip Have you come back^’ 
‘Why — yes ’ 

Not expecting this time that what you had foimd would 
answer very wel4 I am less surpnsed and sorry than I might have 
been, Tip ’ 

Ah' But that’s not the worst of il’ 

‘Not the worst of it?’ 


Don t look so startled No, Amy, not the worst of it. I have 
come back, you see, but — dorit look so startled — I have come back 
tn what I may call a new vmy I am off the volunteer hst altogether, 
t am m now, as one of the regulars ’ 

Don’t sa}^ you are a prisoner. Tip! Don’t, don’tl’ 

,, ^ ^ don’t Want to say it,’ he returned m a reluctant tone, 

ut if you can’t imderstand me without my saymg it, what am I 
to do ^ I am in for forty pound odd ’ 

5 ., drst tune in all those years, she sunk under her cares 

^ ^ t'uth her clasped hands lifted above her head, that it 
^ou kill their father if he ever knew it, and fell down at Tip’s 
graceless feet 

It vms easier for Tip to brmg her to her senses than for her to 
be ^ ^ understand that the Father of the Marshalsea w^ould 

e himself if he knew the truth The thing was incompre- 
us e to Tip, and altogether a fanciful notion He yielded to it 
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in that light only, when he submitted to her entreaties, backed by 
those of his uncle and sister. Tliere v/as no V'^ant of precedent for 
his return, it was accounted for to the father in the usual way, and 
the collegians, v/ith a better comprehension of the pious fraud tlian 
Tip, supported it loj-ally. 

This was the life, and this the history, of the child of the Marshal- 
sea at twenty- tv/o. With a still surviving attachment to the one 
miserable yard and block of houses as her birthplace and home, 
she passed to and fro in it shnnkingly now, with a v/omanly con- 
sciousness that she was pointed out to every one Since she had 
begun to work beyond die walls, she had found it necessary to 
conceal where she lived, and to come and go as secretly as she 
could, between the free city and the iron gates, outside of which 
she had never slept in her life. Her onginal timidity had grown 
with this concealment, and her light step and her htde figure 
shunned the thronged streets while they passed along them. 

Worldly wise in hard and poor necessities, she was innocent in 
all things else. Innocent, in the mist through which she saw her 
father, and the prison, and the turbid hving nver that flowed 
through It and flowed on 

This was the hfe, and this the history, of Little Domt, now 
going home upon a dull September everung, observed at a distance 
by Arthur Clennam. This was the life, and this the history, of 
Little Domt, turning at the end of London Bridge, recrossmg it, 
going back agam, passing on to Samt George’s Church, turning 
back suddenly once more, and flitting in at the open outer gate 
and httle court-yard of the Marshalsea. 


CHAPTER 8 

The Lock 


RThur Clennam stood m the street, waiting to ask some 
passer by what place that was He suffered a few people to pass lum 
in w ose face there was no encouragement to make the inqmry, and 
still stood pausmg m the street, when an old man came up and 
turned into the court-yard 
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He stooped a good deal, and plodded along in a slow pre- 
occupied manner, which made the bustlmg London diorougliferes 
no very safe resort for him He was dirtily and meanly dressed, in a 
threadbare coat, once blue, reachmg to his ankles and buttoned to 
his chin, where it vanished in the pale ghost of a velvet collar A 
piece of red cloth with which that phantom had been stiffened m its 
lifetime vas now laid bare, and poked itself up, at the back of the 
old man’s neck, into a confusion of grey hair and rusty stock and 
buckle which altogether nearly poked his hat off A greas}'^ hat it 
was, and a napless, impending over his eyes, cracked and crumpled 
at the bnm, and with a wisp of pocket-handkerchief danghng out 
below It. His trousers were so long and loose, and his shoes so 
clumsy and large, that he shuffled like an elephant, though how 
niuch of this was gait, and how much traihng cloth and leather, no 
one could have told Under one arm he earned a limp and worn-out 
case, containmg some wind mstrument, m the same hand he had a 
pennyworth of snuff m a httle packet of whity-brown paper, from 
which he slowly comforted his poor blue old nose with a length- 
ened-out pmch, as Arthur Clennam looked at him 

To this old man crossing the court-yard, he preferred his mquiry, 
touching him on the shoulder. The old man stopped and looked 
round, with the expression m lus weak grey eyes of one whose 
thoughts had been far off, and who was a httle dull of heating also 

Pray, sir,’ said Arthur, repeatmg his question, ‘what is this 
place 

Ay! This placed’ returned the old man, staying his pinch of snuff 
on Its road, and pomtmg at the place without looking at it ‘This is 
the Marshalsea, sir.’ 

Tile debtors’ prison^’ 

Sir, said the old man, with the air of deeimng it not quite 
ne<^ary to msist upon that designation, ‘ the debtors’ prison ’ 

^ c turned lumself about, and went on 
^ your pardon,’ said Arthur, stopping him once more, ‘but 
here>°'^ another question^ Can any one go m 

sitr^fi^ ^ replied the old man, plamly addmg by the 

cance of his emphasis, ‘ but it is not every one who can go 

Pardon me once more Are you famihar with die placed’ 
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‘Sir,’ returned the old man, squeeying his little packet of snuff in 
his hand, and turning upon his interrogator as if such quesuons 
hurt him ‘I am ’ 

‘I beg you to excuse me I am not impertinently curious, but 
have a good object. Do you know the name of Dorrit here^ 

‘My name, sir,’ replied the old man most unexpectedly, is 
Domt.’ 

Arthur pulled off his hat to him ‘Grant me the favour of half- 
a-dozen v/ords I was wholly unprepared for your announcement, 
and hope that assurance is my sufficient apology for having taken 
the liberty of addressing you. I have recently come home to 
England after a long absence I have seen at my mother’s — khs 
Clennam in the city — a young woman working at her needle, whom 
I have only heard addressed or spoken of as Little Domt I have 
felt sincerely interested in her, and have had a great desire to know 
something more about her I saw her, not a minute before you came 
up, pass in at that door.’ 

The old man looked at him attentively ‘Are you a sailor, sir^ 
he asked He seemed a little disappointed by the shake of the head 
that rephed to him. ‘Not a sailor? I judged from your sunburnt face 
that you might be Are you in earnest, sir 

‘I do assure you that I am, and do entreat you to believe that I 
am, in plam earnest.’ 

‘I knov/ very little of the world, sir,’ returned the other, who had 
a weak and quavering voice. ‘I am merely passing on, like the 
shadow over the sun-dial. It would be worth no man’s while to mis- 
lead me, it would really be too easy — too poor a success, to yield 
any satisfaction The young woman whom you saw go in here is 
my brother’s child. My brother is William Domt, I am Fredenck 
You say you have seen her at your mother’s (I know your mother 
befriends her), you have felt an interest in her, and you wish to 
knov/ v/hat she does here. Come and see.’ 

He v/ent on again, and Arthur accompanied him 
My brother, said the old man, pausing on the step and slowly 
facing round agam, ‘has been here many years, and much that 
happens even among ourselves, out of doors, is Jcept from him for 
reasons that I needn’t enter upon nov/ Be so good as to say 
nothing of my niece’s v/orking at her needle. Be so good as to 
say nothing that goes beyond v/hat is said among us. If you keep 
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v/ithm our bounds, you cannot Avell be wrong Now> Come and 
see.’ 

Arthur followed him dorvn a narrow entry, at tlie end of which 
a key turned, and a strong door ■v^'as opened from widiin It 
admitted them into a lodge or lobby, across which tliey passed, 
and so through another door and a grating into tlie prison The 
old man always plodding on before, turned round, in his slow, stiff, 
stoopmg manner, when they came to the turnkey on duty, as if to 
present his companion The turnkey nodded, and die companion 
passed m without bemg asked whom he wanted 
The night dark, and the prison lamps in the yard, and die 
candles m the pnson wandows faintly shimng behind many sorts 
of wrj'^ old curtam and bhnd, had not die air of making it lighter 
A few people loitered about, but the greater part of die population 
■was within doors The old man, taking the nght-hand side of the 
yard, turned in at the diird or fourdi doorway, and began to ascend 
the stairs ‘They are rather dark, sir, but you will not find anydiing 
in the way ’ 

He paused for a moment before opening a door on the second 
^orj’- He had no sooner turned the handle dian the visitor saw 
Litde Domt, and saw the reason of her setting so much store by 
dtnmg alone 

She had brought the meat home that she should have eaten her- 
self, and was already warming it on a gndiron over the fire for her 
ather, clad m an old grey gown and a black cap, awaitmg his 
supper at the table. A clean cloth was spread before him, with kmfe, 
or^ and spoon, salt-cellar, pepper-box, glass, and pewter ale-pot 
uch zests as his particular httle phial of cayenne pepper and his 
P^^y^mrth of pickles m a saucer, were not wanting. 

e started, coloured deeply, and turned white The visitor, 
niore with his eyes than by the shglit impulsive motion of his hand, 
cnueated her to be reassured and to trust him 

I found ^ gendeman,’ said the uncle- ‘Mr Clennam, Wilham, 
^n o Amy s fiiend — at the outer gate, wushful, as he was going by, 
paymg his respects, but hesitating whether to come m of not 
i is my brother Wilhara, sir ’ 

hope, said Arthur, very doubtful what to say, ‘that my 
*^spect or your daughter may explam and justify my desire to be 

presented to you, sir ’ 
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‘Mr Clennam/ returned the other, nsing, taking his cap off 
m the flat of his hand, and so holding it, ready to put on again, 
‘you do me honour You are welcome, sir,’ with a low bow 
‘Frederick, a chair Pray sit down, Mr Clennam.’ 

He put his black cap on again as he had taken it off, and resumed 
his own seat There was a wonderful air of benignity and patronage 
in his manner These were the ceremonies with wluch he received 
the collegians 

‘You are welcome to tlie Marshalsea, sir. I have welcomed man}' 
gentlemen to these walls Perhaps you are aware — my daughter 
Amy may have mentioned that I am the Father of this place.’ 

‘I — so I have understood,’ said Arthui’, dashing at the assertion 
‘You know, I dare say, that my daughter Amy was born here. 
A good girl, sir, a dear girl, and long a comfort and support to 
me Amy, my dear, put this dish on, Mr Clennam will excuse the 
pnmitive customs to which we are reduced here. Is it a compliment 
to ask you if you would do me the honour, sir, to -’ 

‘Thank you,’ returned Arthur. ‘Not a morsel ’ 

He felt himself quite lost in wonder at the manner of the man, 
and that the probability of his daughter’s having had a reserve as to 
her family history, should be so far out of his mind 

She filled his glass, put all the little matters on the table ready to 
his hand, and then sat beside him while he ate his supper Evidently 
in observance of their nightly custom, she put some bread before 
herself, and touched his glass with her lips, but Artliur saw she was 
troubled and took nothing Her look at her father, half admiring 
him and proud of him, half-ashamed for him, all devoted and lovmg, 
went to his inmost heart 

The F ather of the Marshalsea condescended towards his brother 
as an amiable, well-meamng man, a private character, who had 
not arrived at distinction. ‘Frederick,’ said he, ‘you and Fanny sup 
at your lodgings to-mght, I know. What have you done widi 
Fanny, Fredenck^'’ 

‘She is walking with Tip ’ 

‘Tip - as you may know - is ray son, Mr Clennam, He has been 
a little wild, and difficult to setde, but his mtroduction to the world 
was rather’ — he shrugged his shoulders with a faint sigh, and looked 
round the room — ‘a little adverse Your first visit here, sir^’ 

‘My first ’ 
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‘You could hardly have been here since your boyhood vntliout 
my hnowledge. It very seldom happens diat anybody — of any 
pretensions— any pretensions — comes here without being presented 
to me.’ 

‘As many as forty or fifty m a day have been introduced to my 
brother,’ said Fredenck, famtly lighting up with a ray of pnde 
‘Yes'’ the Father of tlie Marshalsea assented ‘We have even 
exceeded that number. On a fine Sunday in term time, it is quite 
a Levee - qmte a Levee Amy, my dear, I have been trying half 
the day to remember tlie name of the gentleman from Camberv^ell 
who was introduced to me last Qmstmas week by tliat agreeable 
coal-merchant who was remanded for six months ’ 

‘I don’t remember his name, father ’ 

‘Frederick, do you remember his name^’ 

Fredenck doubted if he had ever heard it No one could doubt 
that Fredenck xvas the last person upon eartli to put such a question 
to, with any hope of information 

‘I mean,’ said his brother, ‘the gentleman who did that hand- 
some acuon with so much dehcacy Ha! Tush' The name has quite 
escaped me Mr Clennam, as I have happened to mention hand- 
some and dehcate action, you may like, perhaps, to know what it 
was ’ 

Very much,’ said Arthur, witlidrawing his eyes from the deli- 
cate head begmnmg to droop and the pale face with a new sohcitude 
steahng over it 

It IS so generous, and shows so much fine feelmg, that it is 
most a duty to mention it. I said at the time that I always would 
mention it on every suitable occasion, wuthout regard to personal 
sensitiveness A— well — a — it’s of no use to disguise the fact— you 
must know, Mr Clennam, that it does sometimes occur that people 

^ o come here desire to offer some httle — Testimonial — to the 
■father of die place ’ 

T' 1 ^ 

o see her hand upon his arm m mute entreaty half-repressed, 
sad httle shrinking figure tummg away, was to see a sad, 

in he went on in a low, soft voice, agitated, and clear- 

^ 11s oat every now and then, ‘ sometimes — hem — it takes one 

And^ and sometimes another, but it is generally — ha — Money 
It IS, cannot but confess it, it is too often — hem — acceptable. 
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This gentleman that I refer to, was presented to me, Mr Clennam, in 
a manner highly gratifying to my feelings, and conversed not only 
with great politeness, but with great- aliem - information ’ All this 
time, though he had finished his supper, he v/as nervously going 
about his plate with his knife and fork, as if some of it were sttll 
before him Tt appeared from his conversation that he had a gar- 
den, though he w'as delicate of mentioning it at first, as gardens are- 
hem — are not accessible to me But it came out, through my admir- 
ing a very fine cluster of geranium — beautiful cluster of geranium 
- to be sure — which he had brought from his conservatory On my 
taking notice of its nch colour, he showed me a piece of paper 
round it, on v/hich was written, “For die Fadier of the Marshalsea,” 
and presented to me But this was — hem — not all He made a parti- 
cular request, on taking leave, that I would remove the paper in 
half an hour ha — I did so, and I found tliat it contained — ahem— 

two guineas I assure you, Mr Clennam, I have received — hero - 
Testimonials in many ways, and of many degrees of value, and they 
have always been — ha — unfortunately acceptable, but I never was 
more pleased than with this — ahem — this particular Testimonial. 

Arthur was in die act of saying the little he could say on such a 
theme, when a bell began to ring, and footsteps approached the 
door. A pretty girl of a far better figure and much more developed 
than Litde Domt, though looking much younger in the face when 
the tv/o were observed together, stopped m the doorway on seeing 
a stranger, and a young man who was with lier, stopped too 

Mr Clennam, Fanny. My eldest daughter and my son, Mr Clen- 
nam The bell is a signal for visitors to retire, and so they have 
come to say good night, but there is plenty of time, plenty of tiroe. 
Girls, Mr Clennam ynll excuse any household business you may 
have together He knows, I dare say, that I have but one room 
here.’ 

I only want my clean dress from Amy, father,’ said the second 
girl 

‘And I my clothes,’ said Tip. 

Amy opened a drawer m an old piece of furniture that was a 
chest of drawers above and a bedstead below, and produced two 
little bundles, which she handed to her brother and sister. ‘Mended 
and made up ^ ’ Clennam heard the sister ask in a whisper To which 
Amy answered ‘Yes ’ He had risen now, and took the opportunity 
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of glancing round die room The bare walls had been coloured 
_ green, evidently by an unskilled hand, and were poorly decorated 
vnth a few prmts Tlie window was curtained, and the floor 
carpeted, and there were shelves and pegs, and odier such con- 
veniences, that had accumulated m die course of years It was a 
close, confined room, poorly furnished, and die chimney smoked 
to boot, or the tin screen at die top of the fireplace was superfluous, 
but constant pains and care had made it neat, and even, after its 
kind, comfortable. 

All the while the bell was ringing, and the uncle was anxious 
to go ‘Come, Fanny, come, Fanny,’ he said, twth his ragged 
clanonet case under his arm, ‘the lock, child, the lock'’ 

Fanny bade her fadier good night, and whisked off ainly Tip 
had already clattered down-stairs ‘Now, Mr Clennam,’ said the 

uncle, looking back as he shuffled out after them, ‘the lock, sir, the 
lock’ . 


Clennam had two things to do before he followed, one, 
o er his testimonial to the Father of the Marshalsea^ without 
©vmg pain to his child, the other to say something to diat child, 
^oug it were but a word, in explanation of his havmg come 

^low me,’ said the Father, ‘to see you down-stairs ’ 
e shpped out after the rest, and they were alone ‘Noton 
any account,’ said the visitor, hurriedly ‘Pray allow me to 
chink, clunk 

VKf!^ Father, T am deeply, deeply -’ But his 

or a s ut up his hand to stop tlie chinking, and had gone 
^'Stairs with great speed 

last I Domt on his way down, or in the yard The 

follnT„r stragglers were hurrying to the lodge, and he was 

hoiicf f caught sight of her m the doorway of the first 

‘p ^ the entrance He turned back hastily 

ewp °tgive me,’ he said, ‘for speakmg to you here, pray for- 
mat ^ folWd you to-mght I did so. 

Vice Yn ^vour to render you and your family some ser- 

not hp terms on which I and my mother are, and may 

house ]p<^T ^ preserved our distant relations at her 

Or do^vn ® d unintentionally make her jealous, or resentful, 
3ny injury m her estimation What I have seen here, m 
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this short time, had greatly increased my heartfelt wish to be a 
friend to you It would recompense me for much disappomtment if 
I could hope to gain your confidence/ 

She was scared at first, but seemed to take courage while he spoke 
to her 

‘You are very good, sir. You speak very earnestly to me But 
I - but I wish you had not watched me.’ 

He understood the emotion with which she said it, to arise in her 
father’s behalf, and he respected it, and was silent. 

‘Mrs Clennam has been of great service to me, I don’t know 
what we should have done vnthout the employment she has given 
me, I am afraid it may not be a good return to become secret with 
her, I can say no more to-night, sir I am sure you mean to be kind 
to us Thank you, thank you ’ 

‘Let me ask you one question before I leave. Have you known 
my mother long'*’ 

‘I think two years, sir, — The bell has stopped ’ 

‘How did you know her first ^ Did she send here for you^’ 
‘No She does not even know that I hve here We have a friend, 
father and I — a poor labouring man, but the best of friends — and 
I wrote out that I wished to do needlework, and gave his address 
And he got what I wrote out displayed at a few places where it cost 
nothing, and Mrs Clennam found me that way, and sent for me 
The gate will be locked, sir* ’ 

She was so tremulous and agitated, and he was so moved by 
compassion for her, and by deep interest in her story as it dawned 
upon him, that he could scarcely tear himself away But the stop- 
page of the bell, and the quiet in the pnson, were a warning to 
depart, and with a few hurried words of kindness he left her 
gliding back to her father 

But he remained too late The inner gate was locked, and the 
lodge closed After a litde fruitless knocking with his hand, he was 
standing there with the disagreeable conviction upon him that he 

had got to get through the mght, when a voice accosted him from 
behind 

Caught, eh^’ said the voice ‘You won’t go home till morning 
Ohl It s you, is it, Mr Clennam^’ 

The voice was Tip’s, and they stood lookmg at one another m 
die pnson-yard, as it began to ram. 
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‘You’ve done it,’ obser\'ed Tip, ‘you must be sharper than tliat 
next time.’ 

‘But you are locked in too,’ said Artliur 

‘I believe I am' ’ said Tip, sarcastically ‘About' But not m your 
way I belong to the shop, only my sister has a tlieory tliat our 
governor must never know it I don’t see why, myself ’ 

‘Can I get any shelter^’ asked Artliur. ‘WHiat had I better do^’ 
‘We had better get hold of Amy first of all,’ said Tip, referring 
any difficulty to her as a matter of course 
■‘I would rather walk about all night — it’s not much to do — tlian 
give that trouble.’ 

‘You needn’t do that, if you don’t mind paymg for a bed If 
you don’t mmd paymg, tliey’ll make you up one on the Snuggery 
table, under the circumstances If you’ll come along, I’ll mtroduce 
you there ’ 


As they passed dov-m the yard, Arthur looked up at the window 
of the room he had lately left, where the light was soil burmng 
Tes, str,’ said Tip, following his glance ‘That’s the governor’s 
She’ll sit with him for anodier hour readmg yesterday’s paper to 
^tun, or something of that sort, and tlien she’ll come out like a 
little ghost, and vanish away witliout a sound ’ 

I don’t xmderstand you ’ 

The governor sleeps up in the room, and she has a lodgmg at 
the turnkey’s First house there,’ said Tip, pointing out tlie door- 
way into which she had retired ‘First house, sky parlour She 
pays twice as much for it as she would for one twice as good out- 
side. But she stands by the governor, poor dear girl, day and mght.’ 

This brought them to the tavem-establishment at tlie upper end 
o the prison, where the collegians had just vacated their soaal 
^emng club Tlie apartment on the ground-floor in which it was 
^ , Was the Snuggery in question, the presidential tribune of the 
airman, the pewter-pots, glasses, pipes, tobacco-ashes, and 
gene^ flavour of members, were still as that convivial mstitution 
^ eft them on its adjournment. The Snuggery had two of the 
^ lUes popularly held to be essential to grog for ladies, m respect 
It was hot and strong, but in the third pomt of analogy, re- 
Tunng plenty of it, the Snuggery was defective, being but a 
cooped-up apartmenL 

The unaccustomed visitor from outside, naturally assumed 
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everybody here to be prisoners - landlord, waiter, barmaid, pot- 
boy, and all Whether they were or not, did not appear; but they 
all nad a weedy look The keeper of a chandler's shop in a front 
parlour, who took in gentlemen boarders, lent his assistance in 
making the bed. He had been a tailor in his time, and had kept a 
phaeton, he said He boasted that he stood up htigiously for the 
interests of the college, and he had undefined and undefinable ideas 
that the marshal^ intercepted a ‘Fund,’ which ought to come to the 
collegians He liked to believe this, and always impressed die 
shadowy gnevance on new-comers and strangers, though he could 
not, for his life, have explained what Fund he meant, or how the 
notion had got rooted in his soul He had fully convinced himself, 
notwithstanding, that his own proper share of the Fund was three 
and ninepence a week, and that in this amount he, as an individual 
collegian, was swindled by tlie marshal, regularly every Monday. 
Apparently, he helped to make the bed, that he might not lose an 
opportunity of stating this case, after which unloadmg of his mind, 
and after announang (as it seemed he always did, without anything 
coming of it) that he was going to write a letter to the papers and 
s ow the marshal up, he fell mto miscellaneous conversation with 
the rest. It was evident from the general tone of the whole party, 
t at ey had come to regard insolvency as the normal state of 

mar^ind, and the payment of debts as a disease that occasionally 
broke out 

In this strange scene, and with these strange spectres flitting 
a out um, Arthur Clennam looked on at the preparations as if 
they were part of a dream. Pending which, the long-initiated Tip, 
wit an av/ful enjoyment of the Snuggery’s resources, pointed out 
latchen fire maintained by subscription of coUegians, 
oi er or hot water supported m like manner, and other 
premises generally tendmg to the deduction that the way to be 
eat y, wealtlpr^ and wise, v/as to come to the Marshalsea 

e tv/o tables put together in a comer, were, at length con- 
verted into a very fair bed, and the stranger was left to the Windsor 
t, ^ P^^^dential tnbune, the beery atmosphere, sawdust, 
pipe igh^, spittoons and repose But tlie last item was long, long, 
ong, in n mg itself to the rest The novelty of the place, the 
coming upon it without preparation, the sense of being locked up, 
the remembrance of that room up-stairs, of the two brothers, 
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and above all of the retmng duldish form, and the face in which 
he now saw years of insufficient food, if not of want, kept lum 
waking and unhappy 

Speculations, too, beanng tlie strangest relations towards the 
pnson, but always concerning die prison, ran hke nightmares 
through his mind wdule he la}’’ awake X’vTiether coffins were kept 
ready for people who might die tliere, where they were kept, how 
they were kept, where people who died in die prison were buned, 
how they were taken out, what forms were observed, whether an 
implacable creditor could arrest die dead^ As to escaping, what 
chances there were of escape^ Whedier a prisoner could scale the 
walls with a cord and grapple, how he would descend upon die 
other side^ whedier he could ahght on a housetop, steal do-wn a 
staircase, let himself out at a door, and get lost m the crowd As to 
Fire in the pnson, if one were to break out wlide he lay there ^ 
And these mvoluntary starts of fancy were, after all, but the 
setting of a picture m which three people kept before him His 
father, -with the steadfast look with which he had died, prophetically 
darkened forth m the portrait, his mother, -with her arm up, "ward- 
mg off his suspiaon, Little Domt, widi her hand on the degraded 
arm, and her drooping head turned a’way 

What if his mother had an old reason she well knew for softenmg 
to this poor girl' What if the pnsoner now sleeping quietly — 
eaven grant it' - by the light of the great Day of Judgment 
s ould trace back his fall to her Wliat if any act of hers and of his 
thers, should have even remotely brought the grey heads of 
those two brothers so low' 

A swift thought shot mto his mind In that long impnsonment 
cr^ and m her o’wn long confinement to her room, did his mother 
n a balance to be struck^ ‘I admit that I was accessory to that 
man s captivity I have suffered for it m kind He has decayed in 
pnson I in mme I have paid the penalty.’ 

cn all the other thoughts had faded out, this one held pos- 
sesion of him When he fell asleep, she came before him m her 
chair, wardmg him off wnth this ]ustification When he 
o Cj and sprang up causelessly frightened, the words were in 
bre^^* ^ voice had slowly spoken them at his pillow, to 
' 11s rest He withers away m his prison, I wither away in 
nc, inexorable justice is done, what do I owe on this score I’ 
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CHAPTER 9 

Little Mother 

The morning light was in no hurrj'^ to climb the prison wall and 
look in at the Snuggery v/indows, and when it did come, it would 
have been more welcome if it had come alone, instead of bnngmg 
a rush of rain with it. But the eqmnocaal gales were blowmg out 
at sea, and the impartial south-west wind, in its flight, would not 
neglect even the narrov/ Marshalsea While it roared tlirough the 
steeple of St George’s Church, and twirled all the cowls m the 
neighbourhood, it made a swoop to beat the Southwark smoke mto 
the jail; and, plungmg down die chimneys of the fev/ early col- 
legians who were yet lightmg their fires, half suffocated them 
Arthur Clennam would have been little disposed to linger in 
bed, though his bed had been in a more private situation, and less 
affected by the raking out of yesterday’s fire, the kindling of to- 
day’s under the collegiate boiler, the filling of that Spartan vessel 
at the pump, the sweepmg and sawdusting of the common room, 
and other such preparations Heartily glad to see the mornings 
though httle rested by the night, he turned out as soon as he could 
distinguish objects about him, and paced the yard for two hesvy 
hours before the gate was opened 

The "walls were so near to one another, and the wild clouds 
hurried over them so fast, that it gave him a sensation like the 
begmning of sea-sickness to look up at the gusty sky The rain, 
earned aslant by flaws of wind, blackened that side of the central 
building which he had visited last night, but left a narrow dry 
trough under the lee of the wall, v/here he "walked up and do"wn 
among the "waifs of stra'w and dust and paper, the "waste droppings 
of the pump, and the stray leaves of yesterday’s greens It "was as 
h^gg^id a view of life as a man need look upon 

Nor was it reheved by any glimpse of the little creature who had 
brought him there. Perhaps she glided out of her doorway and in 
at that where her father lived, "while his face was turned from both, 
but he sav/ notlimg of her. It was too early for her brother, to have 
seen him once, v/as to have seen enough of him to know that he 
v/ould be sluggish to leave vhatever frowsy bed he occupied at 
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night, so, as Artliur Clennam -walked up and do-tvn, "waiting for the 
gate to open, he cast about in his mind for future ratlier than for 
present means of pursuing his discoveries 
At last the lodge-gate turned, and die turnkey, standing on die 
step, taking an early comb at lus hair, was ready to let liim out 
With a ]oyful sense of release he passed through the lodge, and 
found himself again in the httle outer court-yard where he had 
spoken to the brother last night 

There was a stnng of people already stragghng m, whom it "was 
not difficult to identify as die nondescript messengers, go-betweens, 
and errand-bearers of the place Some of them had been lounging 
m the ram until the gate should open, others, who had timed their 
atnval with greater mcety, were coming up now, and passing in 
With damp wluty-brown paper bags from the grocers, loaves of 
bread, lumps of butter, eggs, milk, and die like The sbabbiness of 
diese attendants upon sbabbiness, the poverty of these insolvent 
Waiters upon insolvency, was a sight to see Such threadbare coats 
and trousers, such fusty gowns and shawls, such squashed hats and 
bonnets, sudi boots and shoes, such umbrellas and walkmg-sticks, 
never were seen in Rag Fair ^ All of them wore the cast-off clothes 
of other men and women, were made up of patches and pieces of 
other people’s mdividuality, and had no sartonal existence of 
tbeir own proper. Their walk was the walk of a race apart. They had 
a pecuhar way of doggedly slinking round the comer, as if they 
were eternally going to the pawnbroker’s When they coughed, 
ey coughed like people accustomed to be forgotten on doorsteps 
and in draughty passages, waitmg for answers to letters in faded 
ink, which gave the reapients of those manuscripts great mental 
’‘aturbance and no sausfactton As they eyed the stranger m passing, 
^ eyed him with borrowing eyes hungry, sharp, speculative as 
his softness if they were accredited to him, and the likelihood of 
standing something handsome Mendicity on commission 
pooped m their high shoulders, shambled in their unsteady legs, 
uttoned and pinned and darned and dragged their clothes, frayed 
Sir button-holes, leaked out their figures in dirty httle ends of 
from their mouths in alcohohc breathings, 
o P People passed him standing still in the court-yard, and 
o them turned back to inquire if he could assist him "with his 
*wices, It came mto Arthur Clennam’s mmd that he would speak 
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to Little Dornt again before he went away She would 'have re- 
covered her first surprise, and might feel easier with him He asked 
IS member of the fraternity (who had two red herrmgs in his 
an , and a loaf and a blacking brush under his arm), where was the 
nearest place to get a cup of coffee at The nondescnpt replied m 
encouraging terms, and brought him to a coffee-shop in the street 
within a stone’s throw 

you know Miss Dornt?’ asked the new client, 
e imndescnpt knew two Miss Dornts, one who was bom 
inside - That was the one! That was the one? The nondescript had 
own er many years In regard of the other Miss Dornt, the 
^‘^S^d in the same house with herself and uncle 
t-h 3nged the client's half-formed design of remaming at 

e co ee-s op until the nondescnpt should bring him word that 
omt la issued forth into the street He entrusted the nondescnpt 
^ ^ , cntial message to her, importing that the visitor who 

•tJo night, begged the favour of a few 

j uncle’s lodging, he obtained from the same 

flip no. A house, which was very near, dismissed 

refreshpri half-a-crown, and having hastily 

clanonet-playal 

seempH^toTT^^ ^ dodgers in this house that the doorpost 

Doubtful -cvh^b °^^^^^-handles as a cathedral organ is of stops 
the Doinr -nrh^ clanonet-stop, he was considenng 

ahelited nn ^ mtlecock flew out of the parlour window, and 
was a blinH ^ observed that in the parlour window 

a"so in norhrt Mk Chipples’s Academy, 

was a little wb^f Evening Tuition, and behind the blind 
battledore The^ ^ bread-and-butter and a 

looked in over the hhZl accessible from the footway, he 
question. ^ ’ returned the shuttlecock, and put his 

fac? “ 

copy-boo'kofthe^'^ Cnpples appeared to have been making a 
in pencil The u extensively scnbbled over 

‘Dirt^ Aek’ inZ^r'^ mscnptions, ‘Old Domt,’ and 

’ mauon, suggested intentions of personality 
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on the part of Mr Cnpples’s pupils There was ample time to make 
these obsen, auons before tlie door was opened by tlie poor old man 
himself 

‘Ha’’ said he, very slowly remembenng Artliur, ‘you were shut 
m last night 

‘Yes, Mr DomL I hope to meet your niece here presently ’ 
Oh*’ said he, pondering ‘Out of my brotlier’s way^ True 
Would you come up-stairs and wait for her^’ 

‘Thank you ’ 

Turning himself as slowly as he turned in his mind whatever he 
heard or said, he led the way up the narrow stairs The house was 
■^ery close, and had an unwholesome smell. The little staircase 
■windows looked in at the back windows of other houses as un- 
wholesome as Itself, with poles and lines thrust out of tliem, on 
■which unsightly hnen hung, as if the inhabitants were angbng for 
c othes, and had had some wretched bites not worth attending to 
the back garret — a sickly room, with a tum-up bedstead in it, 
so hastily and recently turned up that the blankets were boiling 
over, as it were, and keeping the lid open — a half-finished break- 

^t of coffee and toast for two persons was jumbled down anyhow 
on a nckety table. 

There was no one tliere Tlie old man mumbling to lumself, 

ter some consideration, that Fanny had run away, went to the 

o^t room to fetch her back The visitor, observing that she held 

e oor on die inside, and that, when the uncle tned to open it, 

ere was a sharp adjuration of ‘Don’t, stupid*’ and an appearance 

^ oose stocking and flannel, concluded diat the young lady was m 

^ nn The uncle, without appearing to come to any conclu- 

n, s uffled m again, sat down in his chau, and began warmmg 

lit ^ cold, or that he had any waking 

Idea whether it was or not 

jj dunk of my brother, sir^’ he asked, when he 

to discovered what he was doing, left off, reached over 

le c unney-piece, and took his clarionet case down 
Wer -A-rdiiu, very much at a loss, for his thoughts 

^ brother before him, ‘to find lum so well and cheerful ’ 
A \ ^^*^^red the old man, ‘yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!’ 
case wdiat he could possibly want'with the clarionet 

^ 1 not want it at all He discovered, in due time, diat 
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It was not the little paper of snuff (which v/as also on the chininey- 
piece), put It back again, took down the snuff instead, and solaced 
himself with a pinch He was as feeble, spare, and slov/ in his 
pinches as in everything else, but a certain little tnckling of enjoy- 
ment of them played in the poor v/om nert'^es about tlie comers of 
his eyes and mouth 

‘Amy, Mr Clennam. What do you think of her?" 

‘I am much impressed, Mr Domt, by all that I have seen of her 
and thought of her.’ 

‘My brother would have been quite lost without Amy,’ he 
returned. ‘We should all have been lost without Amy She is a very 
good girl, Amy She does her dutj" ’ 

Arthur fancied that he heard in these praises a certain tone of 
custom, which he had heard from the father last night witli an 
inward protest and feeling of antagonism. It was not that they 
stinted her praises, or were insensible to what she did for them, 
but that they were lazily habituated to her, as they were to all the 
rest of their condition He fancied that al^ough they had before 
them, every day, the means of comparison between her and one 
another and themselves, they regarded her as being in her neces- 
saty place, as holding a position towards them all which belonged 
to her, hke her naime or her age He fancied that they viewed her, 
not as having nsen away from the prison atmosphere, but as 
appertaining to it, as being vaguely what they had a nght to 
expect, and nothing more 

Her uncle resumed his breakfast, and was munclung toast sopped 
in coffee, oblivious of his guest, when the third bell rang That was 
Amy, he said, and went down to let her in, leavmg the visitor with 
as vivid a picture on his mind of his begrimed hands, dirt-wom 
face, and decayed figure, as if he v/ere still drooping in bis chair 

She came up after him, in the usual plain dress, and with tlie 
usual umid manner Her lips were a litde parted, as if her heart 
beat faster than usual 

Mr Clennam, Amy,’ said her uncle, ‘has been expecting you 
some time ’ 

I took the liberty of sending you a message.’ 

‘I received the message, sir.’ 

‘Are >ou going to my mother’s this mommg? T think not, for 
It Js past your usual hour ’ 
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‘Not to-day, sir I am not -^fanted to-day’ 

‘Will you allow me to walk a little way in v/hatever direction 
you may be gomg^ I can tlien speak to you as we walk, botlt 
without detaining you here, and wntliout intruding longer here 
myself’ 

She looked embarrassed, but said, if he pleased He made a 
pretence of having mislaid his walking-stick, to give her time to set 
the bedstead nght, to answer her sister’s impatient knock at the 
wall, and to say a word softly to her uncle Then he found it, and 
they went down-stairs, she first, he following, tlie uncle standing 
at the stair-head, and probably forgetnng them before tliey had 
reached die ground floor 

Mr Cnpples’s pupils, who were by diis time coming to school, 
desisted from their morning recreation of cuffing one another with 
bags and books, to stare wath all the eyes diey had at a stranger 
who had been to see Dirt}'^ Dick They bore the trying spectacle in 
silence, until the mysterious visitor was at a safe distance, when 
they burst into pebbles and yells, and likewise into revilmg dances, 
and m aU respects buned die pipe of peace with so many savage 
ceremonies, that, if Mr Cnpples had been die chief of die Cnpple- 
wayboo tribe with his war-pamt on, diey could scarcely have done 
greater justice to their education 


In the midst of this homage, Mr Axdiur Clennam offered his 
arm to Litde Dorat, and Litde Dornt took it ‘Will you go by the 
on Bndge®,’ said he, ‘where diere is an escape from the noise 
0 the street^’ Little Domt answered, if he pleased, and presently 
ventured to hope that he would ‘not mmd’ Mr Cnpples’s boys, 
or she had herself received her education, such as it rvas, m Mr 
npples s evemng academy He returned, with the best will in the 
Cnpples’s boys were forgiven out of the bottom 
° s soul Thus did Cnpples unconsciously become a master of 
c ceremonies between them, and bnng them more naturally 
Nash® might have done if they had hved m his 

go en days, and he had alighted from his coach and six for the 
purpose. 

mommg remamed squally, and the streets were miserably 

walked towards the Iron Bridge. 
^0 tt e creature seemed so young in his eyes, that there were 
oments when he found himself thinkmg of her, if not speaking 
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to her, as if she were a child Perhaps he seemed as old in her eyes 
as she seemed young in his 

‘I am sorry to hear you were so inconvenienced last night, sir, 
as to be locked in It was very unfortunate ’ 

It was notliing, he returned He had had a very good bed 
‘Oh yes'’ she said quickly, ‘she believed tliere were excellent 
beds at the colfee-house ’ He noticed that the coffee-house was 
quite a majestic hotel to her, and that she treasured its reputation 
‘I believe it is very expensive,’ said Little Dornt, ‘but my 
father has told me that quite beautiful dinners may be got there 
And wine,’ she added timidly 
‘Were you ever there 

‘Oh no' Only into the kitchen to fetch hot water ’ 

To think of growing up with a kind of awe upon one as to the 
luxunes of that superb establishment, the Marshalsea Hotel* 

‘I asked you last night,’ said Clennam, ‘how you had become 
acquainted with my mother. Did you ever hear her name before 
she sent for you*^’ 

‘No, sir ’ 

* t 

‘Do you think your father ever did^’ 

‘No, sir.’ 

He met her eyes raised to his with so much wonder in them 
(she was scared when 'the encounter took place, and shrunk away 
that he felt it necessary to say. 

I have a reason for asking, which I cannot very well explsm, 
but you must, on no account, suppose it to be of a nature to cause 
you the least alarm or anxiety Quite the reverse And you think 
that at no time of your father’s life was my name of Clennam ever 
familiar to lum^’ 

‘No, sir ’ 

He felt, from the tone in which she spoke, that she was glancmg 
up at him with those parted lips, therefore he looked before him, 

rather than make her heart beat qmcker still by embarrassing her 
afresh 

Thus they emerged upon the Iron Bndge, which was as quiet 
after the roanng streets as though it had been open coimtry The 
wind blew roughly, the wet squalls came rattling past them, 
skimming the pools on the road and pavement, and raming them 
down into the nver The clouds raced on furiously in the lead- 
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coloured sky, *e smoke and nnst raced afer f 

ran fierce and strong in the same direction. Little Dom 
the least, the quietest, and ^veakest of Heaven s creatures 

‘Let me put you in a coacV said Clennam, very nearly adding 

declined, saying tltat wet or dry niade 
ference to her, she was used to go about in all weathers He 
It to be so, and was touched with more pity , nn "tng o 
figure at Ins side, making its nightly way throug e amp 

boisterous streets to such a place of rest , t r a 

‘You spoke so feelingly to me last mglit, sir, and I iound atter- 

■n^ds that you had been so generous to my father, lat 
not resist your message, if it was only to thank you, espem y ^ 
wished ver>^ much to say to you she hesitated and trembled, and 
tears rose m her eyes, but did not fall 


‘To say to me n v 
‘That I hope you will not misunderstand my father. 
judge him^ str, as you would judge odiers outside the gates e 
has been there so long' I never saw him outside, but I can under- 
stand that he must have grown different in some thmgs smce 
‘My thoughts will never be unjust or harsh towards him, 

beheve me-’ ,, 

‘Not,’ she said, with a prouder air, as the misgivmg emdently 
crept upon her that she might seem to be abandoning him, not 
that he has anything to be ashamed of for luraself, or that I have 
anything to be ashamed of for him He only requires to be imder- 
stood I only ask for him that his hfe may be fhirly remembere 
All that he said was quite true It all happened just as he related 
It He IS very much respected Everybody who comes in, is glad to 
Liow him He is more courted than anyone else He is far more 


thought of than the Marshal is ’ 

If ever pnde were mnocent, it was mnocent in Little Domt when 
she grew boastful of her father. 

‘It IS often said that his manners are a true gendeman s, and 
tpute a study I see none like them in that place, but he is admitted 
to be supenor to all the rest This is quite as much why they make 
^tim presents, as because they know him to be needy He is not to 
be blamed for being m need, poor love Who could be in prison a 
tpiarter of a century, and be prosperous!’ 
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What affection in her words, what compassion in her repressed 
tears, what a great soul of fidelity withm her, how true the light 
that shed false bnghtness round him I 

‘If I have found it best to conceal where my home is, it is not 
because I am ashamed of him God forbid * Nor am I so much 
ashamed of the place itself as might be supposed. People are not 
bad because they come there I have known numbers of good, 
persevering, honest people come there through misfortune. Tliey 
are almost all kindhearted to one another And it would be un- 
grateful indeed in me, to forget that I have had many quiet, com- 
fortable hours there, that I had an excellent fnend there when I 
was quite a baby, who was very very fond of me, that I have been 
taught there, and have worked tliere, and have slept soundly there 
I think It would be almost cowardly and cruel not to have some 
httle attachment for it, after all this ’ 

She had reheved the faidiful fulness of her heart, and modestly 
said, raising her eyes appealingly to her new fnend’s, ‘I did not 
mean to say so much, nor have I ever but once spoken about this 
before But it seems to set it more nght than it was last night I 
said I wished you had not followed me, sir. I don’t wish it so much 
now, unless you should think - indeed I don’t wish it at all, unless 
I should have spoken so confusedly, that - that you can scarcely 
understand me, which I am afraid may be the case ’ 

He told her with perfect truth that it was not the case, and 
putting himself between her and the sharp wind and rain, sheltered 
her as well as he could 

I feel permitted now,’ he said, ‘to ask you a little more con- 
cerning your father Has he many creditors?’ 

‘Oh' a great number ’ 

I mean detaining creditors, who keep him where he is?’ 

‘Oh yes* a great number.’ 

Can you tell me — I can get the information, no doubt else- 
where, if you cannot — who is the most influential of them?’ 

Little Domt said, after considenng a little, that she used to hear 
long ago of Mr Tite Barnacle as a man of great power. He was a 
commissioner, or a board, or a trustee, ‘or something’ He lived 
in Grosvenor Square, she thought, or very near it. He was under 
Government — high in the Circumlocution Office She appeared 
to have acquired, in her infancy, some awful impression of the 
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might of this formidable Mr Tite Barnacle of Grosvenor Square, 
or \ ery^ near It, and tlie Circumlocution Office, which quite crushed 
her when she mentioned him. 

‘It can do no harm,’ tliouglit Arthur, ‘if I see tins Mr Tite 
Barnacle ’ 

The thought did not present itself so quietly but that her quick- 
ness intercepted it. ‘Aid’ said Little Domt, shaking her head 
tilth the mild despair of a lifetime ‘Many people used to think 
once of getting my poor father out, but you don’t know how hope- 
less It IS ’ 


She forgot to be shy at tlie moment, in honestly warning him 
> away from the sunken wreck he had a dream of raising, and 
looked at him witli eyes which assuredly, in associauon ttitli her 
patient face, her fragile figure, her spare dress, and die wind and 
ram, did not turn him from liis purpose of helping her 

Even if It could be done,’ said she — ‘and it never can be 
done now - where could fadier live, or how could he live^ I have 
often thought that if such a change could come, it might be any- 
thmg but a service.to him now. People rmght not dunk so well of 
him outside as they do there He might not be so gendy dealt with 
outside as he is diere He might not be so fit himself for the life 
outside as he is for that ’ 


Here for the first time she could not restrain lier tears from 
a Img, and the litde thm hands he had watched when they were 
so busy, trembled as they clasped each other 

It would be a new distress to him even to know that I earn a 
It e money, and that Fanny earns a httle money. He is so anxious 

out us, you see, feelmg helplessly shut up there Such a good, 
good father'’ i' B > 

He let the htde burst of feehng go by before he spoke It was 
soon gone. She was not accustomed to dunk of herself, or to 
o e any one wnth her emotions He had but glanced away at 
pi es of city roofs and chimneys among which the smoke was 
^ mg heamly, and at the wilderness of masts on the nver, and 
1 omess of steeples on the shore, mdistinctly mixed together 
e stormy haze, when she v/as again as quiet as if she had been 
P her needle in his mother’s room 

You would be glad to have your brother set at liberty 
'Jh very, very glad, sir'’ 
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‘Well, we will hope for him at least You told me last night of 
a friend you had^’ 

His name was Plomish, Little Dorrit said 
And where did Plornish hve^ Plornish lived in Bleeding Heart 
Yard ^ He was ‘only a plasterer,’ Little Domt said, as a caution to 
him not to form high soaal expectations of Plornish He lived at 
the last house in Bleeding Heart Yard, and his name was over a 
little gateway 

Arthur took down the address and gave her his He had now 
done all he sought to do for the present, except that he wished 
to leave her with a reliance upon him, and to have something like 
a promise from her that she would cherish it. 

There is one friend*’ he said, putting up his pocketbook. ‘As I 
take you back — you are going back*^’ 

‘Oh yes' going straight home ’ 

As I take you back,’ the word home jarred upon him, ‘let me 
ask you to persuade yourself that you have another friend I make 
no professions, and say no more ’ 

You are truly kind to me, sir I am sure I need no more.’ 

They walked back through the miserable muddy streets, and 
among the poor, mean shops, and were jostled by the crowds of 
duty hucksters usual to a poor neighbourhood There was nothing, 
by the short way, that was pleasant to any of the five senses Yet 
It was not a common passage through common rain, and mire, and 
noise, to Clennam, havmg this little, slender, careful creature on 
his arm. How young she seemed to him, or how old he to her, or 
what a secret either to the other, in that begmmng of the destined 
interweaving of their stones, matters not here He thought of her 
having been bom and bred among these scenes, and shnnking 
through them now, familiar yet misplaced, he tliought of her long 
ac^amtance with the squalid needs of life, and of her innocence, 

of her sohatude for others, and her few years, and her childish 
aspect ’ 

They were come into the High Street, where the pnson stood, 
when a voice cned, ‘Little mother, little mother!’ Little Domt 
stoppmg and looking back, an excited figure of a strange kind 
ounced against diem (still crying ‘httle mother’), fell down, and 
scattered the contents of a large basket, filled with potatoes, m the 
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‘ Oh, Maggy,’ said Little Dorrit, ‘what a clumsy child you are^’ 
Maggy was not hurt, but picked herself up immediately, and dien 
began to pick up die potatoes, in which both Little Domt and 
Arthur Clennam helped Maggy picked up very few potatoes and a 
great quantity of mud, but they were all recovered, and deposited 
in the basket Maggy then smeared her muddy face with her 
shawl, and presenting it to Mr Clennam as a type of purity, enabled 
him to see what she was like 

She was about eight-and-twenty, v/ith large bones, large features, 
large feet and hands, large eyes and no hair. Her large eyes were 
limpid and almost colourless, they seemed to be very little affected 
by light, and to stand unnaturally still. Tliere was also that atten- 
tive listening expression m her face, which is seen in the faces of the 
blind, but she was not blind, having one tolerably serviceable eye 
Her face was not exceedingly ugly, though it was only redeemed 
from being so by a smile; a good-humoured smile, and pleasant 
in Itself, but rendered pitiable by being constantly there A great 
white cap, with a quantity of opaque fnlhng that was always 
flapping about, apologised for Maggy’s baldness, and made it so 
very difficult for her old black bonnet to retain its place upon her 
head, that it held on round her neck like a gipsy’s baby. A com- 
mission of haberdashers could alone have reported.. what tlie rest 
of her poor dress was made of, but it had a strong general re- 
semblance to seaweed, with here and there a gigantic tea-leaf 
Her shawl looked particularly like a tea-leaf after long infusion 
Arthur Clennam looked at Little Domt with the expression of 
one saying, ‘ May I ask who this is ^ ’ Little Domt, whose hand this 
Maggy, still callmg her little mother, had begun to fondle, answered 
in words (they were under a gateway into which the majonty of the 
potatoes had rolled) 

‘This is Maggy, sir ’ 

‘Maggy, sir,’ echoed the personage presented ‘Little mother' 

‘ She IS the grand-daughter — ’ said Little Domt. 
‘Grand-daughter,’ echoed Maggy 

‘ Of my old nurse, who has been dead a long time. Maggy, how 
old are you''’ 

‘Ten, mother,’ said Maggy 

‘You can’t think how good she is, sir,’ said Little Domt, v;ith 
infinite tenderness 
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‘Good slie IS,’ echoed Maggy, transfemng the pronoun in a most 
impressive way from” herself to her little mother 

‘Or how clever,’ said Little Domt ‘She goes on errands as well 
as any one ’ Maggj^ laughed ‘And is as trustworthy as the Bank of 
England ’ Maggy laughed ‘ She earns her own hving entirely 
Entirely, sir^’ said Little Domt, in a lower and tnumphant tone 
‘Really does*' 

‘What IS her history^’ asked Clennam 

‘Think of that, Maggy said Little Domt, takmg her two large 
hands and clappmg them together ‘A gentleman from thousands 
of miles away, wanting to know your history!’ 
history?’ cned Maggy. ‘Little mother’ 

She means me,’ said Little Domt, rather confused, ‘she is very 
much attached to me Her old grandmother was not so kmd to 
her as she should have been, was she, Maggy*’’ 

Maggy shook her head, made a dnnkmg vessel of her clenched 
left hand, drank out of it, and said, ‘Gm ’ Then beat an imagmary 
child, and said, ‘Broom-handles and pokers ’ 

When Maggy was ten years old,’ said Little Domt, watchmg 
her face while she spoke, ‘she had a bad fever, sir, and she has never 
grown any older ever smce.’ 

Ten years old,’ said Maggy, nodding her head ‘But what a 
nice hospital! So comfortable, wasn’t it? Oh so mce it was Such a 
Ev’nly place*’ 

She had never been at peace before, sir,’ said Little Domt, 
turning towards Arthur for an instant and speakmg low, ‘and she 
always runs off upon than’ 

Such beds there is there*’ cned Maggy ‘Such lemonades! Such 
oranges! Such d’licious broth and wine! Such Chicking! Oh, 
Ain T It a delightful place to go and stop at!’ 

o Maggy stopped there as long as she could,’ said Little Domt, 
^^ler ormer tone of telhng a child’s story, the tone designed for 

she^^ ^ when she could stop there no longer, 

came out. Then, because she was never to be more than ten 
yeare old, however long she hved 

However long she lived,’ echoed Maggy 
sh because she was v&cy weak, indeed was so weak that when 
laugh she couldn’t stop herself - which was a great 
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(Maggy mighty grave of a sudden ) 

‘Her grandmother did not know what to do with her, and for 
some years was very unkind to her indeed At length, in course of 
time, Maggy began to take pains to improve herself, and to be 
very attentive and very industnous, and by degrees was allowed to 
come in and out as often as she liked, and got enough to do to 
support herself, and does support herself And that,’ said Little 
Dornt, clapping the two great hands together again, ‘is Maggy’s 
history, as Maggy knows* ’ 

Ah* But Arthur v/ould have known what was wanting to its 
completeness, though he had never heard of tlie words Litde 
mother, though he had never seen the fondling of tlie small spare 
hand, tliough he had had no sight for the tears now standing in the 
colourless eyes; diough he had had no hearing for the sob tliat 
checked the clumsy laugh The dirty gateway with die wind and rain 
whistling through it, and the basket of muddy potatoes waiting 
to be spilt again or taken up, never seemed the common hole it 
really was, when he looked back to it by these lights Never, never! 

They were very near die end of dieir walk, and they now came 
out of the gateway to fimsh it Nothing would serve Maggy but 
that they must stop at a grocer’s window, short of their destination, 
for her to show her learning She could read after a sort, and 
picked out the fat figures in the tickets of prices, for the most part 
correctly. She also stumbled, with a large balance of success against 
her failures, through vanous philanthropic recommendations to 
Try our Mixture, Try our Family Black, Try our Orange-flavoured 
Pekoe, challenging competiuon at the head of Flowery Teas, and 
vanous cautions to the public against spunous establishments and 
adulterated articles When he saw how pleasure brought a rosy tint 
into Little Domt’s face when Maggy made a hit, he felt that he 
could have stood there making a library of the grocer’s window 
until the rain and wind were tired 

The court-yard received them at last, and there he said good- 
bye to Little Domt Little as she had always looked, she looked 
less than ever when he saw her going into the Marshalsea lodge 
passage, the little motlier attended by her big child. 

Tlie cage door opened, and when the small bird, reared m 
captivity, had tamely fluttered in, he saw it shut agam, and then he 
came away 
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CHAPTER 10 

Containing the whole Science of Government 


The Circumlocution Office was (as everybody knows witlioul 
being told) the most important Department under Government. 
No pubhc busmess of any kind could possibly be done at any time 
witliout the acqmescence of tlie Circumlocution Office Its finger 
was in the largest pubhc pie, and in the smallest pubhc tart It was 
equally impossible to do the plainest nglit and to undo the plainest 
wrong without the express authonty of die Circumlocution Office 
If another Gtmpowder Plot had been discovered half an hour 
before the lighting of the match, nobody would have been justified 
in saving the parhament until there had been half a score of boards, 
half a bushel of minutes, several sacks of official memoranda, and a 
family-vault full of ungrammatical correspondence, on the part of 
the Circumlocution Office 


This glorious establishment had been early m the field, when 
the one subhme prmaple mvolvmg the difficult art of governing 
a country, was first distincdy revealed to statesmen It had been 
oremost to study that bnght revelation and to carry its shming 
influence through the whole of the official proceedmgs Whatever 
Was required to be done, the Circumlocution Office was befbre- 
and widi all the pubhc departments in the art of perceiving— how 
lot to do it1 


ough dus delicate perception, through the tact with which 
R invariably seized it, and through the gemus with which it 
Sways acted on it, the Circumlocution Office had risen to over- 
top the pubhc departments, and the pubhc condition had risen 
to he - what it was 

It is true that How not to do it was the great study and object 
3 pubhc departments and professional politicians all round the 
ircumlocution Office Iris true that every new premier and every 
new government, coming in because they had upheld a certain dung 
necessary to be done, were no sooner come m dian they applied 

that^fr^°^*^ discovenng How not to do it. It is true 

moment when a general election was over, ever}' 
hRn man who Iiad been raving on hustmgs because it hadn’t 
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teen done, and who had been asking tlie fnends of the honourable 
gentleman m the opposite interest on pain of impeachment to tell 
him why it hadn’t been done, and who had been assertmg diat it 
must be done, and who had been pledging himself that it should 
be done, began to devise. How it was not to be done It is true diat 
the debates of both Houses of Parliament die whole session 
through, uniformly tended to the protracted deliberation. How not 
to do It It is true that the royal speech at the opening of such ses- 
sion virtually said, My lords and gentlemen, you have a consider- 
able stroke of work to do, and you will please to retire to your 
respective chambers, and discuss, How not to do iL It is true that 
the royal speech, at the close of such session, virtually said, My 
lords and gentlemen, you have through several laborious months 
been considenng with great loyalty and patnonsm, How not to do 
It, and you have found out; and with the blessing of Providence 
upon the harvest (natural, not pohtical), I now dismiss you. All this 
IS true, but the Cucumlocution Office went beyond it 

Because the Circumlocution Office went on mechamcally, every 
day, keeping this wonderful, all-sufficient wheel of statesmanship, 
How not to do it, in motion. Because the Circumlocution Office 
was down upon any ill-advised pubbc servant who was going to 
do It, or who appeared to be by any surpnsmg accident m remote 
danger of domg it, with a mmute, and a memorandum, and a letter 
of instructions that extinguished him It was this spint of national 
effiaency in the Circumlocution Office that had gradually led to 
Its having something to do with everything. Mechanicians, natural 
philosophers, soldiers, sailors, petitioners, raemonahsts, people 
v/ith gnevances, people who wanted to prevent grievances, people 
who wanted to redress gnevances, jobbing people, jobbed people,^ 
people who couldn’t get rewarded for ment, and people who 
couldn’t get pumshed for dement, were all indiscriminately 
tucked up under the foolscap paper of the Circumlocution 
Office 

Numbers of people were lost in the Circumlocution Office 
Unfortunates widi "wrongs, or with projects for the general welfare 
(and they had better have had wrongs at first, than have taken 
tliat bitter English reape for certainly gettmg them), who m slow 
lapse of ame and agony had passed safely through other public 
departments, who, accordmg to rule, had been bulbed in this, 
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over-readied by that, and evaded by the other, got referred 
at last to the Circumlocution Office, and never reappeared m die 
light of day Boards sat upon them, secretaries minuted upon them, 
commissioners gabbled about diem, clerks registered, entered, 
checked, and ticked diem offi, and they melted away. In short, 
aU die business of the country v'cnt dirough die Circumlocution 
Office, except the business diat neter came out of it, and its name 
was Legion 

Sometimes, angr^' spirits attacked the Circumlocution Office 
Someumes, parliamentar)’- questions were asked about it, and even 
parliamentar}’' motions made or dircatcned about it by demagogues 
so lov and ignorant as to hold diat the real recipe of government 
was, How to do It Then would die noble lord, or nght honourable 
gentleman, in whose department it was to defend die Circumlocu- 
tion Office, put an orange in his pocket, and make a regular field- 
day of the occasion Tlien would he come down to diat house widi 
a slap upon die table, and meet the honourable gendeman foot to 
foot- Then wfould he be diere to tell that honourable gendeman 
that the Circumlocution Office not only was blameless m this 
matter, but was commendable m this matter, was extollable to the 
skies m this matter. Then would he be there to tell that honourable 


gentleman that, although the Circumlocution Office was mvanably 
nght and wholly nght, it never was so right as in this matter Then 
would he be there to tell that honourable gentleman that it would 
have been more to his honour, more to his credit, more to his good 
taste, more to his good sense, more to half the dictionary of com- 
monplaces, if he had left die Circumlocution Office alone, and 


nei^er approached this matter Then would he keep one eye upon a 
coach or crammer from the Circumlocution Office sitting below 
the bar, and smash the honourable gendeman with the Circumlocu- 
tion Office account of this matter And although one of two things 
a Ways happened, namely, either that the Circumlocution Office 
3 nothmg to say and said it, or that it had something to say of 
^ ch the noble lord, or right honourable gendeman, blundered 
one half and forgot the other, the Circumlocution Office was always 
'^oted immaculate by an accommodating majority 

uch a nursery of statesmen had the Department become in 
virtue of a long career of this nature, that several solemn lords had 
attained the reputation of bemg quite unearthly prodigies of busmess. 
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solely from having practised, How not to do it, as the head of 
the Circumlocution Office As to the minor priests and acolytes of 
that temple, the result of all tlus was that they stood divided into 
two classes, and, down to the junior messenger, either beheved in 
the Circumlocution Office as a heaven-bom institution that had 
an absolute nght to do whatever it liked, or took refuge in total 
infidelity, and considered it a flagrant nuisance 

The Barnacle family had for some time helped to administer 
the Circumlocution Office. The Tite Barnacle Branch, indeed, 
considered themselves in a general way as havmg vested nghts in 
that direction, and took it ill if any other family had much to say 
to It The Barnacles were a very high family, and a very large 
family. They were dispersed all over the pubhc offices, and held all 
sorts of pubhc places. Either the nation was under a load of obhga- 
tion to the Barnacles, or the Barnacles were under a load of obhga- 


tion to the nation. It was not quite unanimously settled which; the 
Barnacles having their opimon, the nation theirs - 

The Mr Tite Barnacle who at the period now in question usually 
coached or crammed the statesman at the head of the Circumlocu- 
tion Office, when that noble or nght honourable individual sat a 
htde uneasily m his saddle by reason of some vagabond making a 
alt at him m a newspaper, was more flush of blood than money. As 
a Barnacle he had his place, which was a snug thmg enough; and as 
a Barnacle he had of course put in his son Barnacle Jumor in the 
office But he had intermamed with a branch of the Saltstalkings, 
who were also better endowed in a sanguineous pomt of view than 
with real or personal propert}^, and of this mamage there had been 
issue. Barnacle Junior and three young ladies What with the 
patn^n requirements of Barnacle Junior, the three young'ladies, 
Mrs Tite Barnacle n€e Stiltstalking, and himself, Mr Tite Barnacle 
found the intervals between quarter day and quarter day mther 

on^r ^ e cou d have desired, a circumstance which he always 
attributed to the country’s parsimony. 

For Mr T.te Bairrade, Mr Arthur Cl^nam made his fifth mqutry 
one day at the Circttntlocunon Office, havmg on pmvtous oecastons 
awaited that gentleman snccess.vely tn a hall, a glass case, a waiong 
room, and a fire-proof passage where the Department seemed to 
keep tts wmd On this occasion Mr Barnacle was not engaged, as he 
had been before, with the noble prodigy at the head of *e Depart- 
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raentj but was absent. Barnacle Junior, however, vjis announced as 
a lesser star, yet visible above the office honzon 

Witli Barnacle Junior, he signified his desire to confer, and found 
that young gentleman smgeing the calves of his legs at the parental 
fire, and supporting his spme against the mantel-shelf It was a 
comfortable room, handsomel}^ furnished in tlie higher official 
manner, and presenting stately suggestions of the absent Barnacle, 
in the duck carpet, the leadier-covered desk to sit at, the leadicr- 
covered desk to stand at, die formidable cas)'’-chair and hearth-rug, 
die interposed screen, the tom-up papers, the dispatch-boxes with 
htde labels sucking out of diem, hke media ne bottles or dead 
game, the pervading smell of leadier and maliogany, and a general 
bamboozling air of How not to do it. 

The present Barnacle, holding Mr Clennam’s card in his hand, 
had a youthful aspect, and the fluffiest htde whisker, perhaps, that 
ever was seen Such a downy tip was on his callow chin, that he 
seemed half fledged like a young bird, and a compassionate 
observer might have urged that, if he had not singed die calves of 
his legs, he would have died of cold He had a supenor eye-glass 
danghng round his neck, but unfortunately had such flat orbits to 
his eyes and such limp htde e5'elids that it wouldn’t suck in when he 
put it up, but kept tumbling out against his waistcoat buttons with 
a click diat discomposed him very much 

Oh, I say Look here! My fatlier’s not in the way, and won’t 
be m the way® to-day,’ said Barnacle Junior Hs this anything that 
I can do?’ 


(Chckl Eye-glass down Barnacle Junior quite frightened and 
feeling all round himself, but not able to find it ) ‘You are very 
good, said Arthur Clennam ‘I wish however to see Mr Barnacle ’ 
But I say Look herel You haven’t got any appointment, you 
know,’ said Barnacle Junior. 

dns time he had found die eye-glass, and put it up agam ) 
No, said Arthur Clennam ‘ That is what I wish to have.’ 

But I say Look herel Is this public business^’ asked Barnacle 
Jumor 


( kck' Eye-glass down agam Barnacle Junior m that state of 
after it that Mr Clennam felt it useless to reply at present ) 
It, said Barnacle Junior, takmg heed of his visitor’s brown 
anythmg about — Tonnage — or that sort of thing 
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(Pausing for a reply, he opened his nght eye with his hand, and 
stuck his glass in it, in that inflammatory manner that his eye began 
watenng dreadfully.) 

‘No,’ said Arthur, ‘it is nothing about tonnage ’ 

‘Then look here Is it private business^’ 

‘I really am not sure It relates to a Mr Domt ’ 

‘Look here, I tell you what* You had better call at our house, 
if you are going that way Twenty-four, Mews Street, Grosvenor 
Square. My father’s got a slight touch of the gout, and is kept at 
home by it.’ 

(The misguided young Barnacle evidendy going blind on his 
eye-glass side, but ashamed to make any further alteration m Ins 
painful arrangements ) 

‘Thank you I will call there now. Good morning’ Young 
Barnacle seemed discomfited at this, as not having at all expected 
him to go 

‘You are quite sure,’ said Barnacle Junior, calling after him 
when he got to the door, unwilling wholly to rehnqiush the bnght 
business idea he had conceived, ‘that it’s nothing about Tonnage^’ 
‘ Quite sure ’ 

Widi such assurance, and rather wondenng what might have 
taken place if it had been anything about tonnage, Mr Clennam 
withdrew to pursue his mquines 

Mews Street, Grosvenor Square, was not absolutely Grosvenor 
Square itself, but it was very near it It was a hideous bttle street 
of dead wall, stables, and dunghills, with lofts over coach-houses 
inhabited by coachmen’s famibes, who had a passion for drying 
clothes and decorating their window-sills with miniature turnpike- 
gates The pnncipal chimney-sweep of that fashionable quarter 
lived at the blind end of Mews Street, and the same comer con- 
tained an establishment much frequented about early morning and 
twilight for the purchase of wine-bottles and kitchen-stuff Punch’s 
shows used to lean against the dead wall in Mews Street, while their 
propnetors were dining elsewhere, and the dogs of the neighbour- 
hood made appointments to meet in die same locality Yet there 
were two or three small airless houses at the entrance end of Mews 
Street, which went at enormous rents on account of dieir being 
abject hangers-on to a fashionable situation, and whenever one of 
these fearful little coops was to be let (which seldom happened, 
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for tliey v.ere in great request), the house agent advertised it as a 
gendemanl} residence in tlie most aristocratic part of town, 
inhabited solely bj ilic elite of tlie beau monde 

If a gentlemanly residence coming strictly witlun this narrow 
margin had not been essential to the blood of the Barnacles, tins 
particular branch would ha\ c had a pretty wide selection among, 
let us say, ten tliousand houses, oflenng fifty times the accommoda- 
tion for a tliird of tlie money. As it was, lilr Barnacle, finding lus 
gentlemanly residence extremely inconvenient and extremely 
dear, alv^ays laid it, as a public servant, at the door of the couiur}^ 
and adduced it as another instance of tlie country’s parsimony 
Arthur Clennam came to a squeezed house, witli a ramshackle 
bowed front, little dmg]^' wnndow'S, and a little dark area like a 
damp waistcoat-pocket, v Inch he found to be number twenty- 
four, Mews Street, Grosvenor Square To the sense of smell the 
house was like a sort of bottle filled witli a strong distillation of 
mews, and when the footman opened the door, he seemed to take 
the stopper ouL 

Tlie footman was to tlie Grosvenor Square footmen, what the 
house was to the Grosvenor Square houses Admirable in his way, 
his way was a back and a bye way. His gorgeousness was qpt un- 
mixed With dirt, and both in complexion and consistency he had 
suffered from the closeness of his pantry A sallow flabbiness 
''vas upon him when he took tlie stopper out, and presented the 
bottle to Mr Clennam’s nose 

Be so good as to give tliat card to Mr Tite Barnacle, and to 
say tliat I have ]ust now seen the younger Mr Barnacle, who 
recommended me to call here ’ 


The footman (who had as many large buttons witli the Barnacle 
erest upon them on the flaps of lus pockets, as if he were the family 
strong box, and earned die plate and jewels about witli him 
uttoned up) pondered over the card a little, then said, ‘Walk 
11 some judgment to do it widiout butting the inner 

-door open, and in the consequent mental confusion and 
P ysical darkness slippmg down the kitchen stairs Tlie visitor, 
owever, brought himself up safely on the door-mat 

till the footman said ‘Walk in,’ so the visitor followed him 
r le inner hall-door, another bo^e seemed to be presented and 
er stopper taken out This second vial appeared to be filled 
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With concentrated provisions and extract of Sink from tlie pantry. 
After a skirmish in the narrow passage, occasioned by the foot- 
man’s opening tlie door of the dismal dining-room witli confidence, 
finding some one there with consternation, and backing on the 
visitor with disorder, the visitor was shut up, pending his announce- 
ment, in a close back parlour There he had an opportunity of 
refreshing himself with both tlie bottles at once, lookmg out at a 
low bhnding wall three feet off, and speculating on the number of 
Barnacle famihes witliin tlie bills of mortality^ who hved in such 
hutches of their own free flunkey choice " , 

Mr Barnacle would see him Would he walk up-stairs ^ He would, 
and he did; and m the drawing-room, with his leg on a rest, he 
found Mr Barnacle himself, the express image and presentment of 
How not to do it. 

Mr Barnacle dated from a better time, when the country was 
not so pansimonious and the Circumlocution Office was not so 
badgered. He wound and wound folds of white cravat round his 
neck, as he wound and wound folds of tape and paper round the 
neck of the country. His wristbands and collar were oppressive, 
his voice and manner were oppressive He had a large watch-cham 
and bunch of seals, a coat buttoned up to inconvenience, a waist- 
coat buttoned up to inconvemence, an unwnnkled pair of trousers, 
a stiff pair of boots He was altogether splendid, massive, over- 
powering, and impracticable. He seemed to have been sitting for 
his portrait to Sir Thomas Lawrence all the days of his life 

Mr Clennam? said Mr Barnacle ‘Be seated.’ 

Mr Clennam became seated 

You have called on me, I believe,’ said Mr Barnacle, ‘at the 
Circumlocution givmg it the air of a word of about five-and- 
tv/enty syllables - ‘Office.’ 

‘I have taken that liberty ’ 

Mr Barnacle solemnly bent his head as who should say, ‘I do 
not deny that it is a liberty, proceed to take another liberty, and 
let me know your business ’ 

Allow me to observe that I have been for some years in Cluna, 
am qmte a stranger at home, and have no personal motive or 
interest in the mquiry I am about to make.’ 

Mr Barnacle tapped his fingers on the table, and, as if he were 
now sitting for his portrait to a new and strange artist, appeared 



THE DEPARTMENT 


153 

to say to his visitor, *If you will be good enough to take me witli 
mj present lofty expression, I shall feel obliged.’ 

‘I have found a debtor in the ^larshalsea Prison of the name of 
Domt, who has been dicre many >ears I vnsh to investigate his 
confused affairs so far as to ascertain whether it may not be pos- 
sible, after tins lapse of time, to ameliorate his unhapp}' condiuon 
The name of Mr Tite Barnacle has been mentioned to me as 
representing some highly influential interest among his creditors 
Am I correctly informed^’ 

It being one of tlie pnnciples of the Circumlocution Office 
never, on any account whate\er, to give a straightforw'-ard answer, 
Mr Barnacle said, ‘ Possibly ’ 

‘On behalf of tlie Crowm, may I ask, or as private individual^’ 
‘Tlie Circumlocution Department, sir,’ Mr Barnacle replied, 
‘may have possibly recommended — possibly - I cannot say - that 
some pubhc claim against die insolvent estate of a firm or co- 
partnership to W'hich this person may have belonged, should be 
enforced Tlie question may have been, m the course of official 
business, referred to the Circumlocution Department for its con- 
sideration The Department may have eidier ongmated, or con- 
firmed, a Minute making that recommendation ’ 

‘I assume diis to be die case, then.’ 

The Circumlocution Department,’ said Mr Barnacle, ‘is not 
responsible for any gentleman’s assumptions ’ 

May I mquire how I can obtain official information as to the real 
state of the case^’ 

It is competent,’ said Mr Barnacle, ‘to any member of die — 
Public, mentioning that obscure body with reluctance, as his 
natural enemy, ‘to memonalise the Circumlocution Department 
Such formahties as are required to be observed m so doing, may 

be known on appheanon to die proper branch of diat Depart- 
ment.’ 

Which IS the proper branch^’ 

^ I must refer you,’ returned Mr Barnacle, nngmg the beU, 
to the Department itself for a formal answer to that mquiry ’ 
Excuse my mentiomng— ’ 

The Department is accessible to the — Public,’ Mr Barnacle 
■was always checked a htde by that word of impertment significa- 
^on, if the — Public approaches it according to the official forms. 
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if the — Public does not approach it according to the offiaal forms, 
the — Public has itself to blame ’ 

Mr Barnacle made him a severe bow, as a wounded man of 
family, a wounded man of place, and a wounded man of a gentle- 
manly residence, all rolled into one; and he made Mr Barnacle a 
bow, and was shut out into Mev/s Street by the flabby footman. 

Having got to this pass, he resolved as an exerase m persever- 
ance, to betake himself again to the Circumlocution Office, and 
try what satisfaction he could get there So he went back to the 
Circumlocution Office, and once more sent up his card to Barnacle 
Jumor by a messenger who took it very ill indeed that he should 
come back again, and who was eating mashed potatoes and gravy 
behind a painuon by the hall fire 

He was readmitted to the presence of Barnacle Junior, and found 
that young gentleman singeing his knees now, and gapmg his 
v/ear}^ way on to four o’clock. 

‘I say. Look here. You suck to us m a devil of a manner,’ said 
Barnacle Junior, looking over his shoulder. 

‘I want to know — ’ 

'Look here Upon my soul you mustn’t come into the place 
saying you want to know, you know,’ remonstrated Barnacle 
Junior, turning about and putting up the eye-glass 

‘I want to know,’ said Arthur Clennara, who had made up his 
mind to persistence in one short form of words, ‘ the precise nature 
of the claim of the Crown against a prisoner for debt, named 
Domt.’ 

'I say. Look here. You really are going it at a great pace, you 
knov/. Egad, you haven’t got an appointment,’" said Barnacle 
Jumor, as if the thing were growing senous 

I want to know,’ said Arthur, and repeated his case. 

Barnacle Junior stared at him until his eye-glass fell out, and 
then put it in again and stared at lum until it fell out again ‘You 
have no right to come this sort of move,’ he then observed with the 
greatest weakness ‘Look here What do you mean^ You told me 
you didn t know whether it v/as public busmess or noti’ 

I have now ascertained that it is public busmess,’ returned th^ 
suitor, and I want to know’ — and again repeated his mono- 
tonous inquiry. 

Its effect upon young Barnacle v/as to make him repeat m a 
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defenceless way, ‘Look here' Upon my soul you mustn’t come 
into the place saymg you want to know, you know’ ’ The effect 
of that upon Arthur Clennam was to make him repeat his mqmry 
in exactly the same words and tone as before The effect of that 
upon young Barnacle was to make him a wonderful spectacle of 
failure and helplessness. 

‘Well, I tell you what. Look here You had better try the 
Secretanal Department,’ he said at last, sidhng to the bell and 
nngmg it ‘Jenkinson,’ to the mashed potatoes messenger, ‘Mr 
Wobbler’’ 

Arthur Clennam, who now felt that he had devoted himself to 
the stormmg of the Circumlocution Office, and must go through 
with It, accompanied the messenger to another floor of the build- 
tng, where that functionary pointed out Mr Wobbler’s room He 
entered that apartment, and found two gentlemen sitting face to 
face at a large and easy desk, one of whom was polishing a gun- 
barrel on his pocket-handkerchief, while the other was spreadmg 
marmalade on bread with a paper-knife. 

Mr Wobbler^’ inquired the suitor 

Both gentlemen glanced at him, and seemed surpnsed at his 
assurance. 

So he went,’ said the gentleman with the gun-barrel, who was 
an extremely deliberate speaker, ‘down to his cousm’s place, and 
took the Dog with him by rail. Inestimable Dog Flew at the porter 
e ow when he was put into the dog-box, and flew at the guard 
^ taken out. He got half-a-dozen fellows into a Bam, 

and a good supply of Rats, and timed the Dog Findmg the Dog 
a e to do it immensely, made the match, and heavily backed the 

og When the match came ofi^, some devil of a fellow was bought 
Over, Sir, Dog was made drunk. Dog’ s master was cleaned out.’ 

Mr Wobbler*^’ mquired the smtor 

gentleman who was spreadmg the marmalade returned, 

J^thout looking up from that occupation, ‘What did he call the 
Dog?’ 

Called him Lovely,’ said the other gentleman ‘Said the Dog 
of the old aunt from whom he had expecta- 
particularly like her when hocussed ’ 

Mr Wobbler?’ said the suitor 

oih gentlemen laughed for some time. The gendeman with 
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tlie gun-barrel, considering it, on inspection, in a satisfactory state, 
referred it to the other, receiving confirmation of his views, he 
fitted It into Its place in the case before him, and took out the stock 
and polished that, softly whistling. 

‘Mr Wobbler^’ said the suitor 

‘What’s the matter^’ then said Mr Wobbler, with Ins mouth 
full 

‘I want to know — ’ and Artliur Clennam again mechanically 
set forth what he wanted to know 

‘Can’t inform you,’ observed Mr Wobbler, apparently to Ins 
lunch ‘Never heard of it. Nothing at all to do with it Better try 
Mr Chve, second door on the left in the next passage.’ 

‘Perhaps he will give me the same answer ’ 

‘Very likely. Don’t know anything about it,’ said Mr Wobbler 
The suitor turned away and had left the room, when the gentle- 
man with the gun called out ‘Mister* Hallo!’ 

He looked in again 

‘Shut the door after you You’re letting in a devil of a draught 
here*’ 

A few steps brought him to the second door on the left in the 
next passage In that room he found three gentlemen, number one 
domg nothing particular, number two doing nothing particular, 
number three doing nothmg particular They seemed, however, to 
be more directly concerned than the others had been in the effec- 
tive execution of the great pnnciple of the office, as there was an 
awful inner apartment with a double door, in wluch the Circum- 
locution Sages appeared to be assembled m council, and out of 
which there was an imposing coming of papers, and into which 
there was an imposing going of papers, almost constantly, wherein 
anotlier gentleman, number four, was the active instrument. 

I want to know,’ said Arthur Clennam, — and again stated 
his case in tile same barrel-organ way. As number one referred him 
to number two, and as number two referred him to number three, 
he had occasion to state it three times before they all referred him 
to number four, to whom he stated it again 

Number four was a vivacious, well-looking, well-dressed, agree- 
able young fellow — he was a Barnacle, but on the more sprightly 
side of tlie family — and he said in an easy way, ‘ Oh* you had better 
not bother yourself about it, I think.’ 
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‘Not botlier mjself about it^^ 

‘No* I recommend you not to botlier yourself about it.’ 

This was such a new point of view that Arthur Clennam found 
himself at a loss how to receive it 

‘You can if you like. I can give you plent)’' of forms to fill up 
Lots of ’em here. You can have a dozen if you like But you’ll never 
go on witli It,’ said number four 
‘Would It be such hopeless work^ Excuse me, I am a stranger in 
England ’ 

don’t say it would be hopeless,’ returned number four, with 
a frank smile ‘I don’t express an opinion about tliat, I only 
express an opinion about you I don’t tliink you’d go on witli it 
However, of course, you can do as you like I suppose there was a 
failure in the performance of a contract, or somediing of that kind, 
was therein’ 

*I really don’t know ’ 

‘Well* That you can find out Then you’ll find out what 
Department the contract was in, and then you’ll find out all about 
It there ’ 

‘I beg your pardon. How shall I find out**’ 

you’ll — you’ll ask till they tell you Tlien you’ll memo- 
nalise that Department (according to regular forms which you’ll 
find out) for leave to memonahse tins Department If you get it 
(which you may after a tune), that memonal must be entered m 
that Deparanent, sent to be registered in this Department, sent > 
back to be signed by that Department, sent back to be counter- 
signed by this Department, and then it will begin to be regularly 
before that Department You’ll find out when the busmess passes 
through each of these stages by asking at both Departments till 
they tell you ’ 

But surely tlus is not the way to do the business,’ Arthur 
Clennam could not help saying 

This airy young Barnacle was quite entertained by his sunphaty 
in supposing for a moment that it was This hght in hand young 
arnacle knew perfecdy that it was not This touch and go young 
^macle had ‘got up’ the Department m a private secretaryship, 
t he might be ready for any bttle bit of fat that came to hand, 
and he fully understood the Department to be a pohtico-diplomatic 
ocus pocus piece of machinery for the assistance of the nobs m 
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keeping off the snobs.® This dashing young Barnacle, in a word, 
was hkely to become a statesman, and to make a figure 

‘ Wlien the busmess is regularly before that Department, what- 
ever It IS,’ pursued this bnght young Barnacle, ‘ then you can watch 
It from time to time through that Department. When it comes 
regularly before this Department, then you must watch it from 
time to time through this Department. We shall have to refer it 
nght and left, and when we refer it anywhere, then you’ll have to 
look It up When it comes back to us at any tune, then you had 
better look us up When it sticks anjr^vhere, you’ll have to try 
to give It a )og When you wnte to another Department about it, 
and then to this Department about it, and don’t hear anything 
sausfactory about it, why then you had better — keep on writing 
Arthur Clennam looked very doubtful indeed. ‘But I am 
obhged to you at any rate,’ said he, ‘for your pohteness ’ 

‘Not at all,’ replied this engagmg young Barnacle ‘Try the 
thing, and see how you hke it It will be in your power to give it 
up at any time, if you don’t like it. You had better take a lot of 
forms away with you Give him a lot of forms*’ With which 
instruction to number two, this sparkling young Barnacle took a 
fresh handful of papers ftora nurnbers one and three, and earned 
them into the sanctuary to offer to the presiding Idol of the Cir- 
cumlocution Office. 

Arthur Clennam put his forms m his pocket gloomily enough, 
and went his way down the long stone passage and the long stone 
staircase He had come to the swmg doors leadmg into the street, 
and was v/aiting, not over patiently, for two people who were 
between him and them to pass out and let him follow, when the 
voice of one of them struck familiarly on Ins ear He looked at the 
speaker and recognised Mr Meagles Mr Meagles was veiy red in 
the face — redder than travel could have made him — and collsnng 
a short man who was with him, said, ‘come out, you rascal, come 
out*’ 

It was such an unexpected heanng, and it was also such an 
unc pected sight to see Mr Meagles burst die swing doors open, 
and emerge into the street widi the short man, who was of an un- 
offending appearance, that Clennam stood still for the moment 
exchanging looks of surprise with die porter. He followed, how- 
ex'cr. quickly; and sau Mr Meagles going down die street widi Ins 
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enemy at his side He soon came up his old travelling com- 
panion, and touched him on the back The choleric face which Mr 
Meagles turned upon lum smootlied when he saw who it was, and 
he put out his fnendly hand 

‘How are you^^ said Mr Meagles ‘How d'ye do} I have only just 
come over from abroad I am glad to see you ' 

‘And I am rejoiced to see you ' 

‘Thank’ee, Thank’ee'' 

‘Mrs Meagles and your daughter—^’ 

‘Are as well as possible,' said Mr Meagles ‘I only wish you had 
come upon me m a more prepossessmg condition as to coolness ’ 
Though It was anything but a hot day, Mr Meagles was in a 
heated state that attracted the attention of the passers-by, more 
particularly as he leaned his back agamst a railing, took off his hat 
and cravat, and hearaly rubbed lus steaming head and face, and 
his reddened ears and neck, vntliout the least regard for public 
opmion 

‘Whewl’ said Mr Meagles, dressing agam ‘That’s comfortable. 
Now I am cooler.’ 

‘You have been ruffled, Mr Meagles What is the matter^' 

‘Wait a bit, and FU tell you Have you leisure for a turn m the 
Park?’ 

‘As much as you please.’ 

Come along then Ah' you may well look at him.’ He happened 
to have turned his eyes towards the offender whom Mr Meagles 
had so angrily collared ‘He’s somethmg to look at, that fellow is ’ 

He was not much to look at, either m pomt of size or m pomt 
of dress, being merely a short, square, practical lookmg man, 
whose hair had turned grey, and m whose face and forehead there 
were deep lines of cogitation, which looked as though they were 
carved m hard wood. He was dressed in decent black, a little rusty, 
^d had the appearance of a sagacious master in some handicraft, 
ne had a spectacle-case in his hand, which he turned over and over 
while he was thus in question, with a certam free use of the thumb 
t IS never seen but m a hand accustomed to tools 
You keep with us,’ said Mr Meagles, m a tlireatenmg land of 
way, and FU mtroduce you presently. Now then'’ 

Clennam wondered withm himself, as they took the nearest 
way to the Park, what this unknown (who comphed m the gentlest 
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manner) could have been doing His appearance did not at all 
justify the suspicion that he had been detected in designs on Mr 
Meagles’s pocket-handkerchief, nor had he any appearance of 
being quarrelsome or violent He was a quiet, plain, steady man, 
made no attempt to escape, and seemed a litde depressed, but 
neither ashamed nor repentant If he were a criminal offender, 
he must surely be an incorrigible hypocrite, and if he were no 
offender, why should Mr Meagles have collared him in the Circum- 
locution Office^ He perceived that tlie man was not a difficulty 
in his own mind alone, but in Mr Meagles’s too, for such conversa- 
tion as they had together on the short way to the Park was by no 
means well sustained, and Mr Meagles’s eye always wandered back 
to the man, even when he spoke of something very different 
At length they being among the trees, Mr Meagles stopped short, 
and said 

‘Mr Clennam, will you do me tlie favour to look at this man^ 
His name is Doyce, Daniel Doyce You wouldn’t suppose this man 
to be a notorious rascal, would you^’ 

‘I certainly should not ’ It was really a disconcerting question, 
witli the man there 

No You would not I know you would not. You wouldn t 
suppose him to be a public offender, would you^’ 

‘No’ 

No But he IS He is a public offender What has he been guilty 
of^ Murder, manslaughter, arson, forgery, swindlmg, house- 
breaking, highway robbery, larceny, conspiracy, fraud? Winch 
should you say, now^’ 

I should say, returned Arthur Clennam, observing a faint 
smile in Daniel Doyce’s face, ‘not one of them ’ 

You are tight, said Mr Meagles ‘But he has been ingenious, 
and he has been trying to turn his ingenmty to his country’s service 
That makes him a pubhc offender directly, sir ’ 

Arthur looked at the man lumself, who only shook his head 
This Doyce, said Mr Meagles, ‘is a smith and engineer He is 
not in a large way, but he is well known as a very ingenious man 
A dozen years ago, he perfects an invention (involving a very 
^nous secret process) of great importance to his country and his ^ 
fellow-creatures I won’t say how much money it cost him, or how 
many years of his life he had been about it, but he brought it to 
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perfection a dozen years ago Wasn’t it a dozen said Mr Meagles, 
addressing Doyce ‘He is the most exasperating man in the world, 
he never complamsl’ 

‘Yes Rather better than twelve years ago ’ 

‘Rather better^’ said Mr Meagles, ‘you mean rather worse 
Well, Mr Clennam, he addresses himself to the Government. The 
moment he addresses himself to the Government, he becomes a 
public offenderl Sir,’ said Mr Meagles, in danger of making himself 
excessively hot agam, ‘he ceases to be an innocent atizen, and 
becomes a culprit He is treated 'from that mstant as a man who 
has done some infernal action He is a man to be shirked, put off, 
brow-beaten, sneered at, handed over by this highly-connedted 
young or old gentleman, to that highly-connected young or old 
gendeman, and dodged back again, he is a man with no rights in 
his own tune, or his own property, a mere oudaw, whom it is 
justifiable to get nd of anyhow, a man to be worn out by all 
possible means ’ 

It was not so difficult to believe, afrer the morning’s experience, 
as Mr Meagles supposed 

Don’t stand there, Doyce, tummg your spectacle-case over 
and over,’ cned Mr Meagles, ‘but tell Mr Cleimam what you 
confessed to me.’ 

I undoubtedly w<is made to feel,’ said the mventor, ‘as if I had 
comimtted an offence. In dancmg attendance at the various offices, 
I was always treated, more or less, as if it was a very bad offence I 
have frequendy found it necessary to reflect, for my own self-sup- 
port, that I really had not done anything to bnng myself mto the 
cwgate Calendar,® but only wanted to effect a great savmg and 
a great improvement.’ 

There!’ said Mr Meagles ‘Judge whether I exaggerate Now 

you 11 be able to believe me wlien I tell you the rest of the 
case.’ 

With this prelude, Mr Meagles went dirough the narrative, the 
established narrative, which has become tiresorae, the matter-of- 
whicli we all know by heart. How, after intermin- 
c attendance and correspondence, after infinite unpertmences, 
Ignorances, and msults, my lords made a Mmute, number three 
ousand four hundred and seventy-two, allowing the culprit 
make certain tnals of his mvenoon at his own expense. How the 
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tnals were made in die presence of a board of siv, of whom two 
ancient members were too blind to see it, two other ancient 
members were too deaf to hear it, one odier ancient member was 
too lame to get near it, and the final ancient member was too pig- 
headed to look at It How there v ere more years, more impern- 
nences, ignorances, and insults. How my lords then madeahhnute, 
number five dtousand one hundred and direc, whereby they re- 
signed the business to the Circumlocution Office Hov^ the Circum- 
locution Office, in course of time, took up die business as if it were 
a bran new thing of yesterday, which liad never been heard o 
before, muddled the business, addled die business, tossed die 
ness in a wet blanket Hov/ die impertinences, ignorances, an 
insults went through the multiplication table How there wms a 
reference of the invention to three Barnacles and a Stiltstalking, 
who knev/ nothing about it; into wdiose heads nodnng could e 
hammered about it, v/ho got bored about it, and reported physica 
impossibilities about it How die Circumlocution Office, m ^ 
Minute, number eight thousand seven hundred and forty, saw 
no reason to reverse the decision at w/hich my lords had arrive 
How the Circumlocution Office, being reminded that my lords 
had annved at no deasion, shelved the business How there ha 
been a final interview with the head of the Circumlocution Office 
that very morning, and how the Brazen Head had spoken, an 
had been, upon the whole, and under all the circumstances, an 
looking at it from the vanous points of view, of opinion that one o 
two courses was to be pursued in respect of the business* that was 
to say, either to leave it alone for evermore, or to begin it all over 
again 

‘Upon which,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘as a practical man, I then 
and there, in that presence, took Doyce by the collar, and told him 
It w^ plain to me that he was an infamous rascal and treasonable 
disturber of the government peace, and took him away. I brought 
him out of the office door by the collar, that the veiy porter might 
know I w'as a practical man who appreaated the offiaal estimate 
of such characters, and here we are' ’ 

If that airy young Barnacle had been there, he would have 
frankly told them perhaps that the Circumlocution Office had 
achieved its function That what the Barnacles had to do, was 
to suck on to the nauonal ship as long as they could That to trim 
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the ship, hghten the ship, clean tlie ship, would be to knock them 
off, that they could but be knocked off once, and that if die slup 
went down with them yet sticking to it, diat “was die ship’s look 
out, and not dieirs 

‘There'’ said Mr Meagles, ‘now’’ you know all about Doyce. 
Except, which I owm does not improve my state of mind, diat e^’en 
now you don’t hear him complain ’ 

‘You must have great patience,’ said Ardiur Clennam, looking 
at him with some wonder, ‘ great forbearance ’ 

‘No,’ he returned, ‘I don’t know that I have more than anodier 
man ’ 


‘By the Lord, you have more than I have, though'’ cned Mr 
Meagles 

Doyce smiled, as he said to Clennam, ‘You see, my expenence 
of these things does not begin wndi myself It has been m ray way 
to know a httle about them from time to time* Mme is not a 
particular case. I am not worse used than a hundred others who 
have put diemselves m the same position — than all the others, I 
tvas gomg to say.’ 

I don’t know that I should find that a consolation, if it were 
my case, but I am very glad diat you do ’ 

Understand me' I don’t say,’ he replied m his steady, planmng 
way, and looking into the distance before him as if his grey eye 
were measunng it, ‘ that ids recompense for a man’s toil and hope, 
^^it s a certam sort of rehef to know that I might have counted on 


He spoke in that qmet deliberate manner, and in that undertone, 
w A IS often observable in mechamcs who consider and adjust 
^ Vi belonged to him like his suppleness of thumb, 

^ his peculiar way of tilting up his hat at the back every now and 
en, as if he were contemplating some half-finished work of his 
*^a and thinking about it 

Disappomted ? ’ he went on, as he "walked between them under 
e trees Yes No doubt I am disappointed Hurt^Yes No doubt 
3m hurt. That’s only naturah But what I mean when I say that 

peop e who put themselves m the same position are mostly used m 
“e same -way ' 

‘In England,’ said Mr Meagles 

Oh' of course I mean in England When they take their 
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inventions into foreign countnes, that’s quite differenL And that’s 
the reason why so many go there ’ 

Mr Meagles very hot mdeed again. 

‘What I mean is, that however this comes to be the regular way 
of our government, it is its regular way. Have you ever heard of 
any projector or inventor who failed to find it all but maccessible, 
and whom it did not discourage and ill-treat^’ 

‘I cannot say that I ever have.’ 

‘ Have you ever known it to be beforehand in the adoption of any 
useful thing ^ Ever known it to set an example of any useful kind^’ 
‘I am a good deal older than my friend here,’ said Mr Meagles, 
‘and rU answer than Never.’ 

‘But we all three have known, I expect,’ said the mventor, 
a pretty many cases of its fixed determmation to be miles upon 
miles, and years upon years, behmd the rest of us, and of its being 
found out persisting in the use of thmgs long superseded, even after 
the better things were well known and generally taken up ^ ’ 

They all agreed upon that. 

Well then,’ said Doyce, with a sigh, ‘as I know what such a 
metal will do at such a temperature, and such a body under such a 
pressure, so I may know (if I will only consider), how these 
great lords and gentlemen will certainly deal with such a matter as 
mme I have no right to be surprised, with a head upon my 
shoulders, and memory m it, that I fall into the ranks with all who 
came before me I ought to have let it alone I have had warmng 
enough, I am sure ’ 

^ his spectacle-case, and said to Arthur, 

If 1 don t complam, Mr Clennam, I can feel gratitude; and I 
assure you that I feel it towards our mutual fhend Many’s the day, 
and m^y’s the way m which he has backed me ’ 
btufFand nonsense,’ said Mr Meagles 

Arthim could not but glance at Daniel Doyce in the ensumg 
SI ence ougli it was evidently in the gram of his character, and 
o IS respect for his own case, that he should abstam from idle 
murmunng, it was evident that he had grown the older, the 
smrner, an the poorer, for his long endeavour He could not but 
think what a blessed thing it would have been for diis man, if he 

from tlie gentlemen who were so kind as to tak^ 
a nauon s affairs m charge, and had learnt How not to do it 
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Mr Meagles 'U'as hot and despondent for about five minutes, 
and dien began to coo! and clear up 

G^me, come*' said he- 'We shah not make this tlie better by 
being gnm Wiere do you think of going, Dan^* 

I shall go back to die factor}', said Dan 
Wliy then, we II all go back to the factor}', or walk in diat 
direction,’ returned Mr Meagles cheerfully- ‘Mr Clennam won’t be 
deterred by its being m Bleeding Heart Yard ’ 

Bleeding Heart Yard^’ said Clennam ‘I want to go there-’ 

So much die better,' cned Mr Meagles ‘Come alongl’ 

As Ae} went along, certainly one of die party, and probably 
more Aan one, diought that Bleeding Heart Yard was no inappro- 
pnate desdnation for a man who had been in offiaal correspondence 
my lords and die Barnacles - and perhaps had a misgiving 
Bntanma herself might come to look for lodgings in 

mg Heart Yard some ugly day or other, if she over-did the 
Circumlocution 0/fice- 


CHAPTER II 

Let Loose 


The sti^m'^/ if closing m upon the nver Saone- 
the clondr^ m a gloomy place, redected 

as if they we^'h leaned over here and there, 

pictures m tb ^ half afraid, to see dieir darkenmg 

% a lone h^ country about Chalons 

of PodiL occasionaUy made a little ragged by a row 

nver the banks of the 

i ne It was weg depressing, sobtary, and the night deepened 

Chalons was the only 
and avoid^ landscape- Cam imght have looked as lonely 
^ ^^^^P^kin knapsack at his back, and a 

Wre^lo --d in his hand, mny, 

^nmmed* the rl ^ if gmters trodden oug his hair and beard un- 
> e cloak he earned over his shoulder, and the clothes he 
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wore, sodden with wet; limping along in pain and difficulty, he 
looked as if the clouds were hurrying from him, as if the wail of the 
wind and the shuddenng of the grass were directed against him, as 
if the low mysterious plashing of the water murmured at him, as if 
the fitful autumn night were disturbed by him 

He glanced here, and he glanced there, sullenly but shnnkingly, 
and sometimes stopped and turned about, and looked all round 
him Then he limped on again, toiling and muttering. 

‘To the devil with this plain that has no end’ To the devil v/ith 
these stones that cut like knives’ To the devil with this dismal 
darkness, wrapping itself about one vuth a chill’ I hate you’’ 

And he would have visited his hatred upon it all with die scowl 
he threw about him, if he could He trudged a little furdier, and 
looking into the distance before him, stopped again 

‘I, hungry, thirsty, v/eary. You, imbeciles, where the lights are 
yonder, eating and dnnkmg, and warming yourselves at fires’ I 
wish I had the sacking of your town, I v/ould repay you, my 
children’’ 

But the teeth he set at the town, and die hand he shook at die 
town, brought the town no nearer, and the man was yet hungner, 
and thirstier, and wearier, when his feet were on its jagged pave- 
ment, and he stood looking about him 

There was the hotel with its gateway, and its savoury smell of 
cooking, there was the cafd with its bnght windows, and its ratding 
of dominoes, there was the dyer’s with its stnps of red cloth on the 
doorposts, there was the silversmith’s v/ith its earrings, and its 
offenngs for altars, there was the tobacco dealer’s with its lively 
group of soldier customers coming out pipe in mouth, there were 
the bad odours of the town, and the rain and the refuse in the 
kennels, and the faint lamps slung across the road, and the huge 
Diligence, and its mountain of luggage, and its six grey horses with 
their tails tied up, getting under weigh at the coach office But no 
small cabaret for a straitened traveller being within sight, he had to 
seek one round the dark comer, v/here the cabbage leaves lay 
tliickest, trodden about the public cistern at which women had not 
yet left off drawing water. There, in the back street he found one, 
die Break of Day The curtamed windows clouded the Break of 
Day, but it seemed light and warm, and it announced in legible 
inscriptions with appropriate pictorial embellishment of billiard 
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:ue and ball, that at the Break of Day one could play billiards, that 
here one could find meat, dnnk, and lodgmgs, whether one came 
3n horseback, or came on foot, and that it kept good wines, liqueurs, 
ind brandy. The man turned tlie handle of the Break of Day door, 
and limped m 

He touched his discoloured slouched hat, as he came in at the 
door, to a few men who occupied the room Two were playing 
dominoes at one of the httle tables, three or four were seated round 
the stove, conversmg as they smoked, the bdliard-table in the 
centre was left alone for the time, the landlady of the Daybreak sat 
behind her little counter among her cloudy bottles of syrups, 
baskets of cakes, and leaden dramage*- for glasses, working at her 
needle 

Makmg his way to an empty little table in a comer of the room 
behind the stove, he put down his knapsack and his cloak upon the 
ground As he raised his head from stoopmg to do so, he found the 
landlady beside him 

‘One can lodge here to-night, raadame^' 

‘Perfecdyl’ said the landlady m a lugh," smg-song, cheery 
voice. 

‘Good One can dme — sup — what you please to call it?’ 

‘Ah, perfectly!’ cned the landlady as before 
‘Dispatch then, madame, if you please. Something to eat, as 
quickly as you can, and some wme at once. I am exhausted ’ 

Tt IS very bad weather, monsieur,’ said the landlady. 

‘Cursed weather.’ 

‘And a very long road ’ 

‘A cursed road ’ 

His hoarse voice failed him, and he rested his head upon his 
bands until a bottle of wine was brought from the counter Havifig 
filled and emptied his little tumbler twice, and having broken off 
3n end from the great loaf that was set before him with his cloth 
napkin, soup-plate, salt, pepper, and oil, he rested lus back 
against the comer of die wall, made a couch of die bench on which 

e sat, and began to chew crust, until such time as his repast should 
be ready 

There had been that momentary interruption of the talk about 
me stove, and that temporary mattention to and distracaon from 
one anodier, which is usually mseparable m such a company from 
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the arrival of a stranger. It had passed over by tins time, and the 
men had done glancing at him, and were talking again 

‘That’s the true reason,’ said one of them, brmging a story he 
had been telling, to a close, ‘ that’s the true reason v/hy diey said 
that the devil was let loose.’ The speaker was the tall Swiss belong- 
ing to tile church, and he brought something of die authonty of 
the church into the discussion — especially as the devil was in 
question 

The landlady having given her directions for the new guest’s 
entertainment to her husband, who acted as cook to the Break of 
Day, had resumed her needlework behind her counter She was a 
smart, neat, bnght little woman, with a good deal of cap and a 
good deal of stocking, and she struck into the conversation with 
several laughing nods of her head, but without looking up from her 
work 

‘Ah Heaven, then,’ said she. ‘When die boat came up from 
Lyons, and brought the news that the devil was actually let loose 
at Marseilles, some fly-catchers swallowed it. But P No, not I ’ 
‘Madame, you are always nght,’ returned the tall Swiss ‘Doubt- 
less you were enraged against that man, raadame?’ 

A.y, yes, then'’ cned the landlady, raising her eyes from her 
work, opening them very wide, and tossing her head on one side 
‘Naturally, yes ’ 

‘He was a bad subject ’ 

He was a wicked wretch,’ said the landlady, ‘and well merited 
what he had the good fortune to escape. So much the worse ’ 
Stay, madame' Let us see,’ returned the Swiss, argumentatively 
turning his cigar between his lips ‘It may have been his un- 
fortunate destiny He may have been the child of circumstances It 
IS always possible that he had, and has, good in him if one did but 
know how to find it out. Philosophical philanthropy teaches 
The rest of the little knot about the stove murmured an objection 
to tile introduction of that threatening expression. Even the two 
players at dominoes glanced up from their game, as if to protest 
agamst philosophical philanthropy being brought by name into 
the Break of Day. 

Hold tliere, you and your philanthropy,’ cned the snuling land- 
lady, nodding her head more than ever ‘ Listen then I am a woman, 
1. 1 know nodiing of philosophical philanthropy But I know what 
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I have seen, and what I have looked in tlie face in tins world here, 
where I find mysclF And I tell you this, m\ fncnd. that there are 
people (men and w omen both, unfortunatcK) who have no good 
in tliem - none Tliat there are people vv'hom it is necessary to 
detest wntliout compromise That there are people w ho must be 
dealt wath as enemies of the human race That there arc people w ho 
have no human heart, and who must be crushed h'<e savage beasts 
and cleared out of the w ay TItev are but few, I hope, but I have 
seen (in tins world here where I find mvsclf, and even at the little 
Break of Day) that there are such people And I do not doubt that 
tins man — whatev'Cr they call him, I forget Ins name - is one of 
them ’ 

The landlady’s lively speech was received wnth greater favour 
at the Break of Day, tlian it would hav'c ehated from certain 
amiable w/hitew^ashers of die class she so unreasonabl}' objected to, 
nearer Great Britain 

My faith* If your plulosophical philanthropy,’ said tlie landlady, 
putting down her w-'ork, and nsing to take die stranger’s soup from 
her husband, who appeared w,'idi it at a side door, ‘puts anybody 
at the mercy of sucli people by holding terms wdth them at all, in 
words or deeds, or both, take it away from die Break of Day, for 
It isn’t w/orth a sou ’ 

As she placed the soup before die guest, who clianged Ins attitude 
to a sitting one, he looked her full in the face, and his moustaclie 

went up under his nose, and his nose came down over his mous- 
tache. 

^^'^ell* said the previous speaker, ‘let us come back to our 
ject Leaving all that aside, gendemen, it was because the man 
Was acqmtted on his tnal that people said at Marseilles that the devil 
was let loose. That w^as how the phrase began to circulate, and what 
It meant, nothing more.’ 

How do they call him''’ said the landlady ‘Biraud, is it not^’ 
gaud, madame,’ returned the tall Swuss 
Bjgaud' To be sure.’ 

The travellw’s soup wras succeeded by a dish of meat, and that 
y a dish of vegetables He ate all that was placed before him, 
emptied his botde of wme, called for a glass of rum, and smoked his 
cup of coffee As he became refreshed, he became 
^beanng, and patronised the company at the Daybreak m 
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certain small talk at which he assisted, as if his condition were far 
above his appearance 

The company might have had other engagements, or tliey might 
have felt their inferiority, but in any case they dispersed by degrees, 
and not being replaced by other company, left their new patron m 
possession of the Break of Day The landlord was clmking about in 
his kitchen; the landlady v/as quiet at her work, and the refreshed 
traveller sat smoking by the stove, warming his ragged feet. 

‘ Pardon me, madame — that Biraud ’ 

‘Rigaud, monsieur ’ 

‘Rigaud Pardon me again - has contracted your displeasure, 
how^’ 

The landlady, who had been at one moment thinking within 
herself that this was a handsome man, at another moment that this 
was an ill-lookmg man, observed die nose coming down and the 
moustache going up, and strongly inclined to the latter decision. 
Pagaud was a cnmmal, she said, who had killed his wife. 

‘Ay, ay^ Death of my hfe, that’s a criminal indeed But how do 
you know it^’ 

‘All the world knows it.’ 

‘Hah’ And yet he escaped justice?’ 

‘Monsieur, the law could not prove it against him to its 
satisfaction. So the law says Nevertheless, all the world knows 
he did It The people knew it so well, that they tned to tear hun to 
pieces ’ 

‘Being all in perfect accord with their own wives said the 
guest. ‘HahaP 

The landlady of the Break of Day looked at him again, and feh 
almost confirmed m her last decision He had a fine hand, though, 
and he turned it with a great show She began once more to thmk 
that he was not ill-looking after all 

‘Did you mention, madame — or was it mentioned among the 
gentlemen - what became of him ^ ’ 

The landlady shook her head, it bemg the first conversational 
stage at which her vivacious earnestness had ceased to nod it, 
kee'pmg time to what she said It had been mentioned at the Day- 
break, she remarked, on the authority of the journals, that he had 
been kept in pnson for his own safety. However that imght be, he 
had escaped his deserts; so much the worse 
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The guest sat looking at her as he smoked out his final agarette, 
and as she sat with her head bent over her work, with an expression 
that might have resolved her doubts, and brought her to a lasting 
conclusion on the subject of lus good or bad looks if she had seen 
iL When she did look up, the expression was not there Tlie hand 
was smoothing his shgggy moustache 
‘May one ask to be shown to bed, madame^’ 

Very wilhngly, monsieur. Hola, my husband > My husband would 
conduct him up-stairs Tliere was one traveller there, asleep, who 
had gone to bed very early indeed, being overpowered by fatigue, 
but It was a large chamber widi two beds m it, and space enough 
for twenty. This the landlady of the Break of Day chirpmgly ex- 
plained, callmg between whiles, ‘Hola, my husband!’ out at the 
side door 

My husband ansv^ered at length, ‘It is I, my wife’’ and pre- 
senting himself in his cook’s cap, hghted the traveller up a steep 
and narrow staircase, the traveller carrying his own cloak and knap- 
sack, and biddmg the landlady good night with a complimentary 
reference to the pleasure of seeing her again to-morrow It was a 
large room, with a rough splmtery floor, unplastered rafters over- 
head, and two bedsteads on opposite sides Here ‘my husband’ 
put down the candle he earned, and with a sidelong look at his 
piest stoopmg over his knapsack, gruffly gave him the mstruction. 
The bed to the nght*’ and left him to his repose The landlord, 
whether he was a good or a bad physiognomist, had fully made up 
his mind tliat the guest was an ill-looking fellow 

The guest looked contemptuously at the clean coarse bedding 
prepared for him, and, sitting down on the rush chair at the bed- 
money out of his pocket, and told it over m his hand 
ne must eat,’ he muttered to himself, ‘but by Heaven I must eat 
3t the cost of some other man to-morrow! ’ 

As he sat pondering, and mechamcally weighing his money in 
's palm, the deep breathmg of the traveller in the other bed fell 
^ regularly upon his heanng that it attracted his eyes in that 
nection The man was covered up warm, and had drawn the 
g curtam at his head, so tliat he could be only heard, not seen 
ut e deep regular breatlung, still going on wlule the other was 
he 1 ”^ worn shoes and gaiters, and still continuing when 

hid aside liis coat and cravat, became at lengtli a strong 
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provocative to curiosity, and incentive to get a glimpse of the 
sleeper’s face 

The waking traveller, therefore, stole a little nearer, and yet a 
httle nearer, and a little nearer to die sleeping traveller’s bed, until 
he stood close beside it Even then he could not see his face, for he 
had drawn the sheet over it The regular breadiing still contmiung, 
he put his smooth white hand (such a treacherous hand it looked, as 
It went creeping from him!) to the sheet, and gently lifted it away 

‘Death of my soul' ’ he whispered, falling back, ‘here’s Cavallet- 
to'’ 

The little Italian, previously influenced in his sleep, perhaps, by 
the stealthy presence at his bedside, stopped in his regular breathing, 
and with a long deep respiration opened his eyes At first they were 
not awake, though open He lay for some seconds looking placidly 
at his old prison companion, and then, all at once, with a cry of 
surprise and alarm, sprang out of bed 

‘Hush! What’s the matter^ Keep qmet! It’s I You know me^ 
cried the other, in a suppressed voice 

But John Baptist, widely staring, muttenng a number of in- 
vocations and ejaculations, trembhngly backmg mto a comer, 
shpping on his trousers, and tymg his coat by the two sleeves round 
his neck, mamfested an unmistakable desire to escape by the door 
rather than renew the acquamtance. Seeing this. Ins old prison 
comrade fell back upon the door, and set his shoulders against it 

Cavalletto! Wake, boy! Rub your eyes and look at me Not 
the name you used to call me - don’t use that - Lagmer, say 
Lagmerl ’ 

John Baptist, staring at him with eyes opened to their utmost 
width, made a number of those national, backhanded shakes of 
the right forefinger in the air, as if he were resolved on negativmg 
beforehand everything that the other could possibly advance during 
the whole term of his hfe. 

Cavalletto! Give me your hand You know Lagmer, the gende- 
man Touch the hand of a gentleman!’ 

Submitting himself to the old tone of condescending authonty? 
John Baptist, not at all steady on his legs as yet, advanced and put 
his hand m his patron’s Monsieur Lagmer laughed, and having 
given It a squeeze, tossed it up and let it go. 

Then you were—’ feltered John Baptist. 
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Not shaved? No See here*’ cned Lagnier, giving his head a 
as tight on as your own ’ 

John Baptist, widi a slight shiver, looked all round tlie room as 
II to recall where he was His patron took tliat opportunity of turn- 
ing the in the door, and then sat down upon his bed 

I-ookr he said, holding up his shoes and gaiters ‘That’s a 
poor tarn for a gentleman, you’ll say No matter, you shall see how 
^ome and sit down Take jour old place’’ 

Jo Baptist, looking anj^lung but reassured, sat down on the 
oo^t Ae beside, keeping his eyes upon his patron all the time 
s well’’ cned Lagnier ‘Now we might be in the old infer- 
al hole again, hey^ How long have you been out’"’ 

1 wo days after you, my master,’ 

How do you come here^*’ 

I town at once, 

nee then I have changed about I have been doing odds and 

the Lyons, upon the Rhone, upon 

sunbume Vi ,1 ^ spoke, he rapidly mapped the places out with his 
sunoumt hand upon the floor 

^And where are you going?’ 

‘Going, my master 

‘Ayr 


kno™/l^T>rrk'° 

he said at last, as rfhe were Wd to 


theadm.^„„ -a “e saio at last, as d lie were foreed to 
perhapj re 

EngUd We-irg^regete.^'’ 

n^t mm ^is head, and showed his teeth, and yet 

^^gement^ ^ convinced that it was a surpassingly desirable 

IytII Tagmer. ‘You shall see how soon 

profit by It It ,0 ° A ^°Siiised as a gentleman, ^d you shall 

‘ at ^ f one?’ 

surely! said the little man 

’«^ant sleerf- how T ^ - and m six words, for I 

Not the other ’ ^Ppear before you, I, Lagmer Remember that 


‘Altro, aidol Not Rt-- Before John Bapast could fimsh the name, 
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his comrade had got his hand under Ins chin and fiercely shut up 
his mouth. 

Death I what are you doing ^ Do you want me to be trampled 
upon and stoned^ Tio you want to be trampled upon and stoned^ 
You would be You don’t imagine that they would set upon me, 
and let my pnson chum go^ Don’t think it’’ 

There was an expression in his face as he released his gnp of his 
friend’s jaw, from which his fnend inferred that if die course of 
events really came to any stoning and trampling, Monsieur Lagmer 
would so distinguish him with his notice as to ensure his liavinghis 
full share of it He remembered what a cosmopolitan gendeman 
Monsieur Lagmer was, and how few v/eak distinctions he made. 

I am a man,’ said Monsieur Lagmer, ‘whom society has deeply 
wronged since you last saw me. You know that I am sensitive and 
brave, and that it is my character to govern How has society re- 
spected those qualities in me ^ I have been shrieked at through the 
streets I have been guarded through the streets against men, and 
especially women, runmng at me armed vnth any weapons they 
could lay their hands on I have lain in prison for security, with the 
place of my confinement kept a secret, lest I should be tom out of 
It and felled by a hundred blows I have been carted out of Marseilles 
in the dead of mght, and earned leagues away from it packed m 
straw It has not been safe for me to go near my house, and, with a 
s pittance in my pocket, I have walked through vile mud 
and weather ever since, until my feet are crippled — look at them! 

uc are the humiliations that society has inflicted upon me, 
possessing the qualities I have mentioned, and which you know me 
to possess. But society shall pay for it.’ 

All this he said in his companion’s ear, and with his hand before 
his lips. 

Even here, he went on in the same way, ‘even in this mean 
nn ng s op, society pursues me. Madame defames me, and her 
guests e ame me I, too, a gentleman with manners and accom- 
p IS ments to stnke them dead* But the wrongs society has heaped 
upon me are treasured in this breast.’ 

To ^11 of which John Baptist, hstening attentively to the sup- 
pressed hoarse voice, said from time to time, ‘Surely, surely!’ 
tossing his head and shutting his eyes, as if there were the clearest 
case against soaety that perfect candour could make out. 
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‘Put my shoes diere/ continued Lagnier ‘Hang my cloak to 
dt}'- there by the door Take my hat ’ He obeyed each instruction, 
as It was given ‘And this is tlie bed to winch society consigns me, 
IS it^ Hah J^eQ' well' ^ 

As he stretched out his lengtli upon it, with a ragged handker- 
chief bound round his wicked head, and only Ins wicked head 
showing above the bedclothes, John Baptist was rather strongly 
reminded of what had so verj'^ nearly happened to prevent the 
moustache from any more going up as it did, and tlie nose from any 
mor^ coming down as it did 

‘Shaken out of destmy’s dice-box agam into your company, eh^ 
By Heaven' So much the better for you You’ll profit by it I shall 
need a long resL Let me sleep m tlie morning ’ 

John Baptist rephed tliat he should sleep as long as he would, 
and wishing lum a happy mght, put out the candle One might have 
supposed that the next proceedmg of die Italian would have been 
to undress, but he did exacdy the reverse, and dressed lumself from 
head to foot, saving his shoes When he had so done, he lay down 
upon his bed with some of its covenngs over hun, and his coat 
sull tied round his neck, to get through the mght 
When he started up, die Godfather Break of Day was peeping 
at Its namesake He rose, took his shoes m his hand, turned the key 
in die door with great caution, and crept downstairs Nothmg was 
asur there but the smell of coffee, wine, tobacco, and syrups, and 
niadame’s little counter looked ghasdy enough But he had paid 
madame his htde note at it over night, and wanted to see nobody — 
■wanted nodung but to get on his shoes and his knapsack, open the 
ilnor, and run away. 

He prospered in his object No movement or voice was heard 
when he opened the door, no wicked head tied up in a ragged 
^dkercluef looked out of the upper window When the sun had 
mised his full disc above the flat line of the horizon, and was striking 
m out of die long muddy vista of paved road with its weary 
avenue of httle trees, a black speck moved along the road and 
sp ashed among the flaming pools of rain-water, which black speck 
]olm Baptist Cavalletto running away from his patron 
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CHAPTER 12 

Bleeding Heart Yard 

In London itself, though in the old rustic road towards a suburb 
of note where in the days of Wilbam Shakespeare, author and stage- 
player, there were Royal hunting-seats^ — howbeit no sport is left 
there now but for hunters of men — Bleeding Heart Yard was to be 
found, a place much changed m featute and in fortune, yet with 
some rehsh of ancient greamess about it. Two or three mighty stacks 
of chimneys, and a few large dark rooms which had escaped being 
walled and subdivided out of the recognition of their old propor- 
tions, gave the Yard a character It was inhabited by poor people, 
who set up their rest among its faded glories, as Arabs of the desert 
pitch their tents among the fallen stones of the Pyramids, but there 
was a family sentimental feehng prevalent in the Yard, that it had a 
character 

As if the aspmng aty had become puffed up m the very ground 
on which It stood, the ground had so risen about Bleeding Heart 
Yard that you got mto it down a flight of steps which formed no 
part of the onginal approach, and got out of it by a low gateway 
mto a maze of shabby streets, which went about and about, 
tortuously ascending to the level again At this end of the Yard 
and over the gateway, was the factory of Daniel Doyce, often 
heavily beating like a bleedmg heart of iron, with the clink of metal 
upon metal 

The opinion of the Yard was divided respecting the derivation 
of Its name. The more practical of its inmates abided by the tradi- 
tion of a murder, the gentler and more imaginative inhabitants, 
including the whole of the tender sex, were loyal to the legend of a 
young lady of former times closely imprisoned in her chamber by 
a cruel father for remaining true to her own true love, and refusing 
to marry the suitor he chose for her. Tlie legend related how that the 
young lady used to be seen up at her wmdow behind the bars, 
murmunng a love-Iom song of which the burden was, ‘Bleedmg 
Heart, Bleedmg Heart, bleeding away,’ until she died It was 
objected by the murderous party that this Refrain was notoriously 
the invention of a tambour-v/orker,^ a spmster and romantic, still 
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lodging m tlie Yard But, forasmuch as all favounte legends must 
be assoaated widi die affections, and as many more people fall in 
love dian commit murder - which it may be hoped, howsoever bad 
we are, will continue until die end of die w'^orld to be die dispensa- 
tion imder which we shall live- the Bleedmg Heart, Bleeding Heart, 
bleedmg away stor)^, earned die day by a great majonty. Neidier 
party would listen to the anuquanes who delivered learned lectures 
in the neighbourhood, showing die Bleedmg Heart to have been the 
heraldic cognisance of die old family to wdiom die property had 
once belonged And, considenng that die hour-glass they turned 
from year to year was filled with the eardiiest and coarsest sand, 
the Bleedmg Heart Yarders had reason enough for objecting to be 
despoiled of die one litde golden gram of poetry that sparkled m it. 

Down m to the Yard, by way of die steps, came Daniel Doyce, 
Mr Meagles, and Clennam Passing along die Yard, and between 
the open doors on eidier hand, all abundandy garnished wadi light 
children nursing heavy ones, they arrived at its opposite boundary, 
the gateway. Here Arthur Clennam stopped to look about him for 
the domiale of Plomish, plasterer, whose name, accordmg to the 
custom of Londoners, Darnel Doyce had never seen or heard of to 
that hour 

It was plain enough, nevertheless, as Little Domt had said, over 
a lime-splashed gateway in the comer, wathm which Plomish kept 
a ladder and a barrel or two The last house in Bleedmg Heart Yard 
which she had desenbed as his place of habitation, was a large house, 
let off to vanous tenants, but Plomish ingeniously hinted that he 
ved in the parlour, by means of a painted hand under his name, the 
orefinger of w^hicli hand (on which the artist had depicted a ring 
wd a most elaborate nail of the genteelest form) referred all in- 
quirers to that apartment. 

Parting from his compamons, after arranging another meeting 
With ktr Meagles, Clennam went alone into the entry, and knocked 
With his knuckles at the parlour-door It was opened presently by 
® Woman with a cluld in her arms, whose unoccupied hand wqs 
p^ly tearrangmg die upper part of her dress Hus was Mrs 
ormsh, and this maternal action was the action of Mrs Plormsh 
'^ng a large part of her w^aking existence 

as kft Plormsh at home^ ‘Well, sir,’ said Mrs Plomish, a civil 
Woman, not to deceive you, he’s gone to look for a job ’ 
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‘Not to deceive you ' was a method of speech with Mrs Plomish 
She would deceive you, under any circumstances, as little as might 
be, but she had a tnck of ansv enng in this provisional form 

‘Do you think he will be back soon, if I v/ait for him^^ 

‘I have been expecung him,’ said Mrs Plomish, ‘this half an 
hour, at any minute of time Walk in, sir.’ 

Arthur entered the radier dark and close parlour (though it was 
lofty too), and sat down in the chair she placed for him. 

‘Not to deceive you, sir, I notice it,’ said Mrs Plomish, ‘and I 
take it kind of you ’ 

He v/as at a loss to understand what she meant, and by expressing 
as much in his looks, eliated her explanation 

‘It ain’t many that comes into a poor place, tliat deems it worth 
their while to move dieir hats,’ said Mrs Plomish ‘But people 
dunk more of it tharr people dunk.’ 

Clermam returned, "widi an uncomfortable feeling in so very 
slight a courtesy being unusual. Was that aid And stooping 
down to pinch the cheek of anodier young child who was sitting 
on die floor, stanng at him, asked Mrs Plomish how old that fine 
boywas^ 

Four year just turned, sir,’ said Mrs Plomish ‘He ts a fine litde 
fellow, am t he, sir^ But this one is rather sickly.* She tenderly 
hushed the baby in her arras, as she said it ‘You wouldn’t mind my 
asking if It happened to be a job as you was come about, sir, would 
you^’ asked Mrs Plomish wistfully. 

She asked it so anxiously, that if he had been m possession of any 
kind of tenement, he would have had it plastered a foot deep rather 
than answer No. But he was obliged to answer No, and he saw a 
shade of disappointment on her face, as she checked a sigh, and 
looked at the low fire. Then he saw, also, that Mrs Plomish 'was a 
young woman, made somewhat slatternly in herself and her be- 
longmgs by poverty, and so dragged at by poverty and the children 
together, that their muted forces had already dragged her face into 
wrinkles 

AH such things as jobs,’ said Mrs Plomish, ‘seems to me to have 
gone underground, they do indeed ’ (Herein Mrs Plormsh limited 
her remark to the plastering trade, and spoke without reference to 
the Circumlocution Office and the Barnacle Family.) 

Is It so difficult to get work''* asked Arthur Clennam 
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‘Plorrush finds it so/ she returned ‘He is quite unfortunate 
Really he is ’ 

Really he was He was one of those many wayfarers on the road 
of hfe, who seem to be afflicted witli supernatural corns, rendenng 
It impossible for them to keep up even with tlieir lame competitors 
A willing, working, soft hearted, not hard-headed fellow, Plormsh 
took his fortune as smoothly as could be expected, but it was a 
rough one. It so rarely happened that anybody seemed to want lum, 
It was such an exceptional case when his powers were in any request, 
that his misty mind could not make out how it happened He took 
tt as It came, tlierefore, he tumbled into all kinds of difficulties, and 
tumbled out of tliem, and, by tumbhng tlirough hfe, got himself 
considerably brmsed. 

It’s not for want of lookmg after pbs, I am sure,’ said Mrs 
Plormsh, lifting up her ej^ebrows, and searching for a solution of 
the problem between the bars of the grate, ‘nor yet for want of 
■workmg at them when they are to be got No one ever heard my 
husband complam of work ’ 

Somehow or other, this was the general misfortune of Bleeding 
cart Yard From time to time there were public complaints, 
pathetically gomg about, of labour being scarce — 'rt^hich certain 
people seemed to take extraordinanly ill, as though they had an 
solute nght to it on their own terms — but Bleeding Heart Yard, 
ough as wilhng a Yard as any m Bntain, was never the better for 
e demand That high old family, the Barnacles, had long been 
too busy with their great pnnciple to look into the matter, and 
tti eed the matter had nothing to do with their watchfulness m out- 
other high old families except the Snltstalkings 
le Mrs Plormsh spoke in these words of her absent lord, her 
or remmed A smooth-cheeked, fresh-coloured, sandy-whiskered 
o thirty Long m the legs, yieldmg at the knees, foohsh m the 
cc^aimel-jacketed, lime-whitened 
^This IS Plormsh, sir ’ 

I came, said Qennam, nsing, ‘ to beg the favour of a little con- 
ation with you on the subject of the Domt family ’ 

°™^^^ocame suspiaous Seemed to scent a creditor Said, 
p Well He didn’t know what satisfaction he could give any 

T respecting that family What might it be about, now^’ 
ow you better,’ said Clennam, smihng, ‘than you suppose.’ 
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Plomish observed, not smiling in return, And yet he hadn't the 
pleasure of being acquainted with the gentleman, neither 

‘No,' said Arthur, ‘I know your kind ofBces at second hand, but 
on the best authonty; through Little Domt - 1 mean,' he explained, 
‘Miss Dorrit ’ 

‘Mr Clennam, is it^ Oh’ I’ve heard of you, sir.' 

‘And I of you,’ said Arthur 

‘Please to sit down again, sir, and consider yourself welcome - 
Why, yes,’ said Plomish, taking a cliair, and liftmg the elder child 
upon his knee, that he might have the moral support of speaking to 
a stranger over his head, ‘I have been on the wrong side of the 
Lock myself, and in that way we come to know Miss Domt Me 
and my wifs, we are well acquainted with Miss Domt ’ 

‘Intimate*’ cried Mrs Plomish Indeed, she was so proud of the 
acquamtance, that she had awakened some bitterness of spirit in the 
Yard by magmfymg to an enormous amount the sum for which 
Miss Domt’s father had become insolvent The Bleeding Hearts 
resented her claiming to know people of such distinction 

It was her father that I got acquainted with first And through 
getting acquamted with him, you see — why — I got acquamted with 
her,' said Plomish tautologically. 

‘I see’ 

Ah* And there’s manners* There’s polish* There's a gentleman 
to have run to seed in the Marshalsea Jail* Why, perhaps you are 
not aware, said Plomish, lowering his voice, and speaking with a 
perverse admiration of what he ought to have pitied or despised, 
not aware that Miss Domt and her sister dursn’t let him know that 
they work for a living No * ’ said Plomish, looking with a ndiculous 
triumph first at his wife, and then all round the room ‘Dursn't let 
him know it, they dursn't* ’ 

Without adminng him for that,’ Clennam quietly observed, ‘I 
am very sorr}’’ for him ’ The remark appeared to suggest to Plor- 
nish, for the first time, that it might not be a very fine trait of 

character after all He pondered about it for a moment, and gave 
It up 

As to me, he resumed, ‘certainly Mr Dornt is as affable with 
me, I am sure, as I can possibly expect. Considering tlie differences 
and distances betwixt us, more so. But it’s Miss Domt tliat we were 
speaking of’ 
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‘True Pray how did you introduce her at my mother’s 
Mr Plomish picked a bit of lime out of his whisker, put it between 
his bps, turned it with his tongue like a sugar-plum, considered, 
found himself unequal to the task of lucid explanation, and appeal- 
ing to his wife, said, ‘ Sally you may as well mention how it was, old 
woman ’ 


‘Miss Domt,’ said Sally, hushmg the baby from side to side, and 
laying her chin upon the htde hand as it tried to disarrange the 
gown agam, ‘came here one afternoon with a bit of wntmg, telling 
that how she wished for needlework, and asked if it would be con- 
sidered any ill-conwenience in case she was to give her address 
here ’ (Plormsh repeated, her address here, in a low voice, as if he 


were making responses at church ) ‘Me and Plomish says, l^o. 
Miss Domt, no ill-conwemence,’ (Plomish repeated, no lU-con- 
wenience,) ‘and she wrote it m, according \^uch then me and 
Plomish says, Ho Miss Domtt’ (Plormsh repeated. Ho Miss 
Domt ) ‘Have you thought of copying it three or four times, as the 


■way to make it known m more places than one^ No, says Miss 
Domt, I have not, but I will She copied it out according, on tlus 
teble, in a sweet wntmg, and Plormsh, he took it where he worked, 
aving a job just then,’ (Plomish repeated job just then,) ‘and Itke- 
^ise to the landlord of the Yard, through wluch it was that Mrs 
Clennam first happened to employ Miss Domt ’ Plomish repeated, 
^ploy Miss Dorrit, and Mrs Plomish havmg come to an end, 
signed to bite die fingers of the little hand as she kissed it 
The landlord of the Yard,’ said Arthur Clennam, ‘is — ’ 

He IS Mr Casby, by name, he is,’ said Plormsh, ‘and Pancks, he 
*^0 ects the rents That,’ added Mr Plomish, dwelling on the sub- 
ject tvath a slow thoughtfulness that appeared to have no connection 
'wi 1 any specific object, and to lead him nowhere, ‘diat is about 
^ ^ 'O ^re, 3 ou may believe me or not, as you think proper ’ 

^ remmed Clennam, dioughtful m liis turn ‘Mr Casby, 
too An old acquaintance of mine, long ago'’ 

* r Plomish did not see his road to any comment on diis fact, 
^ ^ made none. As there truly was no reason why he should ha\ e 
to cast interest in it, Arthur Clennam went on to die present 
purport of his wsit, namely, to make Plomish die instrument of 
^ release, vndi as htde detnment as possible to the 
fc lancc and self-helpfulness of the } oung man, supposing him 
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to possess any remnant of those qualities: without doubt a very 
wide stretch of supposition. Plomish, having been made acquamted 
with the cause of action from the Defendant’s own mouth, gave 
Arthur to understand that the Plaintiff was a ‘Chaunter’^ — mean- 
mg, not a smger of anthems, but a seller of horses — and that he 
(Plomish) considered that ten shilhngs in the pound ‘would settle 
handsome,’ and that more would be a waste of money. The Princi- 
pal and instrument soon drove off together to a stable-yard in High 
Holbom, where a remarkably fine grey geldmg, worth, at the 
lowest figure, seventy-five guineas (not taking into account the 
value of the shot he had been made to swallow for the improvement 
of his form), was to be parted with for a twenty-pound note, in 
consequence of his havmg run away last week wiA Mrs Captain 
Barbary of Cheltenham, who wasn’t up to a horse of his courage, 
and who, in mere spite, msisted on selhng him for that ridiculous 
sum: or, in other words, on giving him away Plomish, going up 
this yard alone and leavmg his Principal outside, found a gentleman 
with tight drab legs, a rather old hat, a little hooked stick, and a blue 
neckerchief (Captain Maroon of Gloucestershire, a private fhend 
of Captam Barbary), who happened to be there, m a friendly way, 
to mention these little circumstances concermng the remarkably 
fine grey gelding to any real judge of a horse and quick snapper-up 
of a good thing, who might look in at that address as per advertise- 
ment- This gentleman, happening also to be the Plaintiff m the Tip 
case, referred Mr Plomish to his sohcitor, and declined to treat with 
Mr Plomish, or even to endure his presence m the yard, unless he 
appeared there with a twenty-pound note: in which case only, the 
gentleman v/ould augur from appearances that he meant busmess, 
and might be induced to talk to him On this hint, Mr Plomish 
retired to commumcate with his Pnncipal, and presently came back 
vnth the requued credentials Tlien said Captain Maroon, ‘Now, 
ow much time do you want to make the other twenty m^ Now, 
give you a month.’ Then said Captain Maroon, when that 
wouldn t suit, Now, I’ll tell what I’ll do with you You shall get 
me a good bill at four montlis, made paj^able at a banking-house, 
tv'enty*’ Then said Captain Maroon, when that 
wouldn t suit, ‘ Nov/, come, Here’s the last Tve got to say to you 
You shall pve me another ten down, and I’ll run my pen clean 
t rough It. Then said Captain Maroon when that wouldn’t suit, 
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‘Now, I’ll tell you what it is, and tlus shuts it up, he has used me 
bad, but I’ll let him off for anodier five down and a bottle of wine, 
and if you mean done, sa}'- done, and if you don’t hke it, leav^e it ’ 
Fmally said Captain Maroon, when that wouldn’t suit eitlier, ‘Hand 
over, then! ’ - And m considerauon of the first offer, gave a receipt 
in full and discharged the pnsoner 
‘Mr Plomish,’ said Ariliur, ‘I trust to you, if you please, to keep 
niy secret If you will undertake to let the young man know that 
he is free, and to tell him tliat you were employed to compound 
for the debt by some one whom you are not at liberty to name, you 
v.t11 not only do me a service, but may do him one, and lus sister 
also ’ 


‘The last reason, str,’ said Plomish, ‘would be qmte sufficient 
Your wishes shall be attended to ’ 

A Fnend has obtained his discharge, you can say if you please 
A Fnend who hopes that for his sister’s sake, if for no one else’s, 
he will make good use of his liberty.’ 

‘Your wishes, su-, shall be attended to ’ 

And if you will be so good, m your better knowledge of the 
family, as to comraumcate freely with me, and to point out to me 
any means by which you think I may be dehcately and really useful 
to Little Domt, I shall feel under an obligation to you ’ 

Don t name it, sir,’ returned Plomish, ‘it’ll be ekally a pleasure 
a - It 11 be ekally a pleasure and a — ’ Fmdmg himself unable to 
3 ance his sentence after two efforts, Mr Plomish wisely dropped 
iL He took Clennam’s card and appropnate pecuniary comphment. 
e was earnest to finish his commission at once, and his Pnnapal 
same mmd So his Prmcipal offered to set him dowm at 
6 arshalsea Gate, and they drove in that direction over Black- 
tiam Bndge. On the way, Arthur ehcited from his new friend a 
“infused summary of the mterior hfe of Bleeding Heart Yard They 
there, Mr Plomish said, uncommon hard up, to be 
couldn’t say how it was, he didn’t know as anybody 
m ^ was, that so it was When a 

3a e t, on his own back and in his own belly, that poor he was, 
Plormsh gave it as his decided beUef) know’d well 
^ 3t e was poor somehow or another, and you couldn’t talk it out 
^ m, no more than you could talk Beef into him. Then you see, 
nie people as was better off said, and a good many such people 
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lived pretty close up to the mark themselves if not beyond it so 
he’d heerd, that they was ‘improvident’ (tliat was the favourite 
word) down the Yard For instance, if they see a man with his wife 
and children going to Hampton Court m a Wan,® perhaps once in a 
year, they says, ‘Hallo' I thought you was poor, my improvident 
fnend'’ Why, Lord, how hard it was upon a man' What v/as a man 
to do^ He couldn’t go mollancholy mad, and ev^en if he did, you 
wouldn’t be the better for it. In Mr Plomish’s judgment you would 
be the worse for it. Yet you seemed to want to make a man 
mollancholy mad You was always at it — if not with your right 
hand, with your left What v/as they a doing in the Yard^ Wliy? 
talte a look at ’em and see. There was the girls and their motliers a 
working at their sev/ing, or their shoe-binding, or their trimming, 
or their waistcoat making, day and night and night and day, and 
not more than able to keep body and soul together after all - often 
not so much There was people of pretty well all sorts of trades you 
could name, all wanting to work, and yet not able to get it There 
v/as old people, after working all their hves, going and being shut 
up in the v/orkhouse, much worse fed and lodged and treated al- 
together, than — Mr Plomish said manufacturers, but appeared to 
mean malefactors Why, a man didn’t know where to turn himself 
for a crumb of comfort As to who was to blame for it, Mr Plomisb 
didn’t know who was to blame for it. He could tell you who 
suffered, but he couldn’t tell you whose fault it was It wasn t hts 
place to find out, and who’d mind what he said, if he did find out^ 
He only know’d that it wasn’t put right by them what undertook 
that line of business, and that it didn’t come right of itself And, m 
brief, his illogical opimon was, that if you couldn’t do nothing fot 
him, you had better take nothing from him for doing of it, so far 
as he could make out, that was about what it come to Thus, m a 
prolix, gently-growling, foolish way, did Plomish turn the 
tangled skein of his estate about and about, like a blind man who was 
trying to find some beginning or end to it, until they reached the 
prison gate. There, he left his Principal alone, to wonder, as he 
rode away, how many thousand Plomishes there might be witlim 
a day or two’s journey of the Circumlocution Office, playing sun- 
dry curious variations on the same tune, which were not known 
by ear in that glorious insutution. 
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CHAPTER 13 

Patriarchal 

The mention of Mr Casby agam revived m Clennam’s memory 
the smouldering embers of cunosity and mterest which Mrs Fhnt- 
wmch had fanned on the mght of his arrival Flora Casby had been 
the beloved of his boyhood, and Flora was the daughter and only 
child of wooden-headed old Christopher (so he was still occasion- 
ally spoken of by some irreverent spirits who had had dealmgs with 
him, and in whom famihanty had bred its proverbial result perhaps), 
tvho was reputed to be nch m weekly tenants, and to get a good 
quantity of blood out of the stones of several unpromismg courts 
and alleys 

After some days of mquiry and research, Arthur Clennam be- 
convinced ^at the case of the Father of the Marshalsea was 
indeed a hopeless one, and sorrowfully resigned the idea of helpmg 
m to freedom agam He had no hopeful mqiury to make at pre- 
sent, concerrung Little Domt either, but he argued with himself 
at It might — for anythmg he knew — it might be serviceable to 
e poor child, if he renewed this acquaintance. It is hardly neces- 
beyond aU doubt he would have presented himself 
Casby s door, if there had been no Little Domt m existence, 
or we all know how we all deceive ourselves — that is to say, how 
peep e m general, our profounder selves excepted, deceive them- 
selves - as to motives of action 

With a comfortable impression upon him, and qmte an honest 

patrojusmg Little Domt m doing 
at a no reference to her, he found himself one afternoon at 
^ corner of Mr Casby’s street. Mr Casby hved m a street in the 
y s Road, which had set off from that thoroughfare with 
apa runmng at one heat down mto the valley,^ and up 

^ ^ ® Pentonville Hill, but which had run itself out 

no tv^enty yards, and had stood still ever smee There is 

yea^l ^ now, but it remamed diere for many 

"^th a baulked countenance at die wilderness patched 
? I 1 gardens and pimpled widi eruptive summer-houses 
* lad meant to run over m no time 
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‘The house,’ thought Clennam, as he crossed to the door, ‘is 
as little changed as my motlier’s, and looks almost as gloomy But 
the likeness ends outside I know its staid repose widiin The smell 
of Its jars of old rose-leaves and lavender seems to come upon me 
even here ’ 

When his knock at the bright brass knocker of obsolete shape 
brought a woman-servant to the door, those faded scents in truth 
saluted him like wintry breath that had a faint remembrance in it of 
the bygone spnng He stepped into the sober, silent, air-tight house 
— one might have fancied it to have been stifled by Mutes in the 
Eastern manner — and the door, closing again, seemed to shut out 
sound and motion. The furniture v/as formal, grave, and quaker- 
hke, but well-kept, and had as prepossessing an aspect as anytlnng, 
from a human creature to a wooden stool, that is meant for much 
use and is preserved for little, can ever wear There was a grave 
clock, ticking somewhere up tlie staircase, and there was a songless 
bird in the same direction, pecking at his cage, as if he were ticking 
too The parlour-fire ticked in the grate. There was only one person 
on the parlour-hearth, and the loud watch in lus pocket ticked 
audibly. 

The servant-maid had ticked the two words ‘Mr Clennam’ so 
softly that she had not been heard, and he consequently stood, 
within the door she had closed, tmnoticed The figure of a man 
advanced in life, whose smooth grey eyebrows seemed to move to 
the ticking as the fire-hght flickered on them, sat in an arm-cliair, 
with his list shoes on the rug, and his thumbs slowly revolvmg over 
one another. This was old Chnstopher Casby — recognisable at a 
glance - as unchanged in twenty years and upward as his own sohd 
urmture — as little touched by the influence of the varymg seasons 
^ P rose-leaves and old lavender in his porcelain jars 

er aps there never was a man, in this troublesome world, so 
trcm ^ome for the imagination to picture as a boy And yet he 
Had changed very little m his progress through life Confronting 
um, in e room in which he sat, was a boy’s portrait, which any- 
o y seeing him would have identified as Master Chnstopher 
T n thougli disguised with a haymakmg rake, for 

w lie e had had, at any time, as much taste or use as for a diving- 
hell; and sitting (on one of bs own legs) upon a bank of violets, 
ove to precocious contemplation by the spire of a village church 
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There v.'zs the same smootli face and forehead, the same calm blue 
eye, the same plaad air The shining bald head, wluch looked so 
veiy- large because it shone so much, and tlie long grey hair at its 
sides and back, like floss silk or spun glass, which looked so very 
benevolent because it V'as never cut, were not, of course, to be seen 
in the boy as in the old man Nevertlieless, in tlie Seraphic creature 
witli the hajunaking rake, were clearly to be discerned die rudiments 
of the Patnarch vnth the list shoes ^ 


Patnarch was the name which many people delighted to give 
bim. Vanous old ladies in die neighbourhood spoke of him as The 
Last of die Patnarclis. So grey, so slow, so quiet, so impassionate, 
so very bumpy m die head, Patnarch was ^e word for him He 
ad been accosted in the streets, and respectfully solicited to be- 
come a Patriarch for painters and for sculptors, with so much 
^Portunity, in sooth, that it would appear to be beyond the Fine 
to remember the points of a Patnarch, or to invent one 
lanthropists of both sexes had asked who he was, and on being 
orraed, ‘Old Christopher Casby, formerly Town-agent to Lord 
Barnacle,’ had cned in a rapture of disappointment, 
nv.1 be not a benefactor to his species* 

why, with diat head, is he not a fadier to the orphan and a 
nend to the friendless!’ With that head, however, he remamed old 
stopher Casby, proclaimed by common report nch in house 
prope^j and with that head, he now sat m Ins silent parlour 
ce It would be die height of unreason to expect him to be 
sitting there without that head 

Arthur Clennam moved to attract his attention, and the grey 
^ ebrows turned towards him 

I beg your pardon,’ said Clennam, ‘I fear you did not hear me 

announced?’ 


ho, sir, I did not Did you vnsh to see me, sir?’ 

i Wished to pay my respects ’ ' 

w H seemed a feather’s weight disappointed by the last 

^ perhaps prepared himself for die visitor’s wishmg to 

a ch else Have I the pleasure, sir,’ he proceeded — ‘ take 

please— have I the pleasure of knowing— ? Ahl truly, 
I am ^ believe I am not mistaken in supposmg that 

of with those features ? I think I address a gentleman 

ose return to this country I was informed by Mr Flintwinch ? ’ 
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‘That IS your present visitor.’ 

‘ Really 1 Mr Clennam ^ ’ 

‘No other, Mr Casby.’ 

‘Mr Clennam, I am glad to see you. How have you been since 
we met^’ 

Without thinking it worth while to explain that in the course of 
some quarter of a centur}^ he had expenenced occasional slight 
fluctuations in his health and spirits, Clennam answered generally 
that he had never been better, or something equally to the purpose, 
and shook hands with the possessor of ‘that head’ as it shed its 
patriarchal light upon him 

‘We are older, Mr Clennam,’ said Chnstopher Casby 
‘We are — not younger,’ said Clennam After this wise remark he 
felt that he was scarcely shining with bnlliancy, and became aware 
that he was nervous 

‘And your respected father,’ said Mr Casby, ‘is no morel I was 
gneved to hear it, Mr Clennam, I was gneved ’ 

Arthur rephed in the usual way that he felt infinitely obliged to 
him. 

‘There was a time,’ said Mr Casby, ‘when your parents and 
myself were not on fnendly terms There was a little family mis- 
understanding among us Your respected mother was rather 
jealous of her son, maybe, when I say her son, I mean your worthy 
self, your worthy self ’ 

His smooth face had a bloom upon it like npe wall-fruit What 
with his blooming face, and that head, and his blue eyes, he seemed 
to be delivering sentiments of rare wisdom and virtue In hke 
manner, his physiognomical expression seemed to teem with 
bemgmty. Nobody could have said where the wisdom was, or 
where the virtue was, or where the benignity was, but they all 
seemed to be somev/here about him 

Those times, however,’ pursued Mr Casby, ‘ are past and gone, 
past and gone. I do myself the pleasure of making a visit to your 
respected mother occasionally, and of adminng the fortitude and 
strength of mind with which she bears her trials, bears her trials 
When he made one of these hide repetitions, sitting with his 
hands crossed before him, he did it wuth his head on one side, and 
a gentle smile, as if he had something m his thoughts too sweetly 
profound to be put into words As if he denied himself the pleasure 
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of Uttering it, lest he should soar too high, and his meekness there- 
fore preferred to be unmeanmg 

‘I have heard that you were kind enough on one of those 
occasions,’ said Arthur, catchmg at the opportunity as it drifted 
past him, ‘to mention Litde Domt to my mother.’ 

‘Little Domt'^ That’s the seamstress who was mentioned to 
me by a small tenant of mme^ Yes, yes Domt^ That’s the name 
Ah, yes, yes* You call her Little Domt'^’ 

No road m that direction Nothmg came of the cross-cut.® It led 
no further 

‘My daughter Flora,’ said Mr Casby, ‘as you may have heard 
probably, Mr Clennam, was married and estabhshed m hfe, several 
years ago. She had the misfortune to lose her husband when she 
had been married a few months She resides with me agam She 
Will be glad to see you, if you will permit me to let her know that 
you are here ’ 

‘By all means,’ returned Clennam ‘I should have preferred the 
request, if your kindness had not anoapated me.’ 

Upon this Mr Casby rose up m his list shoes, and with a slow, 
heavy step (he was of an elephantine build), made for the door 
He had a long wide-skirted botde-green coat on, and a bottle- 
green pair of trousers, and a bottle-green waistcoat The Patnarchs 
were not dressed m bottle-green broadcloth, and yet his clothes 
looked patnarchal 

He had scarcely left the room, and allowed the ticking to become 
audible agam, when a qmck hand turned a latchkey in the house- 
oor, opened it, and shut it Immediately afterwards, a qmck and 
^ger short dark man eame into the room with so much way upon 
uri that he was within a foot of Clennam before he could stop 
Halloa!’ he said 

Qennam saw no reason why he should not say ‘Halloa!’ too 
What’s the matter?’ said the short dark man 
‘W heard that anything is the matter,’ returned Clennam 

Wiere s Mr Casby asked the short dark man, looking about. 
He Will be here directly, if you want him ’ 

_^vant him*^’ said the short dark man ‘Don’t you^’ 

, ehated a word or two of explanation from Clennam, dunng 
1 \ of which the short dark man held his breath and 

at him He was dressed in black and rusty iron grey, had 
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stnking out from his head in prongs, like forks or hair-pins, and a 
complexion that v/as very dingy by nature, or "very dirty by art, or 
a compound of nature and art He had dirty hands and dirty broken 
nails, and looked as if he had been in the coals, he was in a perspira- 
tion, and snorted and sniffed and puffed and blew, like a hitle 
labouring steam-engine 

Oh’ said he, when Arthur told him how he came to be there 
Very well That’s nght. If lie should ask for Pancks, will }OU be 
so good as to say that Pancks is come in?’ And so, v/ith a snort and 
a puff, he v/orked out by anotlier door. 

Now, m the old days at home, certain audacious doubts respect- 
ing the last of the Patriarchs, which were afloat in the air, had, by 
some forgotten means, come in contact with Arthur’s sensorium 
He was aware of motes and specks of suspicion in the atmosphere 
of that time, seen through which medium, Christopher Casby 
a mere Inn signpost v ithout any Inn ~ an invitation to rest and be 
thankful, when there was no place to put up at, and nothing what- 
ever to be thankful for. He knew that some of these specks even 
represented Christopher as capable of harbouring designs m ‘diat 
h^d,’ and as being a crafty impostor. Other motes there were which 
s owed him as a heavy, selfish, dnfting Booby, who, having stum- 
e , in the course of his unwieldy josthngs against other men, on 
e iscovery that to get through life with ease and credit, he had 
but to hold his tongue, keep the bald part of his head well polished, 
and leave lus hair alone, had had just cunning enough to seize the 
1 ea an stick to it. It was said that his being town-agent to Lord 
Ueamus Tite Barnacle was referable, not to his having the least 
busings capaaty, but to his looking so supremely benignant that 
nobody could suppose the property screwed or jobbed under such 
a man, a so, that for similar reasons he now got more money out of 
ms own wretched lettings, unquestioned, than anybody with a less 
nobby and less shining crown could possibly have done In a word, 

It v/as represented (Clennam called to mind, alone in the ticking 
par our) i at many people select their models, much as the painters, 
just now menuoned, select theirs, and that, whereas in the Royal 
Academy some ev,I old ruffian of a Dog-stealer will annually be 
ound embodying all the cardinal virtues, on account of his eye- 
ashes, or his chin, or his legs (thereby plantmg thorns of confusion 
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m tlie breasts of the more observant students of nature), so, in die 
great social Exhibition, accessories are often accepted in lieu of die 
internal character 

Calling these dungs to mind, and ranging Mr Pancks in a row 
with diem, Arthur Clennam leaned diis day to the opinion, with- 
out quite decidmg on it, that die last of die Patnarchs w'as the 
dnfting Booby aforesaid widi the one idea of keeping the bald part 
of his head lughly polished, and that, much as an unwieldy ship in 
the Tliames nver may sometimes be seen heavily dnving with the 
tide, broadside on, stem first, in its own way and in the way of 
everydimg else, diougli making a great shov/ of nawgation, when 
all of a sudden, a litde coaly steam-tug will bear down upon it, 
take It m tow, and busde off with it, similarly die cumbrous Patriarch 
had been taken m tow by the snorung Pancks, and was now 
following in die wake of that dmgj' litde craft 
The return of Mr Casby vudi his daughter Flora, put an end to 
these meditations Clennam’s eyes no sooner fell upon the subject 
of his old passion than it shivered and broke to pieces 
Most men will be found sufficiently mie to themselves to be true 
to an old idea. It is no proof of an mconstant nimd, but exacdy the 
opposite, when the idea will not bear close companson with the 
toahty, and the contrast is a fatal shock to it Such was Clennam's 
oase. In his youth he had ardendy loved this woman, and had 
heaped upon her all the locked-up wealth of his affection and imagi- 
nation That wealth had been, in his desert home, like Robmson 
Crusoe’s money, exchangeable with no one, lymg idle m the dark 
to rust, until he poured it out for her Ever smce that memorable 
tinie, though he had, until the niglit of lus arrival, as completely 
'hsnussed her from any association with his Present or Future as if 
^0 had been dead (which she rmght easily have been for anything 
6 knew), he had kept the old fancy of the Past unchanged, m its 
old sacred place And now, after all, the last of the Patnarchs coolly 
^Iked into the parlour, saying in effect, ‘Be good enough to throw 
It down and dance upon it This is Flora ’ 

Flora, always tall, had grown to be very broad too, and short of 
fcathj but that was not much. Flora, whom he had left a hly, had 
a peony, but that was not much. Fora, who had seemed 
^chanting in all she said and thought, was diffuse and silly. That 
much Fora, who had been spoiled and artless long ago, 
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was determined to be spoiled and artless now. That was a fatal 
blow- 

Tliis IS Flora* 

T am sure,’ giggled Flora, tossing her head with a caricature of 
her girlish manner, such as a mummer might have presented at 
her own funeral, if she had lived and died in classical antiquity, 
T am ashamed to see Mr Clennam, I am a mere fright, I know he U 
find me fearfully changed, I am actually an old woman, it’s shocking 
to be found out, it’s really shocking* ’ 

He assured her that she was just v/hat he had expected and that 
time had not stood still wnth himself 

‘Oh* But with a gentleman it’s so different and really you look 
so amazingly w^ell that you have no right to say anything of the 
kind, while, as to me, you know — oh*’ cried Flora with a httle 
scream, ‘I am dreadful*’ 

The Patnarch, apparently not yet understanding his own part in 
the drama under representation, glowed widi vacant serenity. 

‘But if we talk of not having changed,’ said Flora, who, whatever 
she said, never once came to a full stop, ‘look at Papa, is not Papa 
precisely what he was when you went away, isn’t it cruel and un- 
natural of Papa to be such a reproach to his own child, if we go on 
in this way much longer people who don’t know us will begin to 
suppose that I am Papa’s Mama*’ 

That must be a long time hence, Arthur considered 
Oh Mr Clennam you insincerest of creatures,’ said Flora, 
perceive already you have not lost your old way of paying com- 
pliments, your old way when you used to pretend to be so senti 
mentally struck you know — at least I don’t mean that, I — oh 
don t know what I mean* ’ Here Flora tittered confusedly, and gave 
him one of her old glances 

The Patnarch, as if he now began to perceive that his part m the 
piece was to get off the stage as soon as might be, rose, and went 
to the door by which Pancks had worked out, hailing that Tug by 
name. He received an answer from some httle Dock beyond, an 
was towed out of sight directly 

‘You mustn’t think of going yet,’ said Flora- Arthur had looked 
at his hat, being in a ludicrous dismay, and not knowing what to 
do you could never be so unkind as to think of going, Arthur " 
I mean Mr Arthur — or I suppose Mr Clennam would be far more 
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proper - but I am sure I don’t know what I am saying - witliout a 
word about the dear old days gone for ever, when I come to dunk 
of It I dare say it would be much better not to speak of diem and 
It’s highly probable that 3 ou have some much more agreeable en- 
gagement and pray let Me be the last person in the world to inter- 
fere with It diough diere was a time, but I am running into nonsense 
again ’ 

Was It possible that Flora could have been such a chatterer in die 
days she referred to? Could diere have been anything like her 
present disjointed volubility in the fascinations diat had captivated 
him? 


‘Indeed I have little doubt,’ said Flora, running on widi astonish- 
ing speed, and pomting her conversation with nodiing but commas, 
and very few of them, ‘ diat you are marned to some Chinese lady, 
bemg in Cluna so long and being in business and naturally desirous 
to settle and extend your connection nodung was more likely dian 
that you should propose to a Chinese lady and nodung was more 
natural I am sure dian that die Chinese lady should accept you and 
think herself very well off too, I only hope she’s not a Pagodian 
dissenter ’ 


I am not,’ returned Ardiur, smiling in spite of himself, ‘marned 
to any lady, Flora ’ 

Oh good graaous me I hope you never kept yourself a baclielor 
so long on ray account'’ tittered Flora, ‘but of course you never 
id why should you, pray don’t answer, I don’t know where I’m 
ttmmng to, oh do tell me something about die Chinese ladies 
ether their eyes are really so long and narrow always putting me 
m mind of mother-of-pearl fish^ at cards and do they really wear 
tai s down their back and plaited too or is it only the men, and 
tv en they pull their hair so very tight off dieir foreheads don’t they 
urt themselves, and why do diey stick litde bells all over their 
^ ges and temples and hats and dungs or don’t diey really do it ? ’ 
ora gave him another of her old glances Instandy she went on 
^ spoken in reply for some time 

en It s all true and they really do' good gracious Arthur! — 
pray excuse me — old habit — Mr Ciennam far more proper — what a 
^o^try to live m for so long a time, and with so many lanterns 
and how very dark and wet the climate ought to be 

n no doubt actually is, and die sums of money that must be made 
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by those two trades where every^body carries diem and hangs them 
everywhere, die litde shoes too and the feet screwed back® in infancy 
IS quite surpnsing, what a traveller you are< ’ 

In his ndiculous distress, Clennam received another of the old 
glances without in the least knowing what to do with iL 

‘ Dear dear,' said Flora, ‘ only to think of die changes at home 
Arthur - cannot overcome it, and seems so natural, Mr Clennam far 
more proper - since you became familiar widi the Chinese customs 
and language which I am persuaded you speak like a Native if not 
better for you were always quick and clever diough immensely 
difficult no doubt, I am sure the tea chests alone would kill 
tned, such changes Arthur — I am domg it again, seems so natural, 
most improper — as no one could have believed, who could have 
ever imagined Mrs Fmching when I can’t imagine it myself’ 

‘Is that your married name?’ asked Ardiur, struck, in the midst 
of all tins, by a certam warmth of heart that expressed itself in her 
tone when she referred, however oddly, to the youthful relation in 
which they had stood to one another ‘Pinching^’ 

‘Fmching oh yes isn’t it a dreadful name, but as Mr F said when 
he proposed to me which he did seven times and handsomely con- 
sented I must say to be what he used to call on liking twelve months, 
after all, he wasn’t answerable for it and couldn’t help it could he, 
Excellent man, not at all like you but excellent man!’ 

Flora had at last talked herself out of breath for one moment 
One moment, for she recovered breath in the act of raismg ^ 
mmute comer of her pocket-handkerchief to her eye, as a tribute 
to the ghost of the departed Mr F , and began agam 

‘No one could dispute, Arthur — Mr Clennam - that it’s quite 
nght you should be formally friendly to me imder the altere 
circumstances and indeed you couldn’t be anything else, at least 
suppose not you ought to know, but I can’t help recalling that there 
was a time when things were very different.’ 

My dear Mrs Fmching,’ Arthur began, stmck by the good tone 
again. 

‘Oh not that nasty ugly name, say Floral’ 

Flora I assure you, Flora, I am happy m seemg you once more, 
and in finding that, like me, you have not forgotten the old foolish 
dreams, when we saw all before us in the hght of our youth and 
hope ’ 
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‘You don’t seem so,’ pouted Flora, ‘you take it very coolly, but 
hottever I know you are disappointed in me, I suppose die Chinese 
ladies — Mandannesses if } ou call them so — are tlic cause or perhaps 
I am tlie cause mj^self, it’s just as ilkeI3^’ 

‘No, no,’ Clennam entreated, ‘don’t say tliat ’ 

'Oh I must you know,’ said Flora, in a positive tone what 
nonsense not to, I know I am not what 3'^ou expected, I know that 
xeiy’- well ’ 

In tlie midst of her rapiditj’’, she had found that out witli the 
quick perception of a cleverer woman The inconsistent and pro- 
foundly unreasonable •u'a}’’ m which she instantly went on, never- 
theless, to interweave tlieir long-abandoned boy and girl relations 
with their present mterview, made Clennam feel as if he were light- 
headed 

‘One remark,’ said Flora, gitung their conversation, without the 
slightest nonce and to the great terror of Clennam, the tone of a 
love-quarrel, ‘I wash to make, one explanation I wish to offer, 
when your Mama came and made a scene of it with my Papa and 
when I was called dowm into the little breakfast-room where they 
Were lookmg at one anotlier with your Mama’s parasol betw'^een 
them seated on two chairs bke mad bulls what was I to do?’ 

‘My dear Mrs Pinching,’ urged Clennam — ‘all so long ago and 
so long concluded, is it worth while senously to — ’ 

‘I can’t Arthur,’ returned Flora, ‘be denounced as heartless by 
the whole society of China without setting myself nght when I 
have the opportumty of domg so, and you must be very well aware 
that there w^ Paul and Virginia® which had to be returned and 
which was returned wathout note or comment, not that I mean to 
say you could have woitten to me watched as I was but if it had only 
come back wath a red wafer on the cover I should have knowoi that 
It meant Come to Pekin Nankeen and "What’s the third place, 
barefoot ’ 

My dear Ivirs Finchmg, you were not to blame, and I never 
amed you We were both too yoimg, too dependent and helpless, 
to do anything but accept our separation — Pray think how long 
gently remonstrated Arthur 

One more remark,’ proceeded Flora with imslackened volu- 
'ty, I wash to make, one more explanation I wish to offer, for 
c days I had a cold in the head from ciying which I passed 
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entirely m the back cliav^ing-room — there js the back drawing-room 
still on the first floor and still at the back of the house to confirm my 
words — when that dreaiy period had passed a lull succeeded ye^ 
rolled on and Mr F. became acquainted with us at a mutual friend s, 
he was all attention he called next day he soon began to call three 
evemngs a week and to send in little things for supper it was not 
love on Mr F ’s part it was adoration, Mr F. proposed witli the 
approval of Papa and what could I do^’ 

‘Nothing v/hatever,’ said Arthur, with the cheerflilest readmess, 
‘but what you did Let an old friend assure you of his full convic 
non that you did quite right ’ , 

‘One last remark,’ proceeded Flora, rejecnng commonplace c 
with a wave of her hand, ‘I wish to make, one last explananon 
wish to offer, there ivas a nme ere Mr F. first paid attenttons m 
capable of bemg mistaken, but tliat is past and was not to be, ear 
Mr Clennam you no longer wear a golden chain you are firee I trust 
you may be happy, here is Papa who is always tiresome and puttmg 
in his nose everywhere where he is not wanted ’ , 

With these words, and with a hasty gesture fraught with n^ 
cautton — such a gesture had Clennam’s eyes been familiar witii m 
the old tune — poor Flora left herself at eighteen years of age, a 
long long way behind again, and came to a full stop at last 

Or rather, she left about half of herself at eighteen years of age 
behind, and grafted the rest on to the relict of the late Mr F , th*^® 
making a moral mermaid of herself, which her once boy-lover con 
templated with feelings wherem his sense of the sorrowful and hm 
sense of the comical were curiously blended 

For example As if there were a secret understanding between 
herself and Clennam of the most thnlhng nature; as if the first of a 
train of post-chaises and four, extendmg all the way to Scotian , 
were at that moment round the comer; and as if she couldn’t (an 
wouldn’t) have walked into the Pansh Church with him, under 
the shade of the family umbrella, with the Patriarchal blessing on 
her head, and the perfect concurrence of all mankind. Flora com- 
forted her soul with agonies of mysterious signalling, expressing 
dread of discovery. With the sensation of becoming more and more 
light-headed every mmute, Clennam saw the relict of the late Mr 
F enjoymg herself in the most wonderful manner, by puttmg he^ 
self and him in their old places, and going through all the old 
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performances — now, when tlie stage dusty, wlien the scenery 
v^as faded, when die youdiful actors were dead, when die orchestra 
w'as empty, when the hglits were out And still, dirougli all this 
grotesque revival of what he remembered as having once been 
prettily natural to her, he could not but feel diat it revived at sight 
of him, and that there was a tender memory in it 

Tlie Patnarch insisted on his staying to dmner, and Flora 
signalled ‘Yes'’ Clennam so wished he could have done more than 
stay to dinner - so hearaly wished he could have found the Flora 
that had been, or that never had been — diat he diought the least 
atonement he could make for the disappointment he almost felt 
ashamed of, was to give himself up to the family desire Therefore, 
he stayed to dinner 

Pancks dined widi diem Pancks steamed out of his htde dock 
at a quarter before six, and bore straight down for die Patnarch, 
■who happened to be then dnving, in an inane manner, through a 
stagnant account of Bleeding Heart Yard Pancks instantly made 
last to him and hauled him out 

‘Bleedmg Heart Yard^’ said Pancks, widi a puff and a snort 
It’s a troublesome property Don’t pay you badly, but rents are 
"Very hard to get there. You have more trouble with that one place 
than with all the places belonging to you ’ 

Just as die big ship in tow gets the credit, with most spectators, 
of being the powerful object, so die Patnarch usually seemed to 
have said himself whatever Pancks said for him. 

Indeed^’ returned Clennam, upon whom this impression was 
so effiaendy made by a mere gleam of the polished head that 

e spoke the ship instead of the Tug ‘The people are so poor 
there?’ 

You can’t say, you know,’ snorted Pancks, taking one of lus 
otcty hands out of his rusty iron-grey pockets to bite his nails, if 
6 could find any', and tummg his beads of eyes upon his em- 
'whether they’re poor or not They say they are, but they 
say that When a man says he’s nch, you’re generally sure he 
isnt. Besides, if they are poor, you can’t help it. You’d be poor 
yo^eh if you didn’t get your rents ’ 

True enough,’ said Arthur 

You re not gomg to keep open house for all the poor of Lon- 
pursued Pancks ‘You’re not gomg to lodge ’em for nodimg 
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You’re not going to open your gates wide and let ’em come free. 
Not if you know it, you ain’u’ 

Mr Casby shook his head, in placid and benignant generality 
‘If a man takes a room of you at half-a-crown a week, and whm 
the week comes round hasn’t got the half-crown, you say to at 
man, Why have you got the room, then? If you haven’t got the 
one thing, why have you got the other? What have you been and 
done with your money ? What do you mean by it ? What are you up 
to? That’s v/hat you say to a man of that sort, and if you didn’t say 
It, more shame for you'’ Mr Pancks here made a singular and start- 
ling noise, produced by a strong blowmg effort in the region o e 
nose, unattended by any result but that acoustic one 

‘You have some extent of such property about the east an 
north-east here, I beheve?’ said Clennam, doubtful which of e 
two to address 

‘Oh, pretty well,’ said Pancks ‘You’re not particular to east or 
north-east, any point of the compass will do for you What you 
want IS a good investment and a quick return You take it wiiere 
you can find iL You am’t nice as to situation — not you 

There was a fourth and most original figure in the Patnarcha 
tent, who also appeared before dinner. This was an amazing lime 
old woman, with a face hke a stanng wooden doll too cheap tor 
expression, and a stiff yellow wig perched unevenly on the top o 
her head, as if the child who owned the doll had driven a ta 
through It anywhere, so that it only got fastened on. Another re- 
markable thing in this little old woman was, that the same chil 
seemed to have damaged her face m two or three places with some 
blunt instrument in the nature of a spoon, her countenance, an 
particularly the tip of her nose, presenung the phenomena of severa 
dints, generally ansv/enng to the bowl of that article. A further 
remarkable thing m this httle old woman was, that she had no name 
but Mr F.’s Aunt. 

She broke upon the visitor’s view under the following circum- 
stances Flora said v/hen the first dish being put on the table, 
perhaps Mr Clennam might not have heard that Mr F. had left her 
a legacy? Clennam in return implied his hope that hhr F had en- 
dowed the wife whom he adored, with the greater part of his worldly 
substance, if not with all Flora said, oh yes, she didn’t mean that, 
Mr F. had made a beautiful will, but he bad left her as a separate 
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Iegac}f, his Aunt She then went out of the room to fetch the 
legacy, and, on her return, radier mumphantly presented ‘Mr F ’s 
Aunt’ 

The major characteristics discoverable by the stranger m Mr F.’s 
Aunt, were extreme seventy and grim taatumity, sometimes in- 
terrupted by “a propensity to offer remarks m a deep wammg voice, 
which, bemg totally uncalled for by anytlung said by anybody, and 
traceable to no assoaation of ideas, confounded and terrified the 
mind Mr F.’s Aunt may have tlirown m these observations on 
some system of her own, and it may have been ingenious, or even 
subtle but the key to it was wanted 

The neatly-served and well-cooked dinner (for everything about 
the Patriarchal household promoted quiet digestion) began with 
some soup, some fried soles, a butter-boat of slinmp sauce, and a 
dish of potatoes Tlie conversation soil turned on the receipt of 
rents Mr F ’s Aunt, after regardmg the company for ten mmutes 
with a malevolent gaze, dehvered the following fearful remark 
When we lived at Henley, Barnes’s gander was stole by ankers ’ 
^fr Pancks courageously nodded his head and said, ‘All right, 
maam. But the effect of this mysterious communicaoon upon 
Clennam was absolutely to fhghten him And another circumstance 
mvested this old lady wath peculiar terrors Though she wus always 
stanng, she never acknowledged that she saw any mdividual The 
polite and attenove stranger would desire, say, to consult her 
mclmaoons on the subject of potatoes His expressive acoon would 
0 hopelessly lost upon her, and what could he do ^ No man could 
ssy, Mr F. s Aunt, wall you permit me^’ Every man reared from 
^poon, as Clennam did, cowed and baffled 

rere was mutton, a steak, and an apple-pie — nothmg m the 
r^riotest way connected wath ganders — and the dinner went on 
e a disenchanted feast, as it truly was Once upon a time Clennam 
3 sat at that table taking no heed of anytlung but Flora, now the 
P^cipal heed he took of Flora was to observe, against his wall, that 
was very fond of porter, tliat she combined a great deal of 
lerry witli sentiment, and tliat if she were a little overgrown, it was 
pon substanttal grounds The last of the Patnarchs had always 
so^d f eater, and he disposed of an immense quanaty of 

on' benignity of a good soul who was feeding some 

ne e se. Ir Pancks, who was always in a huny^, and wdio referred 
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at intervals to a little dirty notebook winch he kept beside him 
(perhaps containing the names of the defaulters he meant to look 
up by way of dessert), took in lus victuals much as if he were 
coahng, with a good deal of noise, a good deal of droppmg about, 
and a pulF and a snort occasionally, as if he were nearly ready to 
steam away. 

All through dmner, Flora combined her present appetite for 
eating and dnnkmg with her past appetite for romantic love, in a 
way that made Clennam afraid to hft his eyes from his plate, since 
he could not look towards her without receiving some glance of 
mystenous meamng or warning, as if they v'-ere engaged in a plot 
Mr F ’s Aunt sat silently defying him with an aspect of the greatest 
bitterness, until the removal of the cloth and the appearance of the 
decanters, when -she originated another observation — struck into 
the conversation like a clock, without consulting anybody 

Flora had just said, ‘Mr Clennam, will you give me a glass of 
port for Mr F.’s Aunt.’ 

‘The Monument near London Bndge,’ that lady instantly pro- 
claimed, ‘was put up arter the Great Fire of London, and the Great 
Fire of London was not the fire m which your uncle George’s 
workshops was burned down ’ 

Mr Pancks, with his former courage, said, ‘Indeed, ma’am ^ AH 
right! But appeanng to be incensed by imaginary contradiction, or 
other ill-usage, Mr F ’s Aunt, instead of relapsing into silence, made 
the following additional proclamation 

‘I hate a fool!’ 

She imparted to this sentiment, m itself almost Solomomc, so 
extremely injurious and personal a character by levelhng it straight 
at the visitor s head, that it became necessary to lead Mr F.’s Aunt 
from the room This was quietly done by Flora, Mr F.’s Aunt 
offering no resistance, but inqmnng on her v/ay out, ‘What he 
come there for, then'*’ v/ith implacable ammosity 

W’hen Flora returned, she explained that her legacy was a clever 
old lady, but v/as sometimes a little singular, and ‘took dislikes’ — 
peculianues of v/hich Flora seemed to be proud rather than other- 
v/isc. As Flora s good nature shone in the case, Clennam had no 
fault to find with the old lady for eliciting it, now that he was 
relieved from the terrors of her presence, and they took a glass or 
two of wine m peace. Foreseeing then that the Pancks would 
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shortly get under weigh, and that the Patriarch would go to sleep, 
he pleaded the necessity of visiting his motlier, and asked Mr 
Pancks in which direction he was going ^ 

‘ Citywards, sir,’ said Pancks 
‘Shall we walk together^’ said Arthur 
‘ Quite agreeable,’ said Pancks 

Meanwhile Flora was murmuring in rapid snatches for his ear, 
that there was a time and tliat the past was a yawning gulf however 
and tliat a golden chain no longer bound him and that she revered 
the memory of tlie late Mr F and that she should be at home to- 
morrow at half-past one and tliat the decrees of Fate were beyond 
recall and that she considered notlung so improbable as tliat he 
ever walked on the north-west side of Gray’s-Inn Gardens at exact- 
ly four o’clock m the afternoon He tried at parting to give his hand 
m frankness to tlie existing Flora — not the vanished Flora, or the 
mermaid — but Flora wouldn’t have it, couldn’t have it, was wholly 
destitute of the power of separating herself and him from their 
t>ygone characters He left the house rmserably enough, and so 
much more hght-headed than e\'nr, that if it had not been his good 
fortune to be towed away, he might, for the first quarter of an hour, 
have drifted anywhere 

When he began to come to himself, in the cooler air and the 
absence of Flora, he found Pancks at full speed, cropping such 
scanty pasmrage of nails as he could find, and snortmg at intervals 
These, m conjunction widi one hand in his pocket and his rough- 
ened hat hmd side before, were evidently the conditions under 
which he reflected 

‘A fresh nightl ’ said Arthur 

Yes, It’s pretty fresh,’ assented Pancks ‘As a stranger you feel 

e climate more than I do, I dare say Indeed I haven’t got tune to 
feel It ’ ^ 

^You lead such a busy life^’ 

^ es, I have always some of ’em to look up, or sometliing to 
after But I like business,’ said Pancks, getting on a htde 
faster ‘mat’s a man made for?’ 

For nothing else?’ said Clennam 

ancks put the counter quesuon, ‘What else?’ It packed up, in 

n smallest compass, a weight that had rested on Clennam’s life, 
^d he made no ansv'er 
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‘That’s what I ask our v/eekly tenants,’ said Pancks ‘Some of 
’em v/iU pull long faces to me, and say, Poor as you see us, master, 
we’re always gnnding, drudging, toiling, every minute were 
av/ake. I say to them, What else are you made for? It shuts them 
up They haven’t a word to answer What else are you made forr 
That chnches it ’ 

‘Ah dear, dear, dearl ’ sighed Clennam 

‘Here am I,’ said Pancks, pursuing his argument with the 
weekly tenant. ‘What else do you suppose I think I am made for^ 
Nothing. Ratde me out of bed early, set me going, give me as short 
a time as you like to bolt my meals m, and keep me at it. Keep me 
alv/ays at it, and I’ll keep you always at it, you keep somebody else 
always at it. There you are with the Whole Duty of Man® m a 
commeraal country.’ 

When they had walked a htde further in silence, Clennam said 
‘Have you no taste for an5'thmg, Mr Pancks?’ 

‘What’s taste?’ dnly retorted Pancks 
‘Let us say mclmation.’ 

‘I have an mchnation to get monej’', sir,’ said Pancks, ‘if you 
will show me how.’ He blew off that sound agam, and it occurred 
to his companion for the first time that it was his way of laughing. 
He was a singular man m all respects; he might not have been quite 
in earnest, but that the short, h^d, rapid manner m which he shot 
out these cinders of prmciples, as if it were done by mechanical 
revolvency, seemed irreconcilable with banter. 

* You are no great reader, I suppose?’ said Clennam. 

‘Never read anything but letters and accounts Never collect 
anything but advertisements relative to next of km. If ^ ^ 
taste, I have got that. You’re not of the Clennams of Cornwall, Mr 
Clennam^’ 

‘Not that I ever heard of.’ 

‘I know^ you’re not. I asked your mother, sir She has too much 
character to let a chance escape her.’ 

‘Supposing I had been of the Clennams of Cornwall?’ 

You d have heard of something to your advantage ’ 

‘Indeed* I have heard of little enou^ to my advantage for some 
ome ’ 

There’s a Cornish property going a begging, sir, and not a 
Cornish Clennam to have it for the asking,’ said Pancks, taking his 
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note-book from his breast pocket and putting it in again ‘I turn 
off here I wish you good night ’ 

‘Good night!’ said Clennam But the Tug, suddenly lightened, 
and untrammelled by Jia\ing any weight in tow, was already 
puffing away into the distance 

Tliey had crossed Smidifield together, and Clennam was left 
alone at the corner of Barbican He had no intention of presenting 
himself in his mother’s dismal room tliat night, and could not have 
felt more depressed and cast away if he had been in a wilderness 
He tlimed slowly down Aldcrsgate Street, and vms pondenng his 
way along towards Saint Paul’s, purposing to come into one of the 
great thoroughfares for the sake of tlietr light and hfe, when a 
crowd of people flocked tou^rds him on die same pavement, and 
he stood aside against a shop to let diem pass As they came up, he 
made out that diej were gadiered around a somethmg diat was 
‘^^reied on men’s shoulders He soon saw diat it was a litter, hastily 
roade of a shutter or some such dung, and a recumbent figure upon 
It, and the scraps of conversation in die crowd, and a muddy bundle 
^rned by one man, and a muddy hat earned by another, informed 
m that an accident had occurred Tlie litter stopped under a lamp 
c ore it had passed him half-a-dozen paces, for some readjustment 
0 e burden, and, the crowd stopping too, he found himself in 
the midst of the array 

An accident going to the Hospital^’ he asked an old man beside 
^^who stood shaking his head, inviting conversation 

cs, said tlie man, ‘ along of them Mails ® They ought to be 
prosecuted and fined, them Mails They come a racing out of Lad 
e Md Wood Street at twelve or fourteen mile a hour, them 
hiem M wonder is, that people ain’t killed oftener by 


‘^us person is not killed, I hope?’ 

them*^^!^ know' said the man, ‘it an’t for the want of a will m 
in f Is, if he an’t.’ The speaker having folded his arms, and set 
^ com ortably to address his depreciation of them Mads to any of 
sym would listen, several voices, out of pure 

Qp ^ with the sufferer, confirmed him, one voice saying to 
gg^nnam, '!^ey re a public nuisance, them Mails, sir,’ another, ‘/ 
suoffi^^ ^ ^ within half a inch of a boy, last night,’ 

^3 see one on ’em go over a cat, sir - and it might have 
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been your own mother/ and all representing, by implication, tliat 
if he happened to possess any public influence, he could not use it 
better than agamst them Mails 

‘Why, a native Englishman is put to it every night of his life, to 
save his life from them Mails,’ argued the first old man, ‘and he 
hnows when they’re a coming round the comer, to tear him limb 
from limb What can you expect from a poor foreigner who don’t 
knov/ nothing about ’em*’ 

‘Is this a foreigner^’ said Clennam, leaning forward to look. 

In the midst of such replies as ‘Frenchman, sir,’ ‘Porteghee, sir,’ 
‘Dutchman, sir,’ ‘Prooshan, sir,’ and other conflicting testimony, 
he now heard a feeble voice asking, both in Itahan and in French, 
for water. A general remark going round, in reply, of ‘Ah, poor 
fellov/, he says he’ll never get over it, and no wonder'’ Clennam 
begged to be allowed to pass, as he understood the poor creature 
He was immediately handed to the front, to speak to him 

First, he wants some water,’ said he, looking round (A dozen 
good fellows dispersed to get it.) ‘Are you badly hurt, my fnendl 
he asked the man on the litter, in Italian 

‘Yes, sir, yes, yes, yes It’s my leg, it’s ray leg But it pleases me 
to hear the old music, though I am very bad ’ 

You are a travellerl Stay' See, the water' Let me give you some. 
They had rested the htter on a pile of paving stones It was at a 
convenient height from the ground, and by stooping he could 
liglitly raise the head widi one hand and hold the glass to his kps 
with the other. A little, muscular, brown man, with black hair and 
wlute teeth A lively face, apparently Earrings in his ears 
‘That’s well You are a traveller 
‘Surely, sir.’ 

‘A stranger m this aty^’ 

^Surely, surely, altogether. I am amved this unhappy evemng ’ 
‘From what country^’ 

‘Marseilles ’ 

Why, see there' I also' Almost as much a stranger here as you, 
t lough bom here, I came from Marseilles a little while ago Don’t 
be cast down ' Tlie face looked up at him implonngly, as he rose 
from wiping it, and gently replaced the coat diat covered the 
wnthing figure ‘I v/on’t leave you till you shall be well taken care 
o Courage' You will be very much better half an hour hence.’ 
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‘Ah* Altro, Altro*’ cnccl tlie poor litde man, m a faintly in- 
credulous tone, and as tlicy took lum up, liung out his right hand 
to give tlie forefinger a back-handed shake in tlie air 
Arthur Clennam turned, and ■walking beside the litter, and saying 
an encouraging -word nov' and then, accompanied it to tlie neigh- 
bouring hospital of Saint Bartliolomew None of the crowd but tlie 
bearers and he being admitted, die disabled man was soon laid -on 
a table m a cool, mediodical way, and carefully examined by a 
surgeon who was as near at hand, and as ready to appear as Calamity 
herself ‘He hardly knows an English word,’ said Clennam, ‘is he 
badly hurt^’ ‘Let us know all about it first,’ said die surgeon con- 
tinuing his examinauon -with a business-like delight in it, ‘before 
we pronounce ’ 

After trying die leg 'widi a finger, and tv'O fingers, and one hand 
^d two hands, and over and under, and up and do'wn, and m this 
irecuon and m that, and approvingly remarkmg on die points of 
interest to another gendeman who joined him, die surgeon at last 
capped the patient on die shoulder, and said, ‘He won’t hurt 
e 11 do very well It’s difficult enough, but we shall not want him 
to part -with lus leg diis ume ’ Which Clennam interpreted to 
s patient, who was full of gratitude, and, in his demonstrative 
^^5 kissed both die interpreter’s hand and die surgeon’s several 


‘It’ 


s a senous injur}’', I suppose^’ said Clennam 


G-es, repued the surgeon, with the thoughtful pleasure of an 
^^t contemplating die work upon his easel ‘Yes, it’s enough 
ere s a compound fracture above the knee, and a dislocation 
e o'w Tliey are bodi of a beautiful land ’ He gave the patient a 
y clap on the shoulder again, as if he really felt that he was a 

wordiy of all commendation for 


science 


yjng roken his leg in a manner interesting to 
French'^’ said the surgeon 
«jT , ®P^aks French.’ 

pam here, then — You have only to bear a httle 

as w 11 ^ ^ brave fellow, my fiiend, and to be thankful that all goes 
to am ^ added, m that tongue, ‘and you’ll "walk agam 

an,t X Now, let us See whether there’s anydung else the matter, 

^^owournbsare?’ 

ore was nothmg else the matter, and our nbs were sound. 
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Clennam remained until evcr\'tliing possible to Ixi done bad been 
skilfully and promptly done — the poor belated wanderer in a 
strange land movinglj^ besouglu that favour of him - and lingered 
by the bed to v/bich he v^as in due time removed, until he had fallen 
into a doze Even then he v/roie a few wfirds for him on his card, 
v/ith a promise to return to-morrow, and left it to be given to him 
when he should awake 

All these proceedings occupied so long that it struck ele\'en 
o’clock at night as he came out at the Hospital Gate He had hired a 
lodging for the present in Covent Garden, and he took the nearest 
v/ay to that quarter, b}' Snov' Hill and Holborn 

Left to himself again, after the solicitude and compassion of his 
last adventure, he v as naturally in a tlioughtful mood. As naturally, 
he could not v/alk on thinking for ten minutes v/itliout recalling 
Flora She necessarily recalled to him his life, witli all its misdirec- 
tion and little happiness 

When he got to his lodgmg, he sat dov/n before the dying hre, 
as he had stood at the windov/ of his old room looking out upon 
the blackened forest of chimneys, and turned his gaze back upon 
the gloomy vista by which he had come to that stage in his existence 
So long, so bare, so blank. No childhood, no youth, except for one 
remembrance, that one remembrance proved, only that day, to be 
a piece of folly 

It v/as a misfortune to him, tnfle as it might have been to anodier 
For, while all that v/as hard and stem in his recollection, remained 
Reality on being proved — was obdurate to the sight and toucli, 
and relaxed nothing of its old indomitable gnmness- the one tender 
recollection of his expenence would not bear the same test, and 
melted av/ay He had foreseen this, on the former night, when he 
had dreamed with waking eyes, but he had not felt it then, and he 
had now. 

He was a dreamer in such wise, because he was a man who had, 
deep-rooted in his nature, a belief in all the gentle and good things 
his hfe had been v/ithout Bred in meanness and hard dealing, this 
had rescued him to be a man of honourable mind and open hand 
Bred in coldness and seventy, this had rescued him to have a warm 
and sympathetic heart Bred m a creed too darkly audacious to 
pursue, through its process of reservmg the making of man m the 
image of his Creator to the making of his Creator m the image of an 
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emng man, this had rescued Inm to judge not, and in humihty to be 
meraful, and have hope and chanty 

And tins saved him still from the whimpenng weakness and cruel 
selfishness of holdmg that because such a happiness or such a virtue 
had not come mto Ins httle padi, or worked well for him, therefore 
It was not in the great scheme, but was reducible, when found m 
appearance, to die basest elements A disappointed mind he had, 
but a nund too firm and healthy for such unwholesome air Leaving 
himself in the dark, it could nse into the liglit, seemg it shine on 
others and hailing it 

Therefore, he sat before Ins dying fire, sorrowful to think upon 
the way by which he had come to that niglit, yet not strewmg 
poison on the way by which odier men had come to iL That he 
should have missed so much, and at his time of life should look so 
far about him for any staff to bear him company upon his down- 
ward journey and cheer it, was a just regret He looked at the fire 
from which the blaze departed, from which the after-glow subsided, 
m which the ashes turned grey, from which they dropped to dust, 
and thought, ‘How soon I too shall pass tlirough such cdianges, and 
be goner 

To review his life was like descending a green tree in fruit and 
flower, and seemg all the branches wither and drop off, one by one, 
as he came down towards them 

From the unhappy suppression of my youngest days, through 
die ngid and unlovmg home that followed them, through my de- 
P^rture, my long exile, my return, my mother’s welcome, my mter- 
course with her smce, down to the afternoon of this day with poor 
Flora,’ said Arthur Clennam, ‘what have I found!’ 

His door was softly opened, and these spoken words startled 
and came as if they were an answer 
Little Domt.’ 
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CHAPTER 14 

Little Dorm's Party 

Arthur Clennam rose hastily, and saw her standing at the 
door This history must sometimes see with Little Domt s eyes, 
and shall begin that course by seeing him 

Little Dornt looked into a dim room, which seemed a spacious 
one to her, and grandly furnished. Courdy ideas of Covent 
Garden, as a place with famous coffee-houses, where gentlem^ 
weanng gold-laced coats and swords had quarrelled and fougnt 
duels, costly ideas of Covent Garden, as a place where there were 
flowers in winter at guineas a-piece, pine-apples at guineas a 
pound, and peas at guineas a pint, picturesque ideas of Covent 
Garden, as a place where there was a mighty theatre, showing 
wonderful and beautiful sights to nchly-dressed ladies and gentle 
men, and which was for ever far beyond the reach of poor Fanny 
or poor uncle, desolate ideas of Covent Garden, as having all 
those arches in it, where the miserable children in rags among 
whom she had just now passed, like young rats, slunk and hi > 
fed on offal, huddled together for warmtli, and were hunted aboiR 
(look to the rats young and old, all ye Barnacles, for before Go 
they are eating away our foundations, and will bring the roofs on 
our heads'), teeming ideas of Covent Garden, as a place of past 
and present mystery, romance, abundance, want, beauty, ugliness, 
fair country gardens, and foul street gutters, all confused together, 
— made the room dimmer than it was in Little Domt’s eyes, as they 
timidly saw it from the door. 

At first in the chair before the gone-out fire, and then turned 
round wondenng to see her, was the gentleman whom she sought 
The brown, grave gentleman, who smiled so pleasantly, who was 
so frank and considerate in his manner, and yet in whose earnest- 
ness there v/as something that reminded her of his mother, with 
the great difference that she was earnest in asperity and he m 
gentleness Now he regarded her with that attentive and inquiring 
look before which Little Dorrit’s eyes had always fallen, 3nd 
before which they fell sail 

‘My poor child! Here at midnight 
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‘I said Little Domt, sir, on purpose to prepare you I knew 
you must be very much surprised ’ 

‘Are you alone 

‘No sir, I have got Magg}'^ with me ’ 

Considermg her entrance sufficiently prepared for by this men- 
tion of her name, Maggy appeared from the landing outside, on 
the broad gnn She instantly suppressed diat manifestation, how- 
ever, and became fixedly solemn 

‘And I have no fire,' said Clennam ‘And you are — ’ He was 
going to say so lightly clad, but stopped himself in what would 
have been a reference to her poverty, saymg instead, ‘And it is so 
cold ’ 

Putting the chair from which he had risen nearer to the grate, 
he made her sit down in it and hurriedly bnngmg wood and coal, 
heaped them together and got a blaze 
‘Your foot is like marble, my child,’ he had happened to touch 
It, while stoopmg on one knee at liis work of lundhng tlie fire, 
put It nearer the w'arrath ’ Little Dornt thanked him hastil)^ 
It was quite warm, it was very warm' It smote upon his heart to 
feel dtat she hid her thin, worn shoe 
Litde Domt was not ashamed of her poor shoes He knew her 
story, and it w-^as not tliat Little Domt had a misgiving tliat he 
uught blame her father, if he saw diem, diat he might dunk, ‘why 
did he dine to-day, and leave this little creature to the mercy of the 
cold stonesl’ She had no belief that it would have been a just 
reflection, she simply knew, by experience, diat such delusions did 
sometimes present themselves to people It was a part of her father’s 
uusfortunes that they did 

Before I say anything else,’ Little Domt began, sitting before 
6 pale fire, and raismg her eyes again to the face which in its 
^rmonious look of interest, and pity, and protection, she felt to be 
uiystery far above her m degree, and almost removed beyond her 
guying at, may I tell you somethmg, sir^ ’ 

Yes, my child ’ 

he^ shade of distress fell upon her, at his so often calhng 
cr a child She was surprised that he should see it, or think of such 
Vj t Bung, but he said directly 

^nted a tender word, and could dunk of no other As you 
now gave yourself die name they give you at my mother’s, and 
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as that IS die name by which I always dimk of you, let me call you 
Litde Dornt ’ 

‘ Thank ^y^ou, sir, I should like it better than any name.’ 

‘Little Domt ’ 

‘Little mother,’ Maggy (who had been falling asleep) put in, as 


a correction 

‘It’s all the same, Maggy,’ returned Little Dornt, ‘all the same 

‘Is It all the same, mother^’ 

‘Just the same ’ 

Maggy laughed, and immediately snored. In Little Dornt s eyes 
and ears, the uncouth figure and die uncoudi sound were as pleas- 
ant as could be There was a glow of pnde in her big child, over- 
spreading her face, when it again met the eyes of die grave brown 
gentleman She wondered what he was thmkmg of, as he looke 
at Maggy and her She thought what a good fadier he would bo* 
How, with some such look, he would counsel and cliensh lus 
daughter 

‘What I was going to tell you, sir,’ said Little Domt, ‘is, that 
my brother is at large ’ 

Arthur was rejoiced to hear it, and hoped he would do well 

‘And what I was going to tell you, sir,’ said Litde Dornt, 
trembling in all her little figure and m her voice, ‘is, that I ana not 
to know whose generosity released him — am never to ask, and am 
never to be told, and am never to thank that gentleman "With 
my grateful heart! ’ 

He would probably need no thanks, Clennam said Ver}^ likely 
he would be thankful himself (and with reason), that he had ha 
the means and chance of doing a litde service to her, who w 
deserved a great one. 


‘And what I was going to say, sir, is,’ said Little Domt, trem- 
bling more and more, ‘that if I knew him, and I might, I would tel 
him that he can never, never know how I feel his goodness, an 
how my good father v/ould feel in And what I was going to say? 
sir, IS, that if I knew hun, and I miglit — but I don’t know Inm and 
I must not - I know that' - 1 would tell him that I shall ne^^er any 
more he dov/n to sleep without having prayed to Heaven to bless 
him and reward him And if I knew him, and I might, I would go 
down on my knees to him, and take his hand and kiss it and ask 
him not to draw it away, but to leave it — O to leave it for a 
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moment — and let my Uiankful tears fall on it, for I have no otlier 
thanks to give him ' ’ 

Little Domt had put his hand to her lips, and would have 
kneeled to him, but he gently prevented her, and rep'aced her in her 
chair Her eyes, and die tones of her voice, had thanked him far 
better than she thought He was not able to say, quite as com- 
posedly as usual, ‘There, Little Dorrit, there, diere, diere* We 
Will suppose diat you did know this person, and diat you might do 
all this, and that it was nil done And now tell me, who am quite 
another person — who am nodung more dian the fnend who begged 
you to trust him — why you are out at midnight, and what it is that 
nngs you so far dirough the streets at this late hour, my slight, 
delicate,’ child was on his lips agam, ‘Little Domt!’ 

Maggy and I have been to-night,’ she answered, subduing 
erself with the quiet effort diat had long been natural to her, ‘ to die 
^tre where my sister is engaged ’ 

And oh am t it a Ev’nly place,’ suddenly interrupted Maggy, 
° have the power of going to sleep and waking up 

w enever she chose ‘Almost as good as a hospital Only diere 
t no Chicking m it ’ 

she shook herself, and fell asleep agam 
‘b ^ there,’ said Litde Domt, glancing at her charge, 
ccause I like sometimes to know, of my own knowledge, that my 
^er IS domg well, and like to see her there, with my own eyes, 
^ en neither she nor Uncle is aware. It is very seldom mdeed that 
° because when I am not out at work, I am wnth my 
er, and even when I am out at work, I hurry home to him 
pretend to-mght that I am at a party ’ 

eyes t confession, timidly hesitatmg, she raised her 

1^ o e ace, and read its expression so plamly that she answ''ered 

Oh no, certamlyl I never was at a party m my Ufe ’ 

^ under his attentive look, and then said, ‘I 
I bar! harm in it I could never have been of any use, if 

^ had not pretended a litde’ 

blammg her in lus mind for so devismg 
ont tb them, think for diem, and watch over them, with- 

Proach^^f °r gratitude, perhaps even with their re- 

^ or supposed neglect But what was really m his mmd. 
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was the v/eak figure with its strong purpose, the thin w'om shoes, 
the insufficient dress, and die pretence of recreation and enjoyment 
He asked where the suppositious party was^ At a place where she 
v/orked, answered Little Dornt, blushing. She had said very httle 
about It; only a few words to make her father easy Her father did 
not beheve it to be a grand party - indeed he might suppose that 
And she glanced for an instant at the shawl she wore 

‘It is the first night,’ said Little Domt, ‘tliat I have ever been 
away from home And London looks so large, so barren, and so 
wild ’ In Little Dorrit’s eyes, its vastness under the black sky "tva^ 
awful, a tremor passed over her as she said the words 

But this is not,’ she added, v/idi the quiet effort again, what 
I have come to trouble you with, sir. My sister’s having found a 
fnend, a lady she has told me of and made me rather anxious about, 
was the first cause of my coming away from home. And being av'ay, 
and commg (on purpose) round by where you lived and seeing 3 
hght in the window 

Not for the first time No, not for the first time. In Little Dornt s 
eyes, the outside of that v/indow had been a distant star on other 
mghts than this She had toiled out of her way, tired and troubled, 
to look up at It, and wonder about the grave, brown gentleman 
from so far ofi^ who had spoken to her as a friend and protector 
‘There were three things,’ said Little Domt, ‘that I thought 
I would like to say, if you were alone and I might come up-stai^s 
Fimt, what I have tned to say, but never can — never shall 

Hush, hush* That is done with, and disposed of. Let us pass to 
the second, said Clennam, smihng her agitation away, making 
the bl^e shine upon her, and putung wine and cake and fruit 
towards her on the table 

I think,’ ^id Little Domt - ‘this is the second thmg, sir - I 
think Mm Clennam must have found out my secret, and must 
know where I come from and where I go to Where I live, I mean ’ 
Indeed!’ returned Clennam quickly. He asked her, after short 
conaderation, v/hy she supposed so 

‘I think,’ replied Little Domt, ‘that Mr Fhntwinch must have 
v/atched me ’ 

And why, Clennam asked, as he turned his eyes upon the 
re bent his brows, and considered again, why did she suppose 
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‘I liave met him tince Both times near home Botli times at 
mght, when I was going back Bodi times I tliought (thougli that 
may easily be my mistake), tliat he hardly looked as if he had met 
me by acadent ’ 

‘Did he say anj'tlung^’ 

‘No, he only nodded and put his head on one side ’ 

‘The devil take his head*’ mused Clennam, still looking at the 
fire, ‘it’s always on one side ’ 

He roused himself to persuade her to put some wme to her bps, 
and to touch something to eat — it was very difficult, she was so 
timid and shy — and then said, musing again 
Is my mother at all changed to you^’ 

Oh, not at all She is just the same I wondered whether I had 
better tell her my history. I wondered whether I might — I mean, 
whether you would like me to tell her. I wondered,’ said Little 
Domt, lookmg at him m a supphant way, and gradually with- 
drawing her eyes as he looked at her, ‘whether you would advise 
me what I ou^t to do ’ 

Litde Domt,’ said Clennam, and the phrase had already 
begun, between these two, to stand for a hundred gentle phrases, 
accordmg to the varying tone and connection m which it was 
i^ed, do nothmg I will have some talk with my old friend, Mrs 
ery Do nothing. Little Domt — except refresh yourself with 
means as there are here. I entreat you to do that.’ 

Thank you, I am not hungry Nor,’ said Little Domt, as he 
so tly put her glass towards her, ‘nor thirsty —I think Maggy might 
dee somethmg, perhaps ’ 

1X011 make her find pockets presently for all there is here,’ 

lennam ‘but before we awake her, there was a third thing 
to-say ’ ’ ^ 


Yes You Will not be offended, sir^’ 

I promise that, unreservedly.’ 

t will sound strange I hardly know how to say it Don’t 
It unreasonable or ungrateful m me,’ said Little Domt, 
returmng and mcreasmg agitation 

I mn sure it will be natural and nght. I am not 
crp, f ^ ^ball put a wrong construction on it, whatever it is ’ 
«Y^, You are coirung back to see my father agam ^ ’ 
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‘You have been so good and thoughtful as to write him a note, 
saying that you arc coming to-morrow?’ 

‘Oh, that was nothing' Yes ’ 

‘Can you guess,’ said Little Domt, folding her small hands 
tight in one another, and looking at him witli all the earnestness of 
her soul looking steadily out of her eyes, ‘v/hat I am going to ask 
you not to do^’ 

‘I think I can. But I may be wrong ’ 

‘No, you are not wrong,’ said Little Domt, shaking her head 
If we should want it so veiy, very badly that we cannot do vith- 
out It, let me ask you for it.’ 

‘I will, - 1 v/ilk’ 

‘Don’t encourage him to ask. Don’t understand him if he does 
ask Don t give it to him Save him and spare him that, and you 
will be able to think better of him'’ 

Clennam said — not very plainly, seeing those tears glistening 
her anxious eyes — that her wish should be sacred with lum 

You don’t know what he is,’ she said, ‘you don’t know what 
he really is Hov/ can you, seeing him diere all at once, dear love, 
and not gradually, as I have done' You have been so good to us, 
so dehcately and truly good, that I want him to be better in yout 
^es than in anybody’s And I cannot bear to think,’ cried Little 
Domt, covenng her tears with her hands, ‘I cannot bear to think 
that you of all the world should see him in his only moments o 
degradation.’ 




Pray , said Clennam, ‘ do not be so distressed Pray, 

Little Domt' This is quite understood now.’ 

Tha^ you, sir Thank you! I have tned very much to keep 
myself from saying this, I have thought about it, days and nights, 
ut w en I knew for certain you were coming again, I made up 
my mind to speak to you Not because I am ashamed of him,’ she 
dned her tears quickly, ‘but because I know him better than any 
one does, and love him, and am proud of him ’ 

e ^eve o this weight, Little Domt was nervously anxious to 
gone aggy being broad awake, and in the act of distantly 
gloaung over the fruit and cakes with chuckles of anuapation, 
Ciennam made the best diversion in his power by pounng her out 
Wine, which she drank in a senes of loud smacks, putting 
er Hand upon her windpipe after eveiy one, and saying, breadi' 
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less, with her eyes m a prominent state, ‘Oh, am’t it d’hcious* 
Ain’t It hospitallyl’ When she had fimshed the wine and these 
encomiums, he charged her to load her basket (she was never 
without her basket) with every eatable thing upon tlie table, and 
to take espeaal care to leave no scrap behind Maggy’s pleasure 
m domg this and her httle mother’s pleasure m seeing Maggy 
pleased, was as good a turn as circumstances could have given to 
the late conversation 


But the gates will have been locked long ago,’ said Clennam, 
suddenly remembeting it ‘ Where are you gomg ^ ’ 

I am gomg to Maggy’s lodging,’ answered Little Domt. ‘I 
shall be qmte safe, quite well taken care of’ 

I must accompany you there,’ said Clennam, ‘I cannot let 
you go alone ’ 

Yes, pray leave us to go there by ourselves Pray do!’ begged 
bitde Domt. 


he was so earnest m the petition, that Clennam felt a delicacy 
in obtruding himself upon her the rather, because he could well 
TO erstand that Maggy* s lodging was of the obscurest sort ‘ Come, 

ggy, said Litde Domt cheenly, ‘we shall do very well, we 
TOow the way by this time, Maggy?’ 

. mother, we know the way,’ chuckled Maggy 

away they went Little Domt turned at the door to say, ‘God 
very softly, but perhaps she may have been 
TO e above — who knows* — as a whole cathedral chon 
bef ^^^TOam suffered them to pass the comer of the street 
^ at a distance, not with any idea of encroaclxmg 

seein°\ Domt’s privacy, but to sausfy his mind by 

tomp^ nr secure in the neighbourhood to wluch she was accus- 
the hi TOmuuve she looked, so fragile and defenceless agamst 
charn^ 1 weather, flitting along in the shuffhng shadow of her 

inehp ’ compassion, and m his habit of consider- 

hayg L ^ apart from the rest of the rough world, as if he would 

lourne^end 

die Mat^i came mto the leadmg thoroughfare^ where 

soon turn A them slacken tlteir pace, and 

go to ^ by-street He stopped, felt tliat he had no nght 

nr, an slowly left them He liad no suspiaon tliat tliey 
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ran any risk of being houseless until morning, bad no idea of the 
truth until long, long afterwards 

But, said Little Domt, when they stopped at a poor dv/elling all 
in darkness, and heard no sound on listening at the door, ‘Now, 
this is a good lodging for you, Maggy, and we must not give offence 
Consequently, we will only knock twice, and not very loud, and if 
v/e cannot wake them so, we must walk about till day.’ 

Once, Little Domt Icnocked with a careful hand, and listened 
Twice, Little Domt knocked with a careful hand, and listened All 
was close and still. ‘Maggy, we must do the best we can, my dear 
We must be patient, and wait for day.’ 

It was a chill dark mght, with a damp wind blowing, when they 
came out into the leading street again, and heard the clocks stnke 
half-past one. ‘In only five hours and a half,’ said Little Domt, 
‘we shall be able to go home ’ To speak of home, and to go and 
look at It, It being so near, was a natural sequence They went to 
the closed gate, and peeped through into the court-yard ‘I hope 
he is sound asleep,’ said Little Domt, kissing one of tlie bars, and 
does not miss me ’ 

The gate was so familiar, and so like a companion, that they put 
down Maggy’s basket in a comer to serve for a seat, and keeping 
close together, rested there for some time While the street was 
empty and silent, Little Domt was not afraid, but when she heard 
a footstep at a distance, or saw a moving shadow among the street 
lamps, she was startled, and whispered, ‘Maggy, I see some one 
Come away'’ Maggy would then wake up more or less fretfuUyj 
and they would wander about a little, and come back again 

As long as eating was a novelty and an amusement, Maggy kept 
up pretty well But that penod going by, she became querulous 
about the cold, and shivered and whimpered ‘It wdll soon hs 
over, dear,’ said Little Domt patiently ‘Oh it’s all very fine for 
you, little mother,’ returned Maggy, ‘but I’m a poor tlung, only 
ten years old.’ At last, in the dead of tlie night, when the street 
was very still indeed. Little Domt laid the heavy head upon her 
bosom, and soothed her to sleep And thus she sat at the gate, as it 
v/ere alone, looking up at the stars, and seeing the clouds pass over 
tlicm in their wild flight — which was the dance at Little Dorrit s 
party 

If It really was a party'’ she thought once, as she sat there. ‘If i' 
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■w'as liglu and warm and beautiful, and it w'as our house, and my 
poor dearwas its master, and had never been inside tliese walls And 
if Mr Clennam was one of our visitors, and we were dancing to 
delightful music, and were all as gay and light-hearted as ever we 
could be’ I wonder — ’ Such a vista of wmnder opened out before 
her, that she sat looking up at the stars, quite lost, unul Maggy w^as 
querulous agam, and wanted to get up and w'alk 
Three o’clock, and half-past tliree, and tliey had passed over 
London Bridge. Tliey had heard tlie rush of tlie tide against 
obstacles, and looked dowm, awed, tlirough tlie dark vapour on the 
over, had seen hrtle spots of lighted water where tlie bndge lamps 
T ere reflected, shining like demon eyes, wntli a ternble fascination 
ui them for guilt and misery Tliey had shrunk past homeless 
people, lying coiled up in nooks Tliey had run from drunkards 
They had started from slinking men, whistling and signing to one 
another at bye comers, or running aw^ay at fiill speed Though 
^erywhere die leader and the guide. Little Domt, happy for once 
w her youthful appearance, feigned to chng to and rely upon 
And more than once some voice, from among a knot of 
rawhng or prowling figures in dieir path, had called out to die rest 
*^0 let the wmman and the child go by’’ 

So, the W'oman and the child had gone by, and gone on, and 
had sounded from die steeples They were walking slowly 
towards the east, already looking for the first pale streak of day, 
^ ^ woman came after them 

^^yhat are you doing wnth die cluld she said to Maggy 
^ e was young— far too young to be diere. Heaven knows’ — and 

er ugly nor wicked-looking. She spoke coarsely, but wadi no 
voice, there was even something musical in its 

^Sfliat are you domg with yourself^ ’ retorted Maggy, for w^t 
a better answer ^ ^ 


t you see, without my telling you ^ ’ 

■IC as I can,’ said Maggy 

S myself Now I have answered you, answer me mrnt 

you doing widi the child?’ 

fniTv. ^ child kept her head drooped dowoi, and kept her 

close at Maggy’s side. 

oor thing' said the woman ‘Have you no feeling, that you 
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keep her out in the cruel streets at such a time as tins? Have you 
no eyes, that you don’t see how delicate and slender she is? Have 
you no sense (you don’t look as if you had much) that you don t 
take more pity on this cold and trembling httle hand^’ 

She had stepped across to tliat side, and held the hand between 
her own two, chafing it, ‘ Kiss a poor lost creature, dear,’ she said, 
bending her face, ‘and tell me where’s she taking you ’ 

Little Domt turned towards her 

‘Why, my God'’ she said, recoiling, ‘you’re a woman’’ 

‘Don’t mind that!’ said Little Domt, clasping one of her hands 
that had suddenly released hers ‘I am not afraid of you.’ 

‘ Then you had better be,’ she answered ‘ Have you no mother ^ 
‘No’ 

‘No father^’ 

‘Yes, a very dear one ’ 

‘Go home to hum, and be afraid of me Let me go Good 
night’’ 

‘I must thank you first, let me speak to you as if I really were 
a child.’ 

‘You can’t do it,’ said the woman ‘You are kind and in- 
nocent, but you can’t look at me out of a child’s eyes I never 
should have touched you, but I thought that you were a child ’ 
And with a strange, wild, cry, she went away 
No day yet in the sky, but there was day in the resounding stones 
of the streets, in the waggons, carts, and coaches, m the workers 
going to vanous occupations, in the opening of early shops; m die 
traffic at markets, in the stir of the riverside There was coming day 
in the flaring lights, with a feebler colour in them than they would 
have had at another time; coming day in the increased sharpness of 
die air, and the ghasdy dying of the night. 

They went back again to the gate, intendmg to wait there now 
until It should be opened, but the air was so raw and cold that Litde 
Dorrit, leading Maggy about in her sleep, kept in motion Going 
round by the Church, she saw lights there, and the door open, and 
v/ent up the steps and looked in 

Who s that^’ cried a stout old man, who was putting on a 
nightcap as if he were going to bed m a vault. 

‘It’s no one pamcular, sir,’ said Little Domt 
‘Stopl’ cncd the man ‘Let’s have a look at youl’ 
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This caused her to turn back again in the act of going out, and 
to present herself and her charge before him 
T thought so*'’ said he ‘Ikno'w yotu 

‘We have often seen each other,’ said Little Domt, recognismg 
the sexton, or the beadle, or the verger, or whatever he was, ‘when 
I have been at church here ’ 

More than that, we’ve got your birth m our Register, you 
know, you’re one of our curiosities ’ 

‘Indeed*’ said Little Domt 

To be sure As the child of the — by-the-bye, how did you get 
out so early 

We were shut out last mght, and are waiting to get in ’ 

You don’t mean it^ And there’s another hour good yet* Come 
into the vestry You’ll find a fire in the vestry, on account of the 
painters Fm waiting for the pamters, or I shouldn’t be here, you 
may depend upon it One of our cunosittes mustn’t be cold when 
We have it m our power to warm her up comfortable Come along ’ 
He was a very good old fellow, m his fanuhar way, and having 
^ired the vestry fire, he looked rovmd the shelves of registers for a 
pamcular volume ‘Here you are, you see,’ he said, taking it down 
^ turning the leaves ‘Here you’ll find yourself, as large as hfe 
y, daughter of William and Fanny Dome Bom, Marshalsea 
nson, Pansh of St George And we tell people that you have hved 

sre, Without so much as a day’s or a raght’s absence, ever smee. 
is It true^’ 

‘Quite true, nil last night ’ 

or But his surveying her with an adminng gaze suggested 
ome mg else to him, to wit ‘I am sorry to see, though, tliat you 
cl^ ^ cushions out of the 

your friend shall he down before the fire. 

on ^ rt afraid of not going in to )oin your father when the gate 
opens. I II call you ’ 

soon brought in die cushions, and strewed diem on die 


He 
ground 
•The 


diank Again as large as hfe Oh, never mind 

bom '"^1 daughters of my own And though diey w'eren’t 
^ Marshalsea Pnson, they might have been, if I had been, 
Pm s mg on, of j our fadier’s breed. Stop a bit I must 

°uiet ling under- die cushion for your head Here’s a bunal 
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volume. Just the thing’ We have got Mrs Bangham in this book 
But what makes these books interesting to most people is — not 
who’s in ’em, but who isn’t- who’s coming, you know, and when 
That’s the mteresting question ’ 

Commendmgly looking back at the pillow he had improvised, he 
left tliem to their hour’s repose Maggy was snoring already, 
and Little Domt v/as soon fast asleep with her head resting on that 
sealed book of Fate, untroubled by its mysterious blank leaves 

This v/as Little Domt’s party. The shame, desertion, wretched- 
ness, and exposure of the great capital, the wet, the cold, the slow 
hours, and the swift clouds of the dismal night- This was the party 
from which Little Domt went home, jaded, in the first grey mist 
of a ramy mormng. 




CHAPTER 15 

Mrs Flintwinch has another Dream 

The debihtated old house in the aty, wrapped in its mantle of 
soot, and leaning heavily on the crutches that had partaken of its 
decay and worn out with it, never knew a healthy or a cheerfiit 
interval, let v/hat v/ould beude If the sun ever touched it, it was 
but With a ray, and that was gone in half an hour, if the moonlight 
ever fell upon it, it was only to put a few patches on its doleful 
cloak, and make it look more v/retched. The stars, to be sure, 
coldly w'atched it when die nights and the smoke were clear 
enoughj and all bad weather stood by it with a rare fidehty. Too 
•'hould alike find rain, hail, frost, and tliaw hngermg in that dismal 
enclosure ivhcn iliey had vamshed from other places, and as to 
snuv', you should see it dierc for weelis. long after it had changed 
from vcllow to black, slowly v eeping away its gnm> life- The place 
Ind no other adlierents As to street noises, the rumbling ofv/heels 
in the lane merely rushed in at die gateway in going past, and 
niched out again* making the listening Mistress Afiery feel as if 
Were deaf, and recovered the sense of heanng by instantaneous 
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flashes So with whistling, singing, talking, laughing, and all 
pleasant human sounds They leaped the gap in a moment, and 
went upon then- way. 

The vaiymg hght of fire and candle in Mrs Clennam s room 
made the greatest change tliat ever broke the dead monotony of 
the spot. In her two long narrow windows, the fire shone sullenly 
all day, and sullenly all night On rare occasions it flashed up 
passionately, as she did, but for the most part it was suppressed, 
like her, and preyed upon itself evenly and slowly. During many 
hours of the short winter days, however, when it was dusk there 
early m the afternoon, changing distortions of herself m her 
wheeled chair, of Mr Flmtwinch with his wry neck, of Mistress 
Affery coming and gomg, would be thrown upon the house wall 
that was over the gateway, and would hover there like shadows 
from a great magic lantern As the room-ndden mvahd settled for 
the mght, these would gradually disappear Mistress Aflery’s 
^ttagnified shadow always flitting about, last, until it finally glided 
away mto the aur, as though she were ofi" upon a witch excursion 
Then the sohtary hght would bum unchangingly, until it burned 
pale before the dawn, and at last died under the breath of Mrs 
Affeiy, as her shadow descended on it from the witch-region of 
sleep 

Strange, if the httle sick-room fire were m eSect a beacon fire. 


^mnmomng some one, and that the most unlikely some one in the 
world, to the spot that must be come to Strange, if the htde sick- 
room hght were m effect a watch-hght, burning m that place every 
^'ight until an appomted event should be watched out* Which of 
*he vast multitude of travellers, under the sun and the stars, dunb- 
dosty hills and toihng along the weary plains, journeying 
y land and journeying by sea, coirang and going so strangely, to 
meet and to act and react on one another, which of the host may, 
"^^no suspiaon of die journey’s end, be travelhng surely hither^ 
ime shall show us The post of honour and the post of shame, 
^ general s station and the drummer’s, a peer’s statue in West- 
^mster Abbey and a seaman’s hammock in the bosom of the deep, 
e mitre and the workhouse, the woolsack and the gallows, the 
One and the guilloune — die travellers to all are on the great 
road, but it has wonderful divergencies, and only Time shall 
ow us whither each traveller is bound 
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On a wintry afternoon at twilight, Mrs Flintwinch, having been 
heavy all day, dreamed this dream 

She thought she was in the kitchen gettmg the kettle ready for 
tea, and was warmmg herself with her feet upon the fender and the 
skirt of her gown tucked up, before the collapsed fire in the middle 
of the grate, bordered on either hand by a deep cold black ravine. 
She thought tiiat as she sat thus, musing upon the question whether 
life was not for some people a rather dull mvenoon, she was 
frightened by a sudden noise behind her. She thought that she had 
been similarly frightened once last week, and that the noise was of a 
mysterious kind — a sound of rustling and of three or four quick 
beats like a rapid step, while a shock or tremble was communicated 
to her heart, as if the step had shaken the floor, or even as if she 
had been touched by some awdial hand. She thought that this 
revived within her certain old fears of hers that the house was 
haunted, and that she flew up the kitchen stairs without knowing 


how she got up, to be nearer company. 

Mistress Afleiy thought that on reaching the hall, she saw the 
door of her liege lord’s office standing open, and the room empty 
That she went to the npped-up window in the little room by ths 
street door to connect her palpitating heart, through the glass, with 
living dungs beyond and outside the haunted house. Tliat she then 
saw, on the wall over the gateway, the shadows of the two clever 
ones in conversation above That she then went upstairs with her 
shoes in her hand, partly to be near the clever ones as a match for 
most ghosts, and partly to hear what they were talking about- 
‘None of your nonsense with me,’ said Mr Fhntwinch T won t 
take It from you.’ 

Mrs Flintwmch dreamed that she stood behind the door, wluch 
was just ajar, and most distinctly heard her husband say these 
bold words 


‘Flintwmch,’ returned Mrs Clennam, in her usual strong low 
voice, ‘there is a demon of anger m you Guard against it.’ 

‘I don’t care whether there’s one or a dozen,’ said Mr Fhnt- 
v.inch, forcibly suggesting in his tone that the higher number was 
nearer die marie. ‘If there v/as fifty, diey should all say, None o 
} our nonsense with me, I won’t take it from you — I’d make ’em 
saj, It, whetlicr thej’^ hi cd it or not.* 

‘What have I done, you wradtful man?’ her strong voice asked 
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*Done^’ said Mr Flmtwindi ‘Dropped do’s^Ti upon me ’ 

If you mean, remonstrated •with you 

'Don’t put "words into my moudi tliat I don’t mean,’ said 
Jeremiah, sticking to his figurative expression •wntli tenacious and 
impenetrable obstinacy ‘I mean dropped do'wn upon me ’ 

‘I remonstrated vith you,’ she began again, ‘because—’ 
I'w^on’thaveit'’ cned Jeremiali ‘You dropped down upon me ’ 
I dropped down upon you, then, you ill-condmoned man,’ 
Qeremiah chuckled at having forced her to adopt his phrase,) 
for having been needlessK significant to Artliur diat morning I 
ave a nght to complain of it as almost a breach of confidence 
You did not mean it 


I won’t have it*’ interposed die contradictor}' Jeremiah, 
mnging back the concession ‘I did mean it ’ 

I suppose I must leave you to speak in soliloquy if you choose,’ 
s e replied, after a pause that seemed an angry one ‘It is useless 
my addressing myself to a rash and headstrong old man who has 
a set purpose not to hear me ’ 

Now, I won’t take that from you eidier,’ said Jeremiali ‘I 
ave no such purpose I have told you I did mean it Do you wish 
c . ^ meant it, you rash and headstrong old woman 

ter all, you only restore me my own words,’ she said, 
with her indignation ‘Yes ’ 

s IS why, then Because you hadn’t cleared his father to 
m, and you ought to have done it Because, before you went into 
tantrum about yourself, who are-’ 
old tliere, Flintwinch’’ she cned out m a changed voice 
y^may go a word too far ’ 

he had seemed to think so There "was another pause, and 

mildly ^ position in the room, when he spoke again more 

«I 

your^^ to tell you why it was Because, before you took 

Anj, I thought you ought to have taken the part of 

Arthur’s father* I had no particular love for 
'^'hen^^W^ ^ served Arthur’s father’s uncle, in this house, 

^ his ^ father was not much above me — was poorer as far 

me hi^L^ went — and when his uncle might as soon have left 

starved have left him He starved m the parlour, and I 

to e kitchen, that was the prmcipal difference m our 
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positions; there was not much more tlian a flight of breakneck 
stairs bGttt'’een us I never took to him in tliose times; I don’t know 
that I ever took to him greatly at any time He was an undecided, 
irresolute chap, who had everything but his orphan life scared 
out of him when he was young And when he brought you home 
here, the wife his uncle had named for him, I didn’t need to look 
at you twice (you v/ere a good-looking v/oman at that time) to 
know who’d be master. You have stood of your own strength ever 
since Stand of your own strength now Don’t lean against the dead ’ 
‘I do noi — as you call it — lean against the dead,’ 

But you had a mind to do it, if I had submitted,’ growled 
Jeremiah, ‘and that’s why you drop down upon me. You cant 
forget that I didn’t submit. I suppose you are astomshed that I 
should consider it worth my while to have justice done to Arthur s 
father^ Hey ^ It doesn’t matter whether you answer or not, because 
I know you are, and you know you are Come, tlien, I’ll teU you 
how It is I may be a bit of an oddity in pomt of temper, but this 
is my temper — I can’t let anybody have entirely their own way 
You are a determined woman, and a clever woman, and when 
you see your purpose before you, nothing will turn you from it. 
Vvflio knows that better than I do^’ 

‘Nothing will turn me from it, Fiintwinch, when I have jusO^ 
fled It to myself Add that ’ 

Justified It to yourself^ I said you were tlie most determined 
woman on the face of the earth (or I meant to say so), and if you 
are determined to justify any object you entertain, of course you H 
do It,’ 

Man^ I justify myself by the authority of these Books,’ she 
cried, v/ith stem emphasis, and appearmg from the sound that 
followed to stnke the dead-weight of her arm upon the table 
iNever mind that,’ returned Jeremiah calmly, ‘we won’t enter 
mto that question at present However that may be you carry out 
your purposes, and you make everything go down before them. 
Now, I won t go down before them. I have been faithful to you, and 
useful to you, and I am attached to you But I can’t consent, and 
I W'on t consent, and I never did consent, and I never wnll consent 
to be lost in you Swallow up everybody else, and welcome 
The peculianty of my temper is, ma’am, that I won’t be swallowed 
up alive.’ 
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Perhaps tins had originally been the mainspring of the under- 
standing betv'cen them Desetynng thus much of force of dtaracter 
in Mr Fhnoannchj perhaps Mrs Clennam had deemed nlliance witli 
him tvorth her hile 

‘Enough and more dian enough of tlie subject,’ said she 
gloomily 

‘Unless you drop dowm upon me again,’ returned the persistent 
Flmtwmcli, ‘and then you must expect to hear of it again ’ 

Mistress Affery dreamed that the figure of her lord here began 
^'alking up and down die room, as if to cool his spleen, and diat 
she ran away, but diat, as he did not issue fortli when she had 
stood hstening and trembling in die shadowy hall a little time, she 
^pt up-stairs again, impelled as before bj' ghosts and curiosity, 
and once more cowered outside the door. 

Please to light die candle, Flintwincli,’ Mrs Clennam was 
saymg, apparendy wishing to draw him back into dieir usual tone 

t IS nearly time for tea Little Domt is coming, and will find me 
m the dark ’ 


Mr Flmtwinch lighted the candle briskly, and said as he put it 
ao^ upon die table 

What are you going to do widi Little Dorrit^ Is she to come 
h ever^ To come to tea here for ever^ To come 

forwards here, m die same way, for ever^’ 
j you talk about “for ever” to a maimed creature like 

mi I ^ grass of die field, and was 

Iv*^ L scythe many years ago since when I have been 

nre, waiting to be gathered into the bam ^ ’ 

nothi^^ since you have been lying here — not near dead — 

Wo s It — numbers of children and young people, blooming 

^arn^^ men, and what not, have been cut down and 

gjj Y ’ Eere are you, you see, not much changed after 

ever mme may be a long one yet When I say for 

lylj. m^9n (diough I am not poetical) through all our time ’ 
Clin,! g3ve this explanation with great calmness, and 

waited for an answer 

used ^ Little Domt is quiet and industrious, and stands in 

^uppos ^ f ^ deserves it, so long, I 

comp if’ ^ ^ she withdraws of her own act, she will continue to 
I oemg spared ’ 
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‘Nothing more tlian that?’ said Fhntwinch, stroking his mouth 
and chin. 

‘What should there be more than that’ What could there be 
more than tliat’ ’ she ejaculated in her sternly wondenng way 
Mrs Flintwinch dreamed, that, for the space of a minute or two, 
they remained looking at each other with the candle between tliem, 
and that she somehow derived an impression that tliey looked at 
each other fixedly. 

‘Do you happen to know, Mrs Clennam,’ AfFery’s liege lord 
then demanded m a much lower voice, and with an amount of 
expression that seemed quite out of proportion to the simple pur- 
pose of his words, ‘v/here she lives 
‘No’ 

‘Would you — now, v/ouldyou like to know^’ said Jeremiah 
with a pounce as if he had sprung upon her. 

‘If I cared to know, I should knov/ already. Could I not have 
asked her any day-'’ 

‘Then you don’t care to know^’ 

‘I do not,' 

Mr Flintwinch, having expelled a long significant breath said, with 
his former emphasis, ‘For I have acadentally - mind’ — found out 
‘Wherever she lives,’ said Mrs Clennam, speakmg in one un- 
modulated hard voice, and separating her words as distinctly as 
if she v/ere reading them off from separate bits of metal that she 
took up one by one, ‘she has made a secret of it, and she shall 
always keep her secret from me ’ 

‘After all, perhaps you would rather not have known the fact, 
any how’^’ said Jeremiah, and he said it with a twist, as if his 
words had come out of him m his own wry shape 

‘ Fhntwinch,' said his mistress and partner, flashing mto a sudden 
energy that made Affery start, ‘why do you goad me^ Look round 
this room If it is any compensation for my long confinement 
within these narrow limits — not that I complain of being afflicted, 

_ you know I never complam of that — if it is any compensation to 
me for long confinement to this room, that while I am shut up 
from all pleasant change I am also shut up from the knowledge of 
some things that I may prefer to avoid knowing, why should you, 
of all men, grudge me that belief?’ 

I don’t grudge it to you,’ returned Jeremiah. 




Mt and Mrs Fltntwmch 
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‘Then say no more. Say no more. Let Little Dornt keep her 
secret from me, and do you keep it from me also. Let her come and 
go, unobserved and unquestioned. Let me suffer, and let me have 
what alleviation belongs to my condition. Is it so much, that you 
torment me hke an evil spint^’ 

T asked you a question- That’s all.’ 

‘I have answered it So, say no more Say no more ’ Here the 
sound of the wheeled chair was heard upon tlie floor, and Aflery s 
bell rang with a hasty jerk. 

More afraid of her husband at tlie moment than of the myster- 
ious sound in the kitchen, Aflfery crept away as lightly and as 
quickly as she could, descended the kitchen stairs almost as rapidly 
as she had ascended them, resumed her seat before the fire, tucked 
up her skirt again, and finally threw her apron over her head Then 
the bell rang once more, and then once more, and then kept on 
ringing; in despite of which importunate summons, Affery still sat 
behind her apron, recovenng her breath 

At last Mr Fhntwinch came shuffling down the staircase into 
die hall, muttenng and calhng ‘Affery woman f’ all the way. Affery 
still remaming behind her apron, he came stumbling down the 
kitchen stairs, candle m hand, sidled up to her, twitched her apron 
off, and roused her, 

‘Oh Jeremiah* ’ cried Affery, waking ‘ What a start you gave me! 
‘What have you been doing, woman mquired Jeremiah. 
‘You’ve been rung for fifty times ’ 

‘O Jeremiah,’ said Mistress Affery, ‘I have been a-drearamg’ ’ 
Reminded of her former achievement in that way, Mr Flint- 
winch held the candle to her head, as if he had some idea of hghtmg 
her up for the illumination of the kitchen. 

‘Don’t you know it’s her tea-time?’ he demanded with a 
vicious gnn, and giving one of die legs of Mistress Affery’s chair 
a kick 

‘Jeremiah^ Tea-time'* I don’t knov/ what’s come to me But I 
got such a dreadful turn, Jeremiah, before I went— off a-dreaming, 
that I think it must be that,’ 

‘YooghI Sleepy-Head!’ said Mr Flintwinch, ‘what arc you 
talking about 

‘Such a strange noise, Jeremiah, and such a cunous movement- 
In the luichcn hero — just here ’ 
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Jeremiah held up his light and looked at ilie blackened ceiling, 
held down his light and looked at the damp stone floor, turned 
round witli his light and looked about at tiic spotted and blotclied 
xvalls 

‘Rats, cats, water, drams,’ said Jeremiah 

Mistress Aflerj' negatived each with a shake of her head ‘No, 
Jeremiali, I have felt it before- I have felt it iip-stairs, and once 
on tlie staircase as I was going from her room to ours in the night— 
a rustle and a sort of trembling touch belund me ’ 

‘Affery, my woman,’ said Mr Flintwincli grimly, after advancing 
ius nose to tliat lady’s lips as a test for the detection of spintuous 
liquors, ‘if you don'’t get tea pretty quick, old woman, you’ll 
become sensible of a rustle and a touch that’ll send you flying to 
the other end of the kitchen ’ 

This prediction stimulated Mrs Flmrmnch to bestir herself, and 
to hasten up-stairs to Mrs Clennam’s chamber But, for all that, 
she now began to entertain a settled conviction that there was 
something wrong in the gloomy house Henceforth, she was never 
at peace in it after dayhglit departed, and never went up or down 
stairs in the dark without having her apron over her head, lest she 
should see something 

\'ifliat witli these gliostly apprehensions and her singular dreams, 
Mrs Mintwinch fell tliat evening into a haunted state of mind, from 
which It may be long before this present narrative desenes any 
trace of her recoveiy^ In die vagueness and indistinctness of aU her 
new experiences and perceptions, as everything about her was 
mystenous to herself she began to be mystenous to odiers and 
became as difficult to be made out to anybody’s satisfaction as she 

found the house and everythmg in it difficult to make out to her 
own 

She had not yet fimshed prepanng Mrs Clennam’s tea, when the 
soft knock came to the door wluch always announced Little Domt 
stress Affery looked on at Little Domt taking off her homely 
onnet m the hall, and at Mr Fhntwinch scraping lus jaws and 
contemplating her in silence, as expecting some wonderfhl conse- 
^ence to ensue which would frighten her out of her five wits or 
blow them all three to pieces 

A there came another knock at the door, announcing 

"^ur Mistress Affery went down to let him in, and he said on 
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entenng, ‘Affery, I am glad it’s you I want to ask you a question,' 
Affery immediately replied, ‘For goodness sake don’t ask me 
nothing, Arthur! I am frightened out of one half of my life, and 
dreamed out of the other Don’t ask me nothing* I don’t know 
which IS which, or what is what*’ — and immediately started away 
from him, and came near him no more. 

Mistress Affer}’’ having no taste for reading, and no sufficient 
hght for needlework in the subdued room, supposing her to have 
the inclination, now sat every night in the dimness from which she 
had momentanly emerged on the evening of Arthur Clennam s 
return, occupied with crowds of wild speculations and suspicions 
respecting her mistress and her husband and the noises in the 
house When the feroaous devotional exerases were engaged in, 
these speculations would distraa Mistress Affery’s eyes towards 
the door, as if she expected some dark form to appear at those 
propitious moments, and make the party one too many. 

Otherwise, Affery never said or did anything to attract the 
attention of the two clever ones towards her m any marked degree, 
except on certain occasions, generally at about the qtuet hour 
tov/ards bed-time, when she would suddenly dart out of her dim 
comer, and whisper with a face of terror to Mr Flintwinch, read- 
mg the paper near Mrs Clennam’s little table 
‘There, Jeremiah* Now* What’s that noise 
Then the noise, if there were any, would have ceased, and Mr 
Fhntwinch would snarl, turning upon her as if she had cut him 
down that moment against his will, ‘ Affery, old woman, you shall 
have a dose, old v/oraan, such a dose! You have been dreaming 
again!’ 


CHAPTER 16 

Nobody's Weakness 

The time being come for tlie renev/al of his acquaintance with the 
Meagles family, Clennam, pursuant to contract made between him- 
self and Mr Meagles v/ithin the precincts of Bleeding Heart Yard, 
turned lus face on a certain Saturday towards Twickenliam,^ where 
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Mr Meaglcs had a cottage-residence of Ins own The weather being 
fine and dr}', and any English road abounding in interest for lum 
who had been so long away, he sent his valise on by the coach, and 
set out to walk A walk was in itself a new enjoyment to him, and 
one that had rarely diversified his life afar off 

He went by Fulham and Putney, for the pleasure of strolling over 
the headi It was bright and shining there, and when he found 
lumself so far on ins road to Fwickcnham, he found himself a long 
way on his road to a number of airier and less substantial destina- 
uons Tliey had nsen before him fast, in tlie healthful axerase and 
the pleasant road It is not eas}' to walk alone in tlie country' without 
mtising upon something And he had plenty' of unsettled subjects 
to meditate upon, though he had been walking to the Land’s 
End 


First, diere was die subject seldom absent from his mind, die 
question, what he was to do henceforth in life, to what occupation 
he should devote lumself, and in what direction he had best seek 
iL He was far from nch, and every day of indeasion and inaction 
made his inheritance a source of greater anxiety to him As often 
as he began to consider how to increase this inhentance, or to lay 
It by, so often his misgiving diat there was some one with an 
unsatisfied claim upon his justice, returned, and that alone was a 
subject to oudast the longest walk- Agam, there was the subject of 
his relations with his mother, which were now upon an equable 
and peaceful but never confidential footmg, and whom he saw 
several times a week Litde Domt was a leading and a constant 
subject for the circumstances of his life, united to those of her own 
story, presented the little creature to him as the only person 
between whom and himself there were ties of innocent rehance on 


one hand, and affectionate protection on the other, ties of com- 
passion, respect, unselfish mterest, gratitude, and pity Thinkmg 
of her, and of the possibihty of her father’s release from pnson by 
the unbamng hand of death — the only change of circumstance he 
could foresee that might enable him to be such a fnend to her as he 
Wished to be, by altenng her whole manner of life, smoothing her 
tou^ road, and giving her a home - he regarded her, m that 
perspective, as his adopted daughter, his poor child of the Marshal- 
sea hushed to rest. If there were a last subject in his thoughts, 
3ud It lay towards Twickenham, its form was so mdefimte that it 
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was little more than the pervading atmosphere in which these other 
subjects floated before him. 

He had crossed the heath and was leaving it behind when he 
gained upon a figure v/hich had been in advance of him for some 
time, and which, as he gained upon it, he thought he knev/ He 
derived this impression from something in the turn of the head, 
and in the figure’s action of consideration, as it v/ent on at a 
sufficiently sturdy v/alk. But when the man — for it v/as a man’s 
figure — pushed his hat up at the back of his head, and stopped to 
consider some object before him, he knew it to be Daniel Doyce 
‘How do you do, Mr Doyce?’ said Clennam, overtakmg him 
‘I am glad to see you again, and m a healthier place than the 
Circumlocution Office ’ 

‘Ha* Mr Meagles’s friend'’ exclaimed that public cnminal, 
coming out of some mental combinations he had been making, 
and offenng his hand ‘I am glad to see you, sir. Will you excuse 
me if I forget your name^' 

‘Pieadily. It’s not a celebrated name. It’s not Barnacle ’ 

‘No, no,’ said Daniel, laughing ‘And now I know v/hat it is 
It’s Clennam How do you do, Mr Clennam^’ 

‘I have some hope,’ said Arthur, as they walked on together, 
‘that we may be going to the same place, Mr Doyce.’ 

‘Meaning Twickenham returned Daniel ‘I am glad to hear it 
They were soon quite intimate, and lightened the way v/ith a 
vanety of conversation The ingenious culpnt was a man of great 
modesty and good sense; and, though a plam man, had been too 
much accustomed to combine v/hat was original and danng m 
conception v/ith what v/as patient and minute in execution, to be 
by any means an ordinary man. It was at first difficult to lead him 
to speak about himself, and he put off Arthur’s advances in that 
direction by admitting slightly, oh yes, he had done this, and he 
had done that, and such a thing was of his making, and such 
another thing v'as his discovery, but it was his trade, you see, 
his trade, until, as he gradually became assured tliat his companion 
had a real interest in his account of himself, he frankly yielded to it 
Tlien it appeared that he was the son of a north-country black- 
smith, and had onginally been apprenticed by his widowed 
mother to a lock-maker, that he had ‘struck out a few little 
things’ at the lock-maker’s, which had led to his being released 
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from his mdentxires with a present, which present had enabled him 
to gratify his ardent wish to bind lumself to a workmg engineer, 
under whom he had laboured hard, learned hard, and hved hard, 
seven years His time bemg out, he had ‘worked in the shop’ at 
weekly wages seven or eight years more, and had then betaken 
himself to die banks of die Clyde, where he had studied, and filed, 
and hammered, and improved his knowledge, theoretical and 
practical, for six or seven years more There he had had an offer 
to go to Lyons, which he had accepted, and from Lyons had been 
engaged to go to Germany, and in Germany had had an offer to 
go to St Petersburg, and there had done very well indeed — never 
better However, he had naturally felt a preference for his own 
country, and a wish to gam distinction there, and to do whatever 
senuce he could do, there rather than elsewhere And so he had 
come home And so at home he had estabhshed himself in busmess, 
and had mvented and executed, and worked his way on, until, 
after a dozen years of constant suit and service, he had been enrolled 
in the Great Bntish Legion of Honour, die Legion of the Rebuffed 
of the Circumlocution Office, and had been decorated with the 
Great Bntish Order of Ment, the Order of the Disorder of the 
Barnacles and Stiltstalkings 

It IS much to be regretted,’ said Clennam, ‘that you ever 
turned your thoughts that way, Mr Doyce ’ 

True, sir, true to a certain extent But what is a man to do'' 
If he has the misfortune to strike out something serviceable to the 
nation, he must follow where it leads him ’ 


Hadn’t he better let it go ^ ’ said Clennam 
He can’t do it,’ said Doyce, shaking his head with a thoughtful 
smile It’s not put into his head to be buned It’s put into his head 
to be made useful You hold your life on the condition that to the 
l^t you shall struggle hard for it Ever}' man holds a discovery on 
the same terms ’ 


That is to say,’ said Ajthur, vndi a growing admiration of 
s ^let compamon, ‘you are not finally discouraged even 


I have no right to be, if I am,’ returned the other ‘Tlie thing 
's as true as it ever was ’ 

Wlien they had walked a little way m silence, Clennam, at once 
to change the direct pomt of then conversation and not to change 
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It too abruptly, asked Mr Doyce if be had any partner in his 
business to relieve him of a portion of its anxieties^ 

‘No,’ he returned, ‘not at present. I had when I first entered 
on It, and a good man he v/as But he has been dead some years, 
and as I could not easily take to tlie notion of another when I lost 
lum, I bought his share for myself and have gone on by myself ever 
since And here’s another tiling,’ he said, stopping for a moment 
with a good-humoured laugh in his eyes, and laying his closed 
nght hand, with its peculiar suppleness of tliumb, on Clennam’s 
arm, ‘no inventor can be a man of business, you know ’ 

‘No^’ said Clennam 

‘Why, so the men of business say,’ he ansv/ered, resuming the 
walk and laughing outright ‘I don’t know why we unfortunate 
creatures should be supposed to want common sense, but it is gen- 
erally taken for granted that we do. Even the best fnend I have in 
the world, our excellent fnend over yonder,’ said Doyce, nodding 
towards Twickenham, ‘extends a sort of protection to me, don’t 
you know, as a man not quite able to take care of himselP’ 

Arthur Clennam could not help joining in the good-humoured 
laugh, for he recognised the truth of the description 

So I find that I must have a partner who is a man of business 
and not gmlty of any inventions,* said Daniel Doyce, taking off 
his hat to pass his hand over his forehead, ‘if it’s only in deference 
to the current opinion, and to uphold the credit of tlie W^orks I 
don t think he 11 find that I have been ver^’’ remiss or confused in 
ray way of conducting them, but that’s for him to say - whoever 
he IS - not for me.’ 

‘You have not chosen him yet, then>’ 

No, sir, no I have only just come to a decision to take one. 
The fact is, there s more to do than there used to be, and the 
Works are enough for me as I grow older What with the books 
and correspondence, and foreign journeys for which a Principal is 
necessary, I can’t do all I am going to talk over the best way of 
negotiating the matter, if I find a spare half-hour between this and 
Monday morning, with my— my Nurse and protector,’ said Doyce, 
with laughing eyes again ‘He is a sagacious man in business, and 
has had a good apprenticeship to it ’ 

After this, they conversed on different subjects until they arrived 
at their joumej'^ s end A composed and unobtrusive self-sustain- 
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ment was noticeable in Daniel Doyce— a calm knowledge diat what 
was true must remam true, in spite of all the Barnacles in die 
family ocean, and "n ould be just die truth, and neidier more nor 
less when even that sea liad run diy^— wliicli had a kind of greatness 
m It, though not of the official quality 
As he knew the house well, he conducted Ardiur to it by die way 
that showed it to the best advantage It was a charming place 
(none the worse for bemg a little eccentnc), on die road by the 
nver, and just what die residence of die Meagles family ought to 
be. It stood m a garden, no doubt as fresh and beautiful m die 
May of the Year as Pet now was in die May of her Ufe, and it was 
defended by a goodly show of handsome trees and spreading 
evergreens, as Pet 'w^as b}' Mr and Mrs Meagles It was made out 
of an old bnck house, of which a part had been altogether pulled 
down, and another part had been changed into the present cottage, 
so diere was a hale elderly portion, to represent Mr and Mrs 
Meagles, and a young picturesque, very pretty portion to represent 
Pet. There was even the later addition of a conservatory sheltenng 
Itself against it, uncertain of hue in its deep-stamed glass, and in 
Its more transparent portions flashing to the sun’s rays, now like 
dre and now like harmless water drops, which might have stood 
for Tattycoram Witlnn view was the peaceful nver and the ferry- 
boat, to moralise to all die inmates saying Young or old, passion- 
ate or tranquil, chafing or content, you, thus runs the current 
always Let the heat swell into what discord it will, thus plays the 
nppling water on the prow of the ferry-boat ever the same tune. 
Year after year, so much allowance for die drifting of the boat, so 
many miles an hour the flowing of the stream, here the rushes, there 
the lilies, nothing uncertam or unqmet upon this road that steadily 
runs away, while you, upon your flowmg road of time, are so 
capricious and distracted 

The bell at the gate had scarcely sounded when Mr Meagles 
came out to receive them Mr Meagles had scarcely come 
cut, when Mrs Meagles came out. Mrs Meagles had scarcely 
^me out, when Pet came out Pet scarcely had come out, when 

attycoram came out Never had visitors a more hospitable 
reception 

Here we are, you see,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘boxed up, Mr Clennam, 
withm our own home-limits, as if we were never going to expand 
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— that IS, travel — again Not like Marseilles, eh? No allonging and 
marshonging here’’ 

‘A different kind of beauty, indeed’’ said Clcnnam, looking 
about him 

‘But, Lord bless me’’ cned Mr Meagles, rubbing his hands 
with a relish, ‘it was an uncommonly pleasant tlimg being m 
quarantine, wasn’t it^ Do you knov/, I have often wished myself 
back again ^ We were a capital party.’ 

This was Mr Meagles’s invanable habit. Always to object to 
everything v/hile he was travelling, and always to want to get back 
to It v/hen he was not travelling 

‘If It was summer-time,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘which I wish it was 
on your account, and in order that you might see tlie place at its 
best, you would hardly be able to hear yourself speak for birds 
Beings practical people, we nei^er allow anybody to scare the birds, 
and the birds, being practical people too, come about us in myriads 
We are delisted to see you, Clennam (if you’ll allow me, I shah 
drop the Mister), I heartily assure you, v/e are dehghted ’ 

‘I have not had so pleasant a greeting,’ said Clennam — then he 
recalled what Little Domt had said to him in his own room, and 
faithfully added ‘except once — since we last walked to and fro, 
looking down at the Mediterranean ’ 

‘Ahl’ returned Mr Meagles ‘Something like a look out,^ 
was, wasn’t it^ I don’t want a mihtary government, but I shouldn t 
mind a httle allonging and marshongmg— just a dash of it - m this 
neighbourhood sometimes It’s Devilish still.’ 

Bestowing this eulogium on the retired character of his retreat 
with a dubious shake of the head, Mr Meagles led tlie way into the 
house. It was just large enough, and no more, was as pretty vnthin 
as It was without, and was perfectly well-arranged and comfortable. 
Some traces of the migratory habits of the family were to be 
observed in the covered frames and furmture, and wrapped-up 
hangings, but it was easy to see that it was one of Mr Meagles s 
whims to have the cottage always kept, in their absence, as if they 
were alv/ays coming back thu day after to-morrow. Of articles 
collected on his various expeditions, there was such a vast miscel- 
lany that It was hke the dwelling of an amiable Corsair There 
were antiquities from Central Italy, made by the best modem 
houses in that department of industry, bits of mummy from Eg}T* 
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(and perhaps Birmingham), model gondolas from Vemce, model 
villages from Switzerland, morsels of tesselated pavement from 
Herculaneum cind Pompeu, like petnfied mmced veal, ashes out 
of tombs, and lava out of Vesuvius, Spamsh fans, Spezzian straw 
hats, Moorish slippers, Tuscan hairpins, Carrara sculpture, Tras- 
tavermi scarves, Genoese velvets and filigree, Neapolitan coral, 
Roman cameos, Geneva jewellery, Arab lanterns, rosaries blest all 
round by the Pope himself, and an infinite variety of lumber 
There were views, hke and unhke, of a multitude of places, and 
there was one httle picture-room devoted to a few of the regular 
sticky old Saints, with sinews like whipcord, hair hke Neptune’s, 
wlinkles hke tattoomg, and such coats of varnish that every holy 
personage served for a fly-trap, and became what is now called m 
the vulgar tongue a Catch-em-ahve O Of these pictonal acquisi- 
tions Mr Meagles spoke m the usual manner He was no judge, 
he said, except of what pleased lumself, he had picked them up, 
dirt-cheap, and people had considered them rather fine. One man, 
who at any rate ought to know something of the subject, had 
declared that ‘Sage, Readmg’ (a specially oily old gentleman m 
a blanket, with a swan’s-down tippet for a beard, and a web of 
cracks all over him hke nch pie-crust), to be a fine Guercmo ® Als 
for Sebastian del Piombo there, you would judge for yourself, if it 
were not his later manner, the question was. Who was it^ Titian, 
that might or might not be — perhaps he had only touched it. 
Daniel Doyce said perhaps he hadn’t touched it, but Mr Meagles 
rather dechned to overhear the remark 
When he had shown all his spoils, Mr Meagles took them into 
his own snug room overlooking the lawn, which was fitted up m 
part like a dressmg-room and in part hke an office, and m which, 
upon a kmd of counter-desk, were a pair of brass scales for weighmg 
gold, and a scoop for shovelling out money. 

Here they are, you see,’ said Mr Meagles ‘I stood behind these 
'wo articles five-and-thirty years runnmg, when I no more 
ffiought of gaddmg about tlian I now tlunk of - staying at home 
Vilen I left the Bank for good, I asked for them, and brought them 
away with me I menuon it at once, or you might suppose that I 
Sit m my counting-house (as Pet says I do), hke die king m the 
poem of the four-and-twenty blackbuds, counting out my money ' 

Clennam’s eyes had strayed to a natural picture on the wall, 
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of two pretty little girls with their arras entwined. ‘Yes, Clennam,’ 
said Mr Meagles, in a lower voice ‘There they both are It was 
taken some seventeen years ago. As I often say to Mother, they 
were babies then.’ 

‘Their names said Arthur. 

‘Ah, to be sure! You have never heard any name but Pet. Pet’s 
name is Minnie, her sister’s Lillie.’ 

‘Should you have known, Mr Clennam, that one of them was 
meant for me^’ asked Pet herself, now standing in the doorway. 

‘I might have thought that both of them were meant for you, 
both are still so hke you. Indeed,’ said Clennam, glancing from 
the fair original to the picture and back, ‘I cannot even now say 
which IS not your portrait.’ 

‘D’ye hear that, Mother?’ cned Mr Meagles to his wife, who 
had followed her daughter. ‘It’s always the same, Clennam, no- 
body can decide. The child to your left is Pet.’ 

The picture happened to be near a looking-glass As Arthur 
looked at it again, he saw, by the reflection of the mirror, Tatty- 
coram stop in passing outside the door, bsten to what was going 
on, and pass away with an angry and contemptuous frown upon 
her face, that changed its beauty into ugliness 

But come*’ said Mr Meagles ‘You have had- a long walk, 
and will be glad to get your boots off As to Daniel here, I suppose 
he d never think of taking hts boots off, unless we showed him a 
boot-jack.’ 

W^hy not? asked Darnel, with a significant smile at Clennam 
Oh* You have so many things to think about,’ returned Mr 
Meagles, clapping him on the shoulder, as if his weakness must 
not be left to itself on any account ‘Figures, and wheels, and cogs, 
and levers, and screws, and cylinders, and a thousand things ’ 

In my calling,’ said Daniel, amused, ‘the greater usually 
includes the less But never mind, never mind* Whatever pleases 
you, pleases me.’ 

Clennam could not help speculating, as he seated himself m his 
room by the fire, v/hether there might be in the breast of this 
honest, affectionate, and cordial Mr Meagles, any microscopic 
portion of the mustard-seed that had sprung up into the great tree 
of tnc Circumlocution Office. His curious sense of a general 
superiority to Daniel Doyce, which seemed to be founded, not so 
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much on anytlung in Doyce’s personal character as on the mere fact 
of his being an ongmator and a man out of the beaten track of 
otlier men, suggested the idea It might have occupied lum until 
he went down to dinner an hour afterwards, if he had not had 
anodier question to consider, which had been in his mmd so 
long ago as before he was in quarantine at Marseilles, and which 
had now returned to it, and was very urgent witli it No less a 
question tlian tins Whether he should allow himself to fall in love 
v^thPet^ 

He was twice her age (He changed the leg he had crossed over 
the other, and tned the calculation again, but could not bnng out 
tile total at less.) He was twice her age Well' He was young in 
appearance, young in healdi and strength, young in heart A man 
was certainly not old at fort}'^, and many men were not in circum- 
stances to marry, or did not marry, until they had attained that 
time of hfe. On the otlier hand, tlie question was, not what he 
tliought of the pomt, but what she tliought of it. 

He believed that Mr Meagles was disposed to entertam a npe 
regard for him, and he knew that he had a sincere regard for Mr 
Meagles and his good wife. He could foresee that to relinquish 
this beautiful only child, of whom tliey were so fond, to any 
husband, would be a trial of their love which perhaps they never 
yet had had the fortitude to contemplate But the more beautiful 
and wmmng and charming she, the nearer they must always be to 
the necessity of approaching it And why not in his favour, as well 
as m another’s^ 

Wlien he had got so far, it came again into lus head that the 

question was, not what they thought of it, but what she thought 
of it. 


Arthur Clennam was a retinng man, with a sense of many 
eficienaes, and he so exalted the ments of the beautiful Minnie 
m lus mmd, and depressed his own, that when he pinned himself 
to t^s pomt, his hopes began to fail lum. He came to the final 
t^o unon, as he made himself ready for dmner, that he would not 
ow himself to fall m love with Pet 

^®te only five, at a round table, and it was very pleasant 
ttt eed. Tliey had so many places and people to recall, and they 
Were all so easy and cheerful together (Daniel Doyce either sitting 
out ike an amused spectator at cards, or commg in with some 
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shrewd little experiences of his own, when it happened to be to 
the purpose), that they might have been together twenty times, 
and not have known so much of one anotlier 

‘And Miss Wade,’ said Mr Meagles, after they had recalled a 
number of fellow-travellers. ‘Has anybody seen Miss Wade^’ 

‘I have,’ said Tattycoram. 

She had brought a little mantle which her young mistress had 
sent for, and was bending over her, putting it on, when she lifted 
up her dark eyes and made this unexpected answer 

‘Tatty'’ her young mistress exclaimed ‘You seen Miss Wade^ 
- where 

‘Here, miss,’ said Tattycoram. 

‘How?’ 

An impatient glance from Tattycoram seemed, as Clennam saw 
It, to answer ‘With my eyes'’ But her only answer m words was 
‘I met her near the church ’ 

‘What was she doing there I wonder'’ said Mr Meagles ‘Not 
going to It, I should think.’ 

‘She had written to me first,’ said Tattycoram 
‘Oh, Tatty'’ murmured her mistress, ‘take your hands away. 
I feel as if some one else was touching me’’ 

She said it in a quick involuntary way, but half playfiilly, and 
not more petulandy or disagreeably than a favourite child might 
have done, who laughed next momenL Tattycoram set her full 
red lips together, and crossed her arms upon her bosom 

‘Did you wish to know, sir,’ she said, looking at Mr Meagles, 
‘what Miss Wade wrote to me about?’ 

‘Well, Tattycoram,’ remmed Mr Meagles, ‘since you ask the 
question, and we are all friends here, perhaps you may as well 
mention it, if you are so inclined ’ 

‘She knew, when we were travelling, where ^mu lived,’ said 
Tattycoram, ‘and she had seen me not quite — not quite—’ 

‘Not quite in a good temper, Tattycoram^’ suggested Mr 
Meagles, sliaking lus head at the dark eyes with a quiet caution 
‘Take a little time — count fivc-and-twenty, Tattycoram ’ 

Slie pressed her lips together again, and took a long deep breath. 
‘So she wrote to me to say that if I ever felt myself hurt,’ she 
looked down at her joung mistress, ‘or found myself worried,’ 
she looked down at her again, ‘I might go to her, and be con- 
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sideraiely treated I -vvas to tlnnk of u, and could speak to licr 
die church So I went there to thank her ’ 

'Tait},,’ said her \oung mistress, putting her hand up over her 
shoulder tliat the other might take tt, ‘Miss NX'ade almost fright- 
ened me vhen we parted, and I scarce!) like to think of her just 
now as having been so near me without m) knowing it Tatty 
dear' ’ 

Tatty stood for a moment, immo\able. 

‘Hey^’ cned Mr Mcagles ‘Count another five-and-tw^enty, 
Tatt) coram ’ 

She might ha\e counted a do7en, wdien she bent and put her 
lips to the caressing hand It patted her cheek, as it touched the 
ov net’s beautiful curls, and Tattycoram w ent away 

‘Now' tliere,’ said Mr Meaglcs softly, as he ga\e a turn to the 
dumb-waiter on his nght hand to tW'irl the sugar towards himself 
‘Tliere’s a girl wdio miglit be lost and ruined, if she w'asn’t among 
practical people Mother and I know, solely from being practical, 
that tliere are times wdien diat girl’s W'hole nature seems to roughen 
Itself against seeing us so bound up in Pet No father and mother 
were bound up m her, poor soul I don’t like to think of the way 
in which tliat unfortunate child, w'ldi all diat passion and protest 
in her, feels W'hen she hears the Fifth Commandment on a Sunday 
I am alwaj's inclined to call out. Church,^ Count five-and-twenty, 
Tattycoram ’ 


Besides Ins dumb-W'aiter, Mr Meagles had two other not dumb 
W'aiters in the persons of two parlour-maids with rosy faces and 
bnght eyes, who w'ere a highly ornamental part of the table 
decoration ‘And why not, you see"^’ said Mr Meagles on dus 
head As I alw'ays say to ^Iod^er, why not have something pretty 
to look at, if you have anything at alP ’ 

A certain Mrs Tickit, who was Cook and Housekeeper when the 
3nuly were at home, and Housekeeper only wdien die faimly were 
sway, completed the establishmenL Mr Meagles regretted that the 
Mture of the duties in w'hich she vras engaged, rendered Mrs 
ickit impresentable at present, but hoped to introduce her to the 
new visitor to-morrow She was an important part of the Cottage, 
e said, and all his fnends knew her. That was her picture up in the 
corner When they went away, she always put on the silk-gowm and 
e jet-black row of curls represented m d^t portrait (lier hair was 
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reddish-grey in the kitchen), estabhshed herself in the breakfast- 
room, put her spectacles between two particular leaves of Doctor 
Buchan’s Domestic Medicine,® and sat looking over tlie blind all 
day until the}^ came back again It was supposed that no persuasion 
could be invented which would induce Mrs Tickit to abandon her 
post at the blmd, however long their absence, or to dispense with 
the attendance of Dr Buchan, the lucubrations of which learned 
practitioner, Mr Meagles imphcitly believed she had never 5^et 
consulted to the extent of one word in her hfe 

In the evening they played an^ old-fashioned rubber, and Pet 
sat looking over her fatlier’s hand, or singing to herself by fits and 
starts at the piano She was a spoilt child, but how could she be 
otherwise^ Who could be much with so pliable and beautiful a 
creature, and not yield to her endeanng mfluence^ Who could 
pass an evemng in the house, and not love her for the grace and 
charm of her very presence in the room? This was Clennam’s 
reflection, notwithstandmg the final conclusion at which he had 
arrived up-stairs 

In making it, he revoked ‘Why, v'^hat are you thinking of, my 
good sir?’ asked the astonished Mr Meagles, who was his paitner 
‘I beg your pardon Nothing,’ returned Clennam ‘Think of some- 
thing, next time, that’s a dear fellov/,’ said Mr Meagles Pet laugh- 
ingly believed he had been thinking of Miss Wade. ‘Why of Miss 
Wade, Pet?’ asked her father. ‘Why, indeed'’ said Arthur Clen- 
nam Pet coloured a little, and went to the piano again 

As they broke up for tlie night, Arthur overheard Doyce ask 
his host if he could give him half an hour’s conversation before 
breakfast in die morning? The host replymg willmgly, Arthur 
lingered behind a moment, having his own word to add to that 
topic. 

Mr Meagles,’ he said, on their being left alone, ‘do you remem- 
ber when you ad%nsed me to go straight to London?’ 

‘ Perfectly well.’ 

‘And when j'ou gave me some other good advice which I 
needed at that time?’ 

I won’t say what it was worth,’ ansv/ered Mr Meagles* ‘but of 
course I remember our being very pleasant and confidential 
together.’ 

I have acted on your advice, and having disembarrassed myself 
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of an occupation tliat painful to me for many reasons, wish to 
devote m^-self and what means I have, to anotlicr pursuit ’ 

‘Right' You can’t do it too soon,’ said Mr Meagles 
'Now, as I came down to-day, I found that your friend, Mr 
Doyce, is looking for a partner in his business — not a partner in his 
mechanical knowledge, but in die ways and means of turning the 
business ansing from it to die best account ’ 

‘Just so,’ said Mr Meagles, widi his hands in his pockets, and 
widi die old business expression of face diat had belonged to die 
scales and scoop 

‘Mr Doyce mentioned inadentally, in the course of our con- 
versation, diat he v'as going to take j'our valuable advice on the 
subject of finding such a partner If you should dunk our views 
and opportunities at all likely to coincide, perhaps you will let 
him know my available position I speak, of course, in ignorance 
of the details, and they may be unsuitable on both sides ’ 

‘No doubt, no doubt,’ said Mr Meagles, vndi the caution 
belonging to the scales and scoop 

‘But they will be a question of figures and accounts -’ 

‘Just so, just so,’ said Mr Meagles, widi anthraebcal sohdity 
belongmg to die scales and scoop 

And I shall be glad to enter into the subject, provided Mr 
Doyce responds, and you think well of it If you wull at present, 
therefore, allow me to place it in your hands, you will much obhge 
me’ 

‘Clennam, I accept the trust with readiness,’ said Mr Meagles 
And without anticipating any of the points which you, as a man 
of business, have of course reserved, I am free to say to you that 
I think something may come of dus Of one dung you may be 
perfectly certain. Darnel is an honest man ’ 

I am so sure of it that I have prompdy made up my mind to 
speak to you ’ 

You must gmde him, you know, you must steer him, you 
must direct him, he is one of a crotchety sort,’ said Mr Meagles 
evidently meanmg nodung more than that he did new dungs and 
Went new ways, ‘ but he is as honest as the sun, and so good mght' ’ 

Clennam went back to his room, sat dowm again before his fire, 
3nd made up his nund that he was glad he had resolved not to fall 
m love 'With Pet She was so beautiful, so amiable, so apt to receive 
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any true impression given to her gentle nature and her innocent 
heart, and make the man who should be so happy as to communicate 
It, the most fortunate and enviable of all men, that he was very glad 
indeed he had come to that conclusion 

But, as this might have been a reason for coming to the opposite 
conclusion, he follov/ed out the theme again a little way m his 
mind, to justify himself, perhaps 

‘Suppose that a man,’ so his thoughts ran, ‘who had been of age 
some twenty years or so, who was a diffident man, from the cir- 
cumstances of lus youth, who v/as rather a grave man, from the 
tenor of his life; who knew himself to be deficient m many httle 
engaging qualities which he admired in others, from having been 
long in a distant region, v/ith nothing softening near him; who had 
no kind sisters to present to her, who had no congemal home to 
make her known m, who was a stranger in the land; who had not 
a fortune to compensate, m any measure, for these defects; who 
had nothing in his favour but his honest love and his general wish 
to do nght — suppose such a man were to come to this house, 
and were to yield to the captivation of this charming girl, and were 
to persuade himself that he could hope to win her, what a weakness 
It v/ould be'"' 

He softly opened his window, and looked out upon the serene 
nver. Year after year so much allowance for the dnfting of the 
ferr5'--boat, so many miles an hour the flowing of the stream, here 
tlie rushes, tliere the lilies, nothing uncertain or unquiet 

Why should he be vexed or sore at heart ^ It was not his v/eak- 
ness that he had imagined. It was nobody’s, nobody’s within his 
knov/ledge, v/hy should it trouble him? And yet it did trouble 
him And he thought — who has not thought for a moment, some- 
times — that It might be better to flow away monotonously, like 
die river, and to compound for its insensibihty to happiness with 
ns insensibility to pain 



HENRY GOWAN 


245 


CHAPTER 17 

Nobody s Rival 

Before breakfast in the morning, Arthur Milked out to look 
about him As tlie morning was fine and he had an hour on liis 
hands, he crossed the nver by the ferry, and strolled along a 
footpatli tlirough some meadows Wlien he came back to the 
towing-path, he found tlie ferry-boat on the opposite side, and a 
gentleman haikng it and waiting to be taken over 

Tins gentleman looked barely thirt}' He was well dressed, of a 
spnghtly and gay appearance, a well-kmt figure, and a ncli dark 
complexion As Arthur came over the sole and down to tlie 
water’s edge, die lounger glanced at him for a moment, and then 
resumed his occupaoon of idly tossing stones into the water witli 
his foot. There was somethmg in lus way of spuming them out of 
their places with his heel, and getting them into die required 
posmon, diat Clennam thought had an air of cruelty in it Most 
of us have more or less frequently derived a similar impression 
from a man’s manner of doing some ver^^ little thing plucking a 
flower, cleanng away an obstacle, or even destroying an msendent 
object. 

Tlie gentleman’s thoughts were preoccupied, as lus face showed, 
and he look no notice of a fine Newfoundland dog, wdio watched 
him attentively, and watched every stone too, in its turn, eager to 
spnng into the nv er on receiving his master’s sign The fcrr}'-boat 
came over, however, vnthout his receiving any sign, and when it 
grounded his master took him by the collar and v’alkcd him into it. 

Not this morning,’ he said to the dog ‘You won’t do for 
ladies’ company, dnpptng wet Lie down ’ 

Clennam follov cd the man and the dog into the boar, and took 
•IS scat The dog did as he was ordered The man remained 
^^ding. vnih his hands m his pockets, and tovered betveen 
enmm and the prospect Man and dog both jumped liglnlv out 
soon as thej touched the other side, and went away. Ckrimm 
glad to be nd of diem 

Hie church eioci struck the breal fast hou*" is he walked up the 
lane bj v.hicli the garden-gate was ipproachcd 'Hie moment 
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he pulled the bell a deep loud baiking assailed him from within the 
wall. 

‘I heard no dog last night,’ thought Clennam The gate was 
opened by one of tlie rosy maids, and on the lawn were tlie 
Newfoundland dog and tlie man 

‘Miss Minnie is not down yet, gentlemen,’ said die blushing 
portress, as they all came logedier in the garden Then she said 
to the master of the dog, ‘Mr Clennam, sir,’ and tnpped away 
‘Odd enough, Mr Clennam, that we should have met just now,’ 
said the man Upon which die dog became mute ‘Allow me to 
mtroduce myself — Henry Gowan A pretty place diis, and looks 
wonderfully well this morning' ’ 

The manner was eas}'’, and the voice agreeable, but still Clen- 
nam thought, that if he had not made diat deaded resolution to 
avoid falling in love with Pet, he would have taken a dislike to this 
Henry Gowan 

‘It’s new to you, I believe^’ said diis Gowan, when Aitliur 
had extolled the place 

‘Quite new I made acquaintance with it only yesterday after- 
noon ’ 

‘Ah' Of course this is not its best aspect. It used to look charm- 
ing in the spring, before they went away last time I should like you 
to have seen it then.’ 

But for that resolution so often recalled, Clennam might have 
wished him in the crater of Mount Etna, in return for this civility 
I have had the pleasure of seeing it under many circumstances 
dunng the last three years, and it’s - a Paradise ’ 

It was (at least it might have been, always excepting for that 
wise resolution) like his dexterous impudence to call it a Paradise. 
He only called it a Paradise because he first saw her coming, and so 
made her out within her hearing to be an angel. Confusion to him' 
And ah' how beaming she looked, and how glad! How she 
caressed the dog, and how the dog knew her' How expressive 
that heightened colour m her face, that fluttered manner, her 
downcast eyes, her irresolute happiness' When had Clennam seen 
her look like this^ Not that there was any reason why he might, 
could, would, or should have ever seen her look like this, or that 
he had ever hoped for himself to see her look like this, but still — 
when had he ever known her do it! 
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He stood at a little distance from them This Gowan when he 
had talked about a Paradise, had gone up to her and taken her 
hand The dog had put lus great paws on her arm and laid his 
head agamsther dear bosom She had laughed and welcomed them, 
and made far too much of the dog, far, far, too much — that is to 
say, supposing there had been any tliird person looking on who 
loved her. 

She disengaged herself now, and came to Clennara, and put her 
liand in his and wished him good mommg, and gracefully made 
as if she would take lus arm and be escorted into the house To 
this Gowan had no objection No, he knew he was too safe 
There was a passing cloud on Mr Meagles’s good-humoured 
face when they all duee (four, counting the dog, and he was the 
most objectionable but one of the party) came m to breakfasL 
Neither it, nor the touch of uneasmess on Mrs Meagles as she 
directed her eyes tov/ards it, was unobserved by Clennam. 

‘Well, Gowan,’ said Mr Meagles, even suppressmg a sigh, 
how goes the world with you this mommg 
‘Much as usual, sir Lion and I being deteimined not to waste 
anythmg of our w^eekly visit, turned out early, and came over 
from Kingston,^ my present headquarters, where I am making a 
sketch or two ’ Then he told how he had met Mr Clennam at the 
ferry, and they had come over together 

Mrs Gowan is well, Henryk’ said Mrs Meagles (Clennam 
became attentive ) 

My mother is quite well, thank you ’ (Clennam became in- 
attenuve ) T have taken the hberty of makmg an addition to your 
family dmner-party to-day, which I hope will not be mconvenient 
to you or to Mr Meagles I couldn’t very well get out of it,’ he 
oxplamed, tummg to the latter ‘The young fellow wrote to 
propose himself to me; and as he is well connected, I thought you 
would not object to my transferring liim here ’ 

Who IS the young fellow^’ asked Mr Meagles "unth pecuhar 
complacency 

He IS one of the Barnacles Tite Barnacle’s son, Clarence 
am^le, who is in his father’s Department I can at least guarantee 
} ^ river shall not suffer from his visit. He won’t set it on fire ’“ 

ye, aye^’ said Meagles ‘A Barnacle is he? JFe know some- 
ng of that faimly, eh, Dan? By George, they are at tlie top of 
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the tree, though! Let me see What relation will this young fellow 
be to Lord Decimus now? His Lordship mamed, m seventeen 
nmety-seven, Lady Jemima Bilberiy, who was the second daughter 
by the third mamage — no* There I am wrong! That was Lady 
Seraphina — Lady Jemima was the first daughter by the second 
marriage of the fifteenth Earl of Stiltstalking with the Honourable 
' Clementina Toozellem Very well Now this young fellow’s father 
mamed a Stiltstalkmg and his father marned his cousm who was 
a Barnacle The father of that father who marned a Barnacle, 
mamed a Joddleby — I am getting a little too far back, Gowan, 
I want to make out what relation this young fellow is to Lord 
Decimus ’ 

‘That’s easily stated His father is nephew to Lord Decimus ’ 

‘Nephew - to - Lord - Decimus ’ Mr Meagles luxunously re- 
peated with his eyes shut, that he might have nothing to distract 
him from the full flavour of the genealogical tree ‘By George, 
you are nght, Gowan. So he is ’ 

‘Consequendy Lord Deamus is his great uncle ’ 

‘But stop a bit'’ said Mr Meagles, openmg his eyes with a 
fresh discovery ‘Then on the modier’s side. Lady Stiltstalkmg is 
his great aunt.’ 

‘Of course she is ’ 

‘Aye, aye, aye^’ said Mr Meagles with much mterest. ‘In- 
deed, indeed^ We shall be glad to see him We’ll entertain him 
as well as we can, in our humble way, and we shall not starve him, 
I hope, at all events ’ 

In the beginning of this dialogue, Clennara had expected some 
great harmless outburst from Mr Meagles, like that which had 
made him burst out of the Circumlocution Office, holding Doyce 
by the collar But his good friend had a weakness which none of 
us need go into the next street to find, and which no amount of 
Circumlocution experience could long subdue in him Clennam 
looked at Doyce, but Doyce knew all about it beforehand, and 
looked at his plate, and made no sign, and said no word. 

‘I am much obliged to you,’ said Gowan, to conclude the 
subject. ‘ Clarence is a great ass, but he is one of die dearest and 
best fellows tliat ever lived!’ 

It appeared, before the breakfast was over, that everybody 
whom this Gowan knew was either more or less of an ass, or more 
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or less of a knave, but y’^s, notvithsianding, tlie most lovable, the 
most engaging, the simplest, truest, kindest, dearest, best fellow 
that ever lived The process by which tins unvat^ung result was 
attained, whatever the premises, might have been stated by Mr 
Heniy Gov^n dius T claim to be always book-keeping, witli a 
peculiar nicety, in every man’s case, and posting up a careful little 
account of Good and Evil widi him I do this so conscientiously, 
that I am happy to tell you I find ilie most worthless of men to be 
the dearest old fellow too and am in a condition to make die 
gratifying report, that there is much less diflerence dian you are 
inclined to suppose between an honest man and a scoundrel ’ 
The effect of diis cheenng discover^' happened to be, diat while 
he seemed to be scrupulously finding good in most men, he did in 
reality lower it where it was, and set it up where it was not, but 
that was its only disagreeable or dangerous feature 
It scarcely seemed, hov, ever, to afford Mr Meagles as much 
satisfaction as the Barnacle genealogy had done Tlie cloud that 
Clennam had never seen upon his face before diat morning, 
frequendy overcast it again; and diere was die same shadow of 
uneasy observation of him on the comely face of his wife More 
than once or twice when Pet caressed die dog, it appeared to 
Clennam that her father "was unhappy m seeing her do it, and, m 
one particular instance when Gowan stood on the other side of 
the dog, and bent his head at die same time, Arthur fancied that 
he saw tears nse to Mr Meagles’s eyes as be burned out of the 
room. It was -either the fact too, or he fancied further, that Pet 
herself was not insensible to these htde inadents, that she tried, 
tvith a more dehcate affection than usual, to express to her good 
father how much she loved him, that it -was on this account that 
she fell behmd the rest, both as they went to church and as they 
returned from it, and took his arm He could not have sworn but 
that as he walked alone m die garden afterwards, he had an in- 
stantaneous glimpse of her in her father’s room, clmgmg to both her 
parents v/ith the greatest tenderness, and weeping on her father’s 
shoulder 

The latter part of the day turning out wet, they were fam to keep 

e house, look over Mr Meagles’s collection, and beguile the 
tune With conversation This Gowan had plenty to say for himself, 
3nd said it m an off-hand and arausmg manner He appeared to 
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be an artist by profession, and to have been at Rome some time; 
yet he had a slight, careless, amateur way with him — a perceptible 
hmp, both in his devotion to art and his attainments — which 
Clennam could scarcely understand 
He applied to Daniel Do5'Ce for help as tliey stood together, 
looking out of window. __ 

You know'’ Mr Gowan^’ he said in a low ’'oice 
I have seen him here Comes here every Sunday when they 
are at home ’ 

‘An artist, I infer from v/hat he says"^ ' 

A sort of a one,’ said Daniel Doyce, m a surly tone 
^What sort of a one.^’ asked Clennam, with a smile 
Wily, he has saimtered into the Arts at a leisurely Pall-Mall 
pace, said Doyce, ‘and I doubt if tliey care to be taken quite so / 
coolly ’ 

Pursuing his inquiries, Clennam found that the Gowan family 
were a very distant ramification of the Barnacles; and that the 
paternal Gowan, originally attached to a legation abroad, had 
been pensioned off as a Commissioner of nothing particular some- 
where or other, and had died at his post with his drawn salary 
in his hand, nobly defending it to the last extremity In considera- 
tion of this eminent pubbc service, the Barnacle then in power 
had recommended the Crown to bestow a pension of two or three 
hundred a-year on his "widow, to wluch the next Barnacle in power 
had added certain shady and sedate apartments m the Palace^ at 
Hampton Court, where die old lady still Jived, deplonng the 
degenerac}'^ of the times in company with several other old ladies 
of both sexes Her son, Mr Henry Gowan, inheriting from his 
father, the Commissioner, that very questionable help m hfe, a 
very small independence, had been difficult to settle, the rather, 
as public appointments chanced to be scarce, and his gemus, 
during his earher manhood, was of that exclusively agricultural 
character which applies itself to the cultivation of wild oats At 
l^t he had declared that he would become a Painter, partly 
because he had al-ways had an idle knack that way, and pardy to 
gneve the souls of the Bamacles-in-chief who had not provided 
or him So it had come to pass successively, first, that several 
disnnguished ladies had been frightfully shocked; then, that port- 
olios of his performances had been handed about o’niglits, and 
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declared w ith ecstasy to be perfect Claudes, perfect Cuyps, perfect 
phenomena, dten, that Lord Deamus had bought his picture, and 
had asked tlic President and Council to dmnei at a blow, and had 
said, with lus ov/n magnificent gravity, ‘Do you know, tliere 
appears to me to be really immense ment in tliat work^’ and, in 
short, that people of condition had absolutely taken pains to bnng 
him into fashion But, somehow, it had all failed Tlie prejudiced 
public had stood out against it obstinately They had determined 
not to admire Lord Decimus’s picture They had deterrmned to 
beheve diat in every service, except their own, a man must qualify 
himself, by stnwng early and late, and by working heart and soul, 
might and main So now Mr Gowan, like tliat worn-out old coffin** 
which never was Mahomet’s nor anybody else’s, hung midway 
between two points* jaundiced and jealous as to the one he had 
left jaundiced and jealous as to die other diat he couldn’t reach 
Such was die substance of Clennam’s discoveries concerning 
him, made diat rainy Sunday afternoon and afterwards 

About an hour or so after dinner time, Young Barnacle ap- 
peared, attended by his eye-glass, m honour of whose family 
connections, Mr Meagles had casluered the pretty parlour-maids 
for the day, and had placed on duty m their stead two dingy men 
Young Barnacle was in the last degree amazed and disconcerted 
at sight of Arthur, and had murmured mvoluntanly, ‘Look here' 
- upon my soul, you know'’ before lus presence of mmd returned 
Even then, he was obhged to embrace the earhest opportimity 
of taking his fnend mto a window, and saying, in a nasal way that 
was a part of his general debihty. 

‘I want to speak to you, Gowan I say Look here Who is that 
fellow?’ 

A fnend of our host’s None of nune.’ 

He’ s a most ferocious Radical, you know,’ said Young Barnacle. 

Is he? How do you know?’ 

Ecod, sir, he was Pitching mto our people the other day in the 
most tremendous manner Went up to our place and Pitched into 
my father to that extent that it was necessary to order him out 
ame back to our Department, and Pitched mto me Look here 
You never saw such a fellow ’ 

What did he want? ’ 

Ecod, sir,’ returned Young Barnacle, 'he said he wanted to 
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know, you know^ Pervaded our Department — without an appoint- 
ment- and said he wanted to know'’ 

The stare of indignant wonder with which Young Barnacle 
accompamed this disclosure, would have strained his eyes injur- 
iously but for the opportune rehef of dinner. Mr Meagles (who 
had been extremely sohcitous to know how his uncle and aunt 
were) begged him to conduct Mrs Meagles to the dmmg-room 
And when he sat on Mrs Meagles’s right hand, Mr Meagles looked 
as gratified as if his whole family were there 

All the natural charm of the previous day was gone The eaters 
of the dinner, like the dinner itself, were lukewarm, insipid, over- 
done — and all owing to this poor little dull Yoimg Barnacle. 
Conversationless at any time, he was now the victim of a weakness 
speaal to the occasion, and solely referable to Clennafn He was 
under a pressing and continual necessity of loolong at that gende- 
man, which occasioned his eye-glass to get mto his soup, mto his 
wme-glass, into Mrs Meagles’s plate, to hang down his back like a 
bell-rope, and be several times disgracefully restored to lus bosom 
by one of the dingy men Weakened in mind by his frequent losses 
of this instrument, and its determmation not to stick in his eye, 
and more and more enfeebled in mtellect every time he looked at 
the mystenous Clennam, he apphed spoons to his eyes, forks, and 
other foreign matters connected with the furniture of the dinner- 
table His discovery of these mistakes greatly increased his diffi- 
culties, but never released lum from the necessity of looking at 
Clennam. And whenever Clennam spoke, this ill-starred young 
man was clearly seized with a dread that he was coming, by some 
artful device, round to that point of wanting to know, you know 
It may be questioned, therefore, whether any one but Mr 
Meagles had much enjoyment of the time Mr Meagles, however, 
thoroughly enjoyed Young Barnacle As a mere flask of the golden 
water® in the tale became a full fountain when it was poured out, 
so Mr Meagles seemed to feel that this small spice of Barnacle 
imparted to his table tlie flavour of die whole family-tree. In its 
presence, his frank, fine, genuine qualities paled, he was not so 
eas}-, he was not so natural, he was striving after somediing that 
did not belong to him, he was not himself What a strange pecu- 
liarity on the part of Mr Meagles, and v/here should we find another 
such case' 
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At last the wet Sunday wore itself out m a wet night, and Young 
Barnacle went home in a cab, feebly smoking, and tlie objectionable 
Gowan went away on foot, accompanied by the objectionable dog 
Pet had taken die most amiable pains all day to be friendly with 
Clennam, but Clennam had been a httle reserved smce breakfast - 
that IS to say, would have been, if he had loved her. 

When he had gone to his own room, and had agam dirown 
himself mto the chair by the fire, Mr Doyce knocked at the door, 
candle m hand, to ask him how and at what hour he proposed 
returmng on the morrow^ After settling this question, he said a 
word to Mr Doyce about dus Gowan — who would have run in his 
head a good deal, if he had been his rival 

‘Those are not good prospects for a pamter,’ said Clennam 
‘No,’ returned Doyce 

Mr Doyce stood, chamber-candlestick m hand, die other hand 
m his pocket, looking hard at the flame of his candle, with a certain 
quiet perception m his face Aat they were going to say something 
more. 

‘I thou^t our good friend a htde changed, and out of spirits, 
after he came this mommg^’ said Clennam 
‘Yes,’ returned Doyce 
But not his daughter ^ ’ said Clennam 
No,’ said Doy ce 

There was a pause on both sides Mr Doyce, still lookmg at 
the flame of his candle, slowly resumed 

The truth is, he has twice taken his daughter abroad in the 
hope of separating her from Mr Gowan He rather thinks she is 
disposed to like him, and he has painful doubts (I quite agree with 
him, as I dare say you do) of the hopefulness of such a marnage ’ 
^There — ’ Clennam choked, and coughed, and stopped 
Yes, you have taken cold,’ said Darnel Doyce But without 
loobng at him 

~ There is an engagement between them, of course^’ said 
Clennam ainly. 

No As I am told, certamly not It has been solicited on tlie 
gentleman’s part, but none has been made Smce their recent 
mturn, our friend has yielded to a weekly visit, but that is tlie 
utmost. Minnie would not deceive her fathef and motlier You 
ve travelled with them, and I believe you kndw what a bond 
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there is among them, extendmg even beyond this present life All 
diat there is between Miss Minnie and Mr Gowan, I have no doubt 
we see ’ 

‘All! We see enough!’ cned Artliur. 

Mr Doyce wished him Good Night m the tone of a man who 
had heard a mournful, not to say despairing, exclamation, and 
who sought to infuse some encouragement and hope into the mind 
of the person by whom it had been uttered Such tone was probably 
a part of his oddity, as one of a crotchety band; for how could he 
have heard anydiing of that kind, without Clennam’s heanng it too ^ 
The ram fell heavily on the roof, and pattered on die ground, 
and dripped among the evergreens and the leafless branches of the 
trees The ram fell heavily, drearily. It was a night of tears 
If Clennam had not deaded against falling in love with Pet, 
if he had had the weakness to do it, if he had, litde by httle, 
persuaded himself to set all the earnestness of his nature, all the 
might of his hope, and all the wealth of his matured character, on 
that cast, if he had done this and found that all was lost, he would 
have been, that night, unutterably miserable As it was- 
As It was, the ram fell heavily, dreanly 


CHAPTER 18 

Little Dornt’ s Lover 

Little Dorrit had not attained her twenty-second birthday 
without findmg a lover. Even in the shallow Marshalsea, the ever 
young Archer shot off a few featherless arrows now and then from 
a mouldy bow, and winged a Collegian or two 

Little Dornt’s lover, however, was not a Collegian He was the- 
sentimental son of a turnkey His father hoped, in the fulness of 
time, to leave him the inheritance of an unstained key, and had 
from his early youth famihansed him with the duties of his office, 
and with an ambition to retain the pnson-lock in the family 
While the succession was yet in abeyance, he assisted his mother 
m the conduct of a snug tobacco business round the comer of 
Horsemonger Lane (his father bemg a non-resident turnkey), 
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which could usually command a neat connection wnthin tlie College 
walls 

Years agone, when tlie object of his affections ti'as wont to sit m 
her little arm-cliaur by the lugh Lodge-fender, Young John (family 
name, Cluver}'), a year older than herself, had eyed her with 
adramng wonder \Sffien he had played witli her in the yard, lus 
favounte game had been to counterfeit lockmg her up m comers, 
and to counterfeit letting her out for real kisses "'SHien he grew tall 
enough to peep tlirougli die keyhole of die great lock of die mam 
door, he had divers times set dowoi lus father’s dinner, or supper, 
to get on as it might on the outer side thereof, while he stood 
taking cold in one eye by dmt of peeping at her through diat airy 
perspective 

If Young John had ever slackened in his trudi in the less pene- 
trable days of his boyhood, when youth is prone to wear its Boots 
unlaced and is happily unconscious of digestive organs, he had 
soon strung it up agam and screwed it tight At nineteen, his hand 
had mscnbed in chalk on that part of the wall which fronted her 
lodgmgs, on the occasion of her birdiday, ‘ Welcome sweet nursling 
of the Fames'’ At twenty-three, the same hand faltenngly pre- 
sented agars on Sundays to the Father of the Marshalsea, and 
Father of die queen of lus soul 

Yoimg John was small of stature, ■with rather weak legs and very 
weak hglit hair One of his eyes (perhaps the eye that used to peep 
dirou^ the keyhole) was also weak, and looked larger than the 
other, as if it couldn’t collect itself Young John was gende like- 
"''use. But he "was great of soul Poetical, expansive, faithful 
Though too humble before the ruler of his heart to be sangmne. 
Young John had considered the object of his attachment in all its 
lights and shades Followmg it out to blissful results, he had 
descned, without self-commendation, a fitness in it Say things 
prospered, and they were umted She, die child of the Marshalsea; 
e, the lock-keeper. There ■was a fitness m that Say he became a 
resident turnkey. She would offiaally succeed to the chamber she 
ad rented so long. Tliere was a beautiful propnety m that. It 
ooked over the -wall, if you stood on up-toe, and, with a trellis- 
■^ork of scarlet beans and a canary or so, would become a very 
our There a charming idea in that. Then, bemg all in all 
one anodier, there ■was even an appropriate grace m the lock 
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With tlie world shut out (except tliat part of it which would be 
shut in); with its troubles and disturbances only known to them 
by hearsay, as they would be descnbed by the pilgrims tarrying 
with them on tlieir way to the Insolvent Shnne, with the Arbotir 
above, and the Lodge below, they would glide down tlie stream 
of time, in pastoral domestic happiness Young John drew tears 
from his eyes by finishing the picture with a tombstone m the 
adjoining churchyard, close against the pnson wall, bearing the 
following touching inscnption ‘Sacred to tlie Memory of John 
Chi VERY, Sixty years Turnkey, and fifty years Head Turnkey, Of 
the neighbounng Marshalsea, \^o departed this life, imiversally 
respected, on the thirty-first of December, One thousand eight 
hundred and eighty-six, Aged eighty-three years Also of his truly 
beloved and truly loving wife, Amy, whose maiden name was 
D ORRiT, Who survived lus loss not qmte forty-eight hours. And 
who breathed her last in the Marshalsea aforesaid. There she was 
bom, There she lived, There she died ’ 

The Chivery parents were not ignorant of their son’s attachment 
— mdeed it had, on some exceptional occasions, tlirown him into a 
state of mind that had impelled him to conduct himself with 
irasabihty towards the customers, and damage the business — but 
they, in their turns, had worked it out to desirable conclusions 
Mrs Chivery, a prudent woman, had desired her husband to take 
notice that their John’s prospects of the Lock would certainly be 
strengthened by an alliance with Miss Domt, who had herself a 
kind of claim upon the College and was much respected there 
Mrs Chivery had desired her husband to take notice that if, on 
the one hand, their John had means and a post of trust, on the 
other hand, Miss Domt had family, and that her (Mrs Chivery s) 
sentiment was, that two halves made a whole Mrs Chivery, 
speaking as a mother and not as a diplomatist, had then, from a 
different point of view, desired her husband to recollect that then* 
John had never been strong, and that his love had fretted and 
worrited him enough as it was, without his being driven to do 
himself a mischief, as nobody couldn’t say he wouldn’t be if he 
was crossed These arguments had so powerfully influenced the 
mind of Mr Chivery, who was a man of few words, that he had 
on sundry Sunday mormngs, given his boy what he termed a 
lucky touch, signifying that he considered such commendation 



LITTLE DORRIT 


257 


of him to Good Fortune, preparatory to his tliat day declanng 
Ills passion and becoming tnumphant But Young Jolin had never 
taken courage to make the declaration, and it v^s principally on 
these occasions tliat he had returned excited to tlie tobacco shop, 
and flown at die customers 

In diis affair, as in ever}" other, Little Dornt herself v"as the last 
person considered Her brother and sister were aware of it, and 
attained a sort of station by making a peg of it on which to air 
die miserably ragged old fiction of the family gentility Her sister 
asserted die family gentility by flouting the pooi swain as he 
loitered about the prison for ghmpses of his dear Tip asserted the 
family gentility, and lus own, by coming out in the character of 
the anstocratic brother, and loftily swaggermg in die litde skittle 
ground respecting seizures by the scruff of the neck, which there 
were looming probabihties of some gendeman unknown executing 
on some litde puppy not mentioned These were not die only 
members of the Dornt faimly who turned it to account No, no 
The Father of the Marshalsea was supposed to know nothing about 
the matter, of course his poor digmty could not see so low. But 
he took the cigars, on Sundays, and was glad to get them, and 
sometimes even condescended to ttalk up and down the yard widi 
the donor (who was proud and hopefbl then), and bemgnandy 
to smoke one in his soaety With no less readmess and condes- 
cension did he receive attentions from Cluvery Senior, who always 
relinquished lus arm-chair and newspaper to him, when he came 
into the Lodge durmg one of his spells of duty, and who had even 
mentioned to him, that, if he would hke at any time after dusk 
quietly to step out into the fore-court and take a look at the street, 
there was not much to prevent him If he did not avail himself of 
IS latter civdity, it was only because he had lost the rehsh for it, 
masmuch as he took everythmg else he could get, and would say 
at times. Extremely civil person, Chivery, very attentive man and 
''^fity respectful Young Chivery, too, really almost with a dehcate 
perception of one’s position here A very well conducted family 
Chivenes Their behaviour gratifies me ’ 
e devoted Young John all this time regarded the family 
reverence. He never dreamed of disputmg their pretensions, 
ut did homage to the miserable Mumbo Jumbo they paraded 
to resenting any affront from her brother, he would have felt. 
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even if he had not naturally been of a most pacific disposiuon, 
that to wag his tongue or lift his hand against that sacred gentle- 
man would be an unhallowed act. He was sorry that his noble 
mind should take offence, still, he felt the fact to be not incom- 
patible with its nobility, and sought to propitiate and conciliate 
that gallant soul. Her father, a gentleman in misfortune — a gentle- 
man of a fine spirit and courtly manners, who always bore with 
him — he deeply honoured Her sister he considered somewhat vain 
and proud, but a young lady of infinite accomplishments, who 
could not forget the past It was an instinctive testimony to Little 
Dornt’s worth and difference from all the rest, tliat die poor young 
fellow honoured and loved her for being simply what she was 
The tobacco business round the corner of Horseraonger Lane 
was earned out in a rural establishment one story high, which had 
the benefit of the air from the yards of Horsemonger Lane Jail,^ 
and the advantage of a retired walk under the wall of diat pleasant 
estabhshment. The business was of too modest a character to sup- 
port a life-size Highlander, ^ but it maintained a little one on a 
bracket on the door-post, who looked like a fallen Cherub that 
had found it necessary to take to a kilt 

From the portal thus decorated, one Sunday after an early 
dinner of baked viands. Young John issued forth on his usual 
Sunday errand; not empty-handed, but with his offenng of agars 
He was neatly attired in a plum-coloured coat, with as large a 
collar of black velvet as his figure could carry, a silken waistcoat, 
bedecked with golden sprigs, a chaste neckerchief much in vogue 
at that day, representing a preserve of lilac pheasants on a buff 
ground, pantaloons so highly decorated with side-stnpes that each 
leg was a three-stnnged lute, and a hat of state very high and 
hard. When the prudent Mrs Chivery perceived that in addition 
to these adornments her John c:arned a pair of white kid gloves, 
and a cane like a little finger-post, surmounted by an ivory hand 
marshalling him the way that he should go; and when she saw 
him, in this heavy marching order, turn the corner to the right, 
she remarked to Mr Chivery, who was at home at the time, that 
she thought she knew which way the wind blew 

The Collegians were entertaining a considerable number of 
visitors diat Sunday afternoon, and their Father kept his room 
for the purpose of receiving presentations After making the tour 
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of the j ard, Little Dornt’s lover v ith a burned heart went up-stairs, 
and knocked witli his knuckles at tlie Father’s door 

‘Come in, come in'’ said a gracious voice The Father’s voice, 
her father’s, tlie Marshalsea’s father’s He v.^s seated m Ins black 
velvet cap, vntii his newspaper, dirce-and-stvpence accidentally 
left on tlie table, and tu'O chairs arranged Eveiy^diing prepared 
for holding his Court 

‘Ah, Young John' How do you do, how do you do'’ 

‘Pretty well, I diank you, sir I hope you are die same ’ 

‘Yes, John Clineiy*, yes Nothing to complain of’ 

‘I ha\'e taken die liberty, sir, of -’ 

’‘Eh^’ Tlie Fadier of die Marshalsea alv'ays lifted up his eye- 
brov's at this point, and became amiably distraught and smilingly 
absent in mind 

A few agars, sir ’ 

‘Ob'’ (For die moment, excessively surprised) ‘Thank you, 
Young John, diank you But really, I am afraid I am too — No? 
Well then, I will say no more about it. Put diem on the mantel- 
shelf, if you please, Young John And sit down, sit dovm You are 
not a stranger, Jolin ’ 

‘Thank you, sir, I am sure - Miss,’ here Young John turned the 
great hat round and round upon his left-hand, like a slowly twirling 
mouse-cage, ‘Miss Amy quite well, sir^’ 

Yes, John, yes, very well She is out ’ 

‘Indeed, sir^’ 

Yes, John Miss Amy is gone for an ainng My young people 

sll go out a good deal But at their time of life, it’s natural, 
John ’ 

Very much so, I am sure, sir ’ 

An ainng An amng Yes ’ He was blandly tapping his fingers 
on the table, and castmg his eyes up at die wmdow ‘Amy has 
gone for an ainng on the Iron Bndge She has became qmte partial 
to the Iron Bndge of late, and seems to like to walk there better 
an anywhere.’ He returned to conversation ‘Your father is not 
on duty at present, I think, John?' 

No, sir, he comes on later in the afternoon ’ Another twirl of 
0 great hat, and then Yoimg John said, rising, ‘I am afraid I 
must Wish you good day, sir.’ 

So soon? Good day. Young John Nay, nay,’ with the utmost 
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condescension, ‘never mind your glove, John Shake hands with 
It on You are no stranger here, you know/ 

Highly gratified by the kmdness of his reception, Young John 
descended the staircase On his way down he met some Collegians 
bnngmg up visitors to be presented, and at that moment Mr 
Domt happened to call over the banisters with particular distinct- 
ness, ‘Much obhged to you for your little testimonial, John’’ 

Little Domt’s lover very soon laid down his penny on the toll- 
plate^ of the Iron Bndge, and came upon it looking about him 
for the well-known and well-beloved figure At first he feared she 
was not there; but as he walked on towards the Middlesex side, 
he saw her standing still, looking at the water. She v/as absorbed 
m thought, and he wondered what she rmght be thinking about 
There were the piles of aty roofs and chimneys, more free from 
smoke than on week-days; and there were the distant masts and 
steeples Perhaps she was thinking about them. 

Little Domt mused so long, and was so entirely preoccupied, 
that although her lover stood qmet for what he thought was a long 
time, and twice or thnce retired and came back agam to the former 
spot, still she did not move So, in the end, he made up his mmd to 
go on, and seem to come upon her casuallj'^ m passing, and speak to 
her The place was quiet, and nov/ or never was the time to speak 
to her 

He walked on, and she did not appear to hear his steps unul 
he was close upon her When he said ‘Miss Domtl’ she started 
and fell back from him, with an expression in her face of fiaght ?nd 
something hke dishke that caused him unutterable dismay. She had 
often avoided him before — always, indeed, for a long, long while- 
She had turned away and ghded off so often when she had seen 
him coming toward her, that the unfortunate Young John could 
not think it accidental. But he had hoped that it might lie shyness, 
her retiring character, her foreknowledge of the state of his heart, 
anything short of aversion Now, that momentary look had said, 
‘You, of all people! I would rather have seen any one on earth than 
you’ ’ 

It was but a momentaiy’^ look, inasmuch as she checked it, and 
said in her soft little voice, ‘Oh, Mr John’ Is it you^^’ But she felt 
what It had been, as he felt what it had been, and mey stood looking 
at one another equally confused. 
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‘Miss Amy, I am afraid I disturbed you by speaking to you ’ 
‘Yes, rather. I - I came here to be alone, and I thought I was ' 
‘Miss Amy, I took die liberty of tTalkmg this way, because Mr 
Domt chanced to mention, when I called upon him ]ust now, that 
you-’ 

She caused him more dismay than before by suddenly murmur- 
ing ‘O father, father 1’ m a heartrendmg tone, and turmng her face 
away 

‘Miss Amy, I hope I don’t give you any uneasmess by naimng 
Mr Domt I assure you I found him very well and m the best of 
spmts, and he showed me even more than his usual kmdness, 
being so very kind as to say diat I was not a stranger there, and 
m all ways gratifying me very much ’ 

To the inexpressible consternation of her lover, Litde Dornt, 
with her hands to her averted face, and rockmg herself where she 
stood as if she were m pain, murmured, ‘ O father, how can you* 
O dear, dear father, how can you, can you, do it' ’ 

The poor fellow stood gazing at her, overflowmg wath sym- 
pathy, but not knowing what to make of this, xmtil, having taken 
out her handkerchief and put it to her still averted face, she humed 
away At first he remained stock still, then humed after her. 

‘Miss Amy, pray' Will you have the goodness to stop a moment? 
Miss Amy, if It comes to that, let me go I shall go out of my 
senses, if I have to think that I have driven you away like this.’ 

His tremblmg voice and unfeigned eamesmess brought Litde 
Domt to a stop ‘Oh, I don’t know what to do,’ she cned, ‘I 
don’t know what to do’’ 

To Young John, who had never seen her bereft of her qmet 
self-command, who had seen her from her infancy ever so reliable 
and self-suppressed, there was a shock in her distress, tuid m having 
to associate himself widi it as its cause, diat shook him from his 
great hat to the pavement He felt it necessary to e\plam lumself 
e might be misunderstood — supposed to mean somethmg, or to 
lave done somediing, diat had never entered mto his imagination 
e begged her to hear him explam himself, as the greatest favour 
she could show lum 


hss Amy, I know very well that your family is far above mine 
tv ere vain to conceal it. Tliere never was a Chivery a gentleman 
t at ever I heard of, and I will not commit the meanness of making 
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a false representation on a subject so momentous Miss Amy, I 
know very well that your high-souled brother, and likewise your 
spinted sister, spurn me from a heightA What I have to do is to 
respect them, to wish to be admitted to their fnendship, to look 
up at the eminence on which they are placed from my lowlier 
station — for, whether viewed as tobacco or viewed as the lock, I 
well know it is lowly — and ever wish tliem well and happy/ 
There really was a genuineness in the poor fellow, and a contrast 
between the hardness of his hat and the softness of his heart 
(albeit, perhaps, of his head, too), that was movmg Little Domt 
entreated him to disparage neither himself nor his station, and, 
above all things, to divest himself of any idea that she supposed 
hers to be superior This gave him a little comfort 

‘Miss Amy,’ he then stammered, ‘I have had for a long time 
— ages they seem to me — Revolving ages — a heart-chenshed wish 
to say something to you May I say it^’ 

Little Domt involuntarily started from his side agam, with the 
faintest shadow of her former look, conquenng that, she went on 
at great speed half across the Bndge without replymg' 

‘May I - Miss Amy, I but ask the question humbly — may I 
say it^ I have been so unlucky already in givmg you pain without 
having any such intentions, before die holy Heavens! that there 
IS no fear of my saying it unless I have your leave I can be miserable 
alone, I can be cut up by myself, why should I also make miserable 
and cut up one that I would flmg myself off that parapet to give half 
a moment’s joy to' Not that that’s much to do, for I’d do it for 
twopence ’ 

Tlie moumfulness of his spirits, and the gorgeousness of Ins 
appearance, might have made him ridiculous, but that his dehcac}^ 
made him respectable Little Domt learnt from it what to do 
‘If you please, John Chivery,’ she returned, trembling, but m 
a quiet way, ‘since you are so considerate as to ask me whedier 
you shall say any more - if you please, no ’ 

‘Never, Miss Amy^’ 

‘No, if you please Never ’ 

‘O Lord'’ gasped Young John 

‘But perhaps you will let me, instead, say something to you 
I want to say it earnestly, and widi as plain a meaning as it is pos- 
sible to express \Vlien you think of us, John — I mean my brother. 
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and sister, and me — don't tlunk of us as bemg any different ffom 
the rest; for, whatever we once v.ere (which I hardly know) we 
ceased to be long ago, and never can be any more It ttnll be much 
better for you, and much better for -others, if you will do that 
instead of what you are domg now ’ 

Young John dolefully protested that he would try to bear it in 
nund, and would be heartily glad to do anything she wished 
‘As to me,’ said Little Domt, ‘dunk as htde of me as you can, 
the less, the better. When you think of me at all, John, let it only 
be as the child you have seen grow up m die prison with one set 
of duties always occupying her, as a weak, retired, contented, 
unprotected girl I particularly want you to remember, that when 
I come outside the gate, I am unprotected and solitary'.’ 

He would 03"^ to do anything she wished But why did Miss Amy 
so much want him to remember diat^ 

‘Because,’ returned Little Dornt, ‘I know I can then qmte 
trust you not to forget to-day, and not to say any more to me You 
are so generous diat I know I can trust to you for that, and I do 
and I always will I am going to show you, at once, that I fuUy 
trust you. I hke this place where we are speaking better than any 
place I know,’ her shght colour had faded, but her lover thought 
he saw It coming back just then; ‘and I may be often here I 
hnow It IS only necessary for me to tell you so, to be quite sure 
that you will never come here agam in search of me And I am — 
quite sure'’ 

She might rely upon it, said Young John He was a miserable 
^^tch, but her word was more than a law for him 

And good-bye, John,’ said Little Domt ‘And I hope you will 
have a good wife one day, and be a happy man I am sure you wiU 
deserve to be happy, tmd you will be, John ’ 

As she held out her hand to him with these words, the heart that 
tvas under the waistcoat of spngs — mere slop-work,® if the truth 
must be known — swelled to the size of tlie heart of a gentleman, 
mid the poor common htde fellow, liavmg no room to hold it, burst 
mto tears 

Oil, don’t cry,’ said Litde Dornt piteously. ‘Don’t, don’t* 
ood-bye, John God bless you!’ 

Good-bye, Miss Amy. Good-bye*’ 

■^d so he left her first observing that she sat down on the 
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comer of a seat, and not only rested her little hand upon the rough 
wall, but laid her face against it too, as if her head were heavy, 
and her mind were sad. 

It was an affecting illustration of the fallacy of human projects 
to behold her lover, with the great hat pulled over his eyes, tlie 
velvet collar turned up as if it rained, the plum-coloured coat 
buttoned to conceal the silken waistcoat of golden spngs, and the 
Iitde direction-post pointing inexorably home, creeping along by 
the worst back-streets, and composing, as he went, the following 
new mscnption for a tombstone m St George’s Churchyard* 

‘Here he the mortal remains of John Chivery, Never any- 
thing worth mentioning. Who died about the end of the year one 
thousand eight hundred and twenty-six, Of a broken heart. Re- 
questing with his last breath that the word Amy might be inscribed 
over his ashes, Winch was accordingly directed to be done. By his 
afflicted Parents.’ 


♦ 


CHAPTER 19 

The Father of the Marshalsea in two or three Relations 

The brothers William and Fredenck Dornt, walking up and 
down the College-yard — of course on the aristocratic or Pump side, 
for the Father made it a point of his state to be chary of going 
among his children on the Poor side, except on Sunday mornings, 
Chnstmas Days, and other occasions of ceremony, in the obser- 
vance whereof he was very punctual, and at which times he laid 
his hand upon the heads of their infants, and blessed those young 
insolvents with a benignity that was highly edifying — the brothers, 
w'alking up and down the College-yard together, were a memor- 
able sight Fredenck the free, was so humbled, bowed, witliered, 
and faded; William the bond, was so courtly, condescending, and 
benevolently conscious of a position, that in tins regard only, if 
in no other, the brotliers were a spectacle to wonder at 

They walked up and down the yard on the evening of Little 







LITTLE DORRIT 


266 

Dorat’s Sunday interview with her lover on the Iron Bridge 
The cares of state were over for that day, the Drawing Room had 
been well attended, several new presentations had taken place, 
tile three-and-sixpence accidentally left on the table had acadent- 
alljf increased to tv/elve shillings, and the Father of the Marshalsea 
refreshed himself with a whiff of cigar As he walked up and down, 
affabty accommodating his step to the shuffle of his brother, not 
proud in his supenonty, but considerate of that poor creature, 
bearmg with him, and breathing toleration of his infirmities in 
every little puff of smoke that issued from his bps and aspired to 
get over the spiked wall, he was a sight to wonder at 

His brother Frederick of the dim eye, palsied hand, bent foOT, 
and gropmg mind, submissively shuffled at his side, accepting 
his patronage as he accepted every inadent of the labynnthian 
world in which he had got lost. He held the usual screwed bit 0 
whity-brown paper in his hand, from which he ever and again 
unscrewed a spare pmch of snuff. That faltenngly taken, he worn 
glance at his brother not unadrainngly, put his hands behmd 
him, and shuffle on so at his side until he took another pmch, or 
stood still to look about him — perchance suddenly missing his 
clarionet 

The College visitors were meltmg away as the shades of night 
drew on, but the yard was still pretty full, the Collegians being 
mostly out, seeing their fhends to the Lodge. As the brothers pace 
the yard, William the bond looked about him to receive salutes, 
returned them by graciously lifting off his hat, and, widi an 
engaging air, prevented Fredenck the free from runnmg against 
the company, or being )ostled against the wall The Collegians as 
a body were not easily impressible, but even tliey, according to 
their vanous ways of wondering, appeared to find in the two 
brotliers a sight to wonder at 

‘You are a little low this evemng, Fredenck,’ said the Father 
of the Marshalsea ‘Anything die matter^’ 

‘The matter?’ He stared for a moment, and then dropped his 
head and eyes again. ‘No, Wilham, no. Nothing is the matter.’ 

‘If you could be persuaded to smarten yourself up a little, 
Frederick—’ 

‘Aye, aye!’ said die old man hurriedly. ‘But I can't be. I can’t be. 
Don’t talk so Dial’s all over.* 
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Tlie Fatlier of the Marshalsea glanced at a passing Collegian 
witli whom he was on fnend!/ terms, as who should say, ‘An 
enfeebled old man, tins, but he is my brotlier, sir, my brotlier, and 
the voice of Nature is potent’ ’ and steered his brother clear of tlie 
handle of tlte pump by the threadbare sleeve Nodung would have 
been wanting to the perfecuon of his character as a fraternal guide, 
philosopher and fnend, if he had only steered his brother clear 
of rum, instead of bnnging it upon him 

‘I dunk, William,’ said die object of his affectionate considera- 
tion, ‘that I am tired, and will go home to bed ’ 

‘My dear Fredenck,’ returned die odier, ‘don’t let me detain 
you, don’t sacnfice your inclination to me ’ 

‘Late hours, and a heated atmosphere, and years, I suppose,’ 
said Fredenck, ‘weaken me ’ 

‘My dear Fredenck,’ returned die Fadier of die Marshalsea, 
do you dunk you are suffiaently careful of yourself^ Do you dunk 
your habits are as prease and mediodical as - shall I say as mine 
are^ Not to revert again to that litde eccentncity wluch I men- 
tioned just now, I doubt if you take air and exercise enough, 
Fredenck Here is die parade, always at your service Why not 
use u more regularly dian you do^’ 

Hah!’ sighed the other ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes ’ 

But It is of no use saying yes, yes, my dear Fredenck,’ the 
Father of the Marshalsea in lus mild wisdom persisted, ‘unless 
you act on that assent. Consider my case, Fredenck. I am a kind 
of example Necessity and tune have taught me what to do At 
certain stated hours of the day, you will find me on the parade, 
lu my room, m the Lodge, readmg the paper, receivmg company, 
eatmg and dnnking I have impressed upon Amy dunng many 
years, that I must have my meals (for instance) punctually Amy 
3s gro-wn up in a sense of the importance of these arrangements, 
^d you know what a good girl she is ’ 

brother only sighed again, as he plodded dreanuly along, 
Hahl Yes, yes, yes, yes ’ 

7 fellow,’ said the Father of the Marshalsea, laying his 

^ upon his shoulder, and mildly raUymg hun - mildly, because 
° s weakness, poor dear soul, ‘you said that before, and it does 
not express much, Fredenck, even if it means much I wish I could 
touse you, my good Fredenck, you want to be roused ’ 
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‘Yes, William, yes No doubt,’ returned the other, lifting his 
dim eyes to his face. ‘But I am not hke you ’ 

The Father of the Marshalsea said, with a shrug of modest 
self-depreaation, ‘Oh' You might be hke me, my dear Fredenck, 
you might be, if you chose'’ and forbore, m the magnanimity of 
his strength, to press Ins fallen brother further 

There was a great deal of leave-takmg going on m comers, as 
was usual on Sunday nights, and here and there in the dark, some 
poor woman, wife or mother, was weepmg with a new Collegian 
The time had been when the Father himself had wept, m the 
shades of that yard, as his own poor wife had wept. But it was 
many years ago, and now he was hke a passenger aboard ship in 
a long voyage, who has recovered from sea-sickness, and is im- 
patient of that weakness in the fresher passengers taken aboard 
at the last port He was inchned to remonstrate, and to express 
his opimon that people who couldn’t get on without crying, had 
no busmess there In manner, if not m words, he always testified 
his displeasure at these mterrupaons of the general harmony, 
and It was so well imderstood, that delmquents usually withdrew 
if they v/ere aware of htm 

On this Sunday evenmg, he accompanied his brother to the 
gate v/ith an air of endurance and clemency^ bemg m a bland 
temper and graciously disposed to overlook the tears In the 
fianng gaslight^ of the Lodge, several Collegians were basking, 
some taking leave of visitors, and some who had no visitors, 
v/atching the frequent turning of the key, and conversing with one 
another and witli Mr Chiverj'^ The paternal -entrance made a 
sensation of course, and Mr Chivery, touching his hat (in a short 
manner though) with his key, hoped he found himself tolerable 

‘Tliank you, Chivery, qmte well And you^’ 

Mr Chivery said in a low growl, ‘Oh' he was all right ’ Which 
was his general way of acknowledging inqumes after his health, 
v/hen a little sullen 

‘I had a visit from Young John to-day, Cluvery. And very 
smart he looked, I assure you ’ 

So Mr Cluvery had heard Mr Chivery must confess, however, 
tliat his wish was that tlie boy didn’t lay out so much money upon 
It For what did it bring him in? It only brought him m Wexation 
And he could get tliat anywhere for notliing 
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‘How vexation, Chivery^’ asked the benignant father 
‘Ho odds,’ returned Mr Chiverj^ ‘Never mind Mr Frederick 
gomg out^’ 

‘Yes, Chivery, my brother is going home to bed He is tired, 
and not qmte well. Take care, Fredenck, take care Good night, 
my dear Fredenckl’ 

Shaking hands with lus brother, and touching his greasy hat to 
die company m the Lodge, Fredenck slowly shuffled out of the 
door which Mr Chivery unlocked for him The Father of the 
Marshalsea showed the amiable sohatude of a supenor bemg that 
he should come to no harm 

‘Be so kind as to keep the door open a moment, Chivery, that 
I may see him go along the passage and down the steps Take care, 
Fredenckl (He is very mfirm ) Mmd the steps 1 (He is so very 
absent.) Be careful how you cross, Fredenck (I really don’t like 
the notion of his gomg wandenng at large, he is so extremely 
liable to be run over )’ 

With these words, and with a face expressive of many uneasy 
doubts and much anxious guardianship, he turned his regards 
upon the assembled company in the Lodge so plainly indicating 
that his brother was to be pmed for not bemg under lock and key, 
that an dpmion to that effect went round among the Collegians 
assembled 

But he did not receive it with unquahfied assent, on the contrary, 
he said, No, gentlemen, no, let them not misunderstand him His 
brother Fredenck was much broken, no doubt, and it might be 
more comfortable to himself (the Father of the Marshalsea) to know 
fflat he was safe within the walls Still, it must be remembered that 
to support an existence there during many years, required a certam 
combmanon of qualities — he did not say high qualities, but 
quahties — moral qualities Now, had his brother Fredenck that 
peculiar muon of qualities? Gentlemen, he was a most excellent 
man, a most gentle, tender, and estimable man, with the simplicity 
of a child, but would he, though unsuited for most other places, do 
for that place? No, he said confidently, no' And, he said, Heaven 
forbid that Fredenck should be there in anj' other character than m 
his present_voluntary character' Gentlemen, whoever came to that 
College, to remain there a length of time, must have strengtli of 
character to go through a good deal and to come out of a good 
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deal. Was his beloved brother Fredenck that man^ No They saw 
him, even as it was, crushed Misfortune crushed him He had not 
power of recoil enough, not elasticity enough, to be a long time in 
such a place, and yet preserve his self-respect and feel conscious that 
he was a gendeman. Frederick had not (if he might use the expres- 
sion) Power enough to see in any delicate htde attentions and - and 
- Testimonials that he might under such circumstances receive, die 
goodness of human nature, the fine spint animating the Collegians 
as a community, and at the same tune no degradation to himself, 
and no depreciation of his claims as a gendeman Gentlemen, God 
bless you’ 

Such was the homily with which he improved and pointed the 
occasion to the company in the Lodge before turning into die 
sallow yard again, and going with his own poor shabby dignity 
past die Collegian in the dressing-gown who had no coat, and past 
the Collegian in the sea-side slippers who had no shoes, and past 
the stout greengrocer Collegian in the corduroy knee-breeches 
who had no cares, and past the lean clerk Collegian m buttonless 
black who had no hopes, up his own poor shabby staircase to his 
own poor shabby room 

Tliere, the table was laid for his supper, and his old grey gown 
V'as ready for him on his chair-back at the fire, His daughter put 
her htde prayer-book in her pocket - had she been praying for 
pity on all prisoners and captives! — and rose to welcome him 

Uncle had gone home, dien^ she asked him, as she changed 
his coat and gave him his black velvet cap Yes, uncle had gone 
home Had her father enjoyed his walk^ Why, not much, Amy, 
not much No’ Did he not feel quite welP 

As she stood behind him, leaning over Ins chair so lovingly, he 
looked widi downcast eyes at the fire. An uneasiness stole over him 
that was like a toucli of shame, and when he spoke, as he presently 
did, It V/as in an unconnected and embarrassed manner. 

‘Something, I — hem’ — I don’t know what, has gone wrong 
vnth Chnety' He is not — ha’ — not nearly so obliging and atten- 
U' c as usual to-night. It - hem' - it’s a little thing, but it puts me 
0 !ii, my lo\t It’s impossible to forget,’ turning his hands over and 
Over and lool mg closely at them, ‘tliat — hem’ - that m such a 
lift as mine, 1 am unfortunately dependent on these men for some- 
thing tverj' hour m the da\ ’ 
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Her arm was on his shoulder, but she did not look in his face 
while he spoke Bendmg her head she looked another way 

‘I - hem' — I can’t thmk, Amy, what has given Chjvery offence 
He IS generally so — so veiy attentive and respectful And to-mght 
he was quite — quite short with me Other people there too! Why, 
good Heaven' if I was to lose the support and recognition of 
Chivery and his brother officers, I might starve to deatli here ’ 
While he spoke, he was opemng and shutting his hands hke valves, 
so consaous all the time of that touch of shame, that he slirunk 
before his own knowledge of his meanmg 

‘I — ha! — I can’t think what it’s owmg to I am sure I cannot 
imagme what the cause of it is There was a certain Jackson here 


once, a turnkey of die name of Jackson (I don’t think you can 
remember him, my dear, you were very young), and — hem' — and 
he had a — brodier, and tins - young brodier paid his addresses to 
- at least, did not go so far as to pay his addresses to — but admired — 
respectfully admired — the - not daugliter, the sister — of one of us, 
a rather distinguished Collegian, I may say, very much so His name 
was Captam Martin, and he consulted me on the question whether 
R was necessary that his daughter— sister — should hazard offending 
the turnkey brother by bemg too — ha' - too plam with the other 
brodier. Captain Martin was a gendeman and a man of honour, and 
I put It to him first to give me his — his own opmion Captain 
Martin (lughly respected m the army) then unhesitatingly said that 
It appeared to him that his — hem' — sister was not called upon to 
tinderstand the young man too distinctly, and that she might lead 
him on— I am doubtful whether “ lead him on ” was Captam Martin’s 
^act expression indeed I think he said tolerate him — on her 
father’s — I should say, brother’s — accoimt. I hardly know how I 
ave strayed into dus story I suppose it has been through bemg 
tmable to account for Chivery, but as to the connection between 
die two, I don’t see — ’ 


His voice died away, as if she could not bear the pam of heanng 
m, and her hand had gradually crept to his bps For a httle wlule 
ere was a dead silence and stillness, and he remained shrunk 
^ his chair, and she remamed widi her arm round his neck and her 
head bowed down upon his shoulder 

His supper was cooking m a saucepan on die fire, and, when she 
Qioved, It vas to make it ready for lum on die table. He took Ins 
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usual seat, she took hers, and he began his meal. They did not, as 
yet, look at one another By little and little he began, laying down 
his knife and fork with a noise, taking thmgs up sharply, biting 
at his bread as if he were offended with it, and in other similar 
ways showmg that he was out of sorts At length he pushed his plate 
from him, and spoke aloud; with the strangest inconsistency. 

‘What does it matter whether I eat or starve^ Wliat does it 
matter whether such a bhghted life as mine comes to an end, now, 
next week, or next year^ What am I wordi to anyone^ A poor 
pnsoner, fed on alrns and broken victuals, a squalid, disgraced 
wretch*' 

‘Father, father I ' As he rose she went on her knees to him, and 
held up her hands to him. 

‘Amy,’ he went on in a suppressed voice, trembling violently, 
and looking at her as wnldly as if he had gone mad ‘I tell you, 
if you could see me as your mother saw me, you wouldn’t believe 
It to be the creature you have only looked at through the bars of 
this cage. I was young, I was accomplished, I was good-lookmg, I 
was independent — by God I was, child* — and people sought me 
out, and envied me Envied me* ’ 

‘Dear father*’ She tned to take down the shaking arm that he 
flourished in the air, but he resisted, and put her hand away 

‘If I had but a picture of myself in those days, though it was ever 
so ill done, you would be proud of it, you would be proud of it^ 
But I have no such thing. Now, let me be a warrung* Let no man, 
he cned, looking haggardly about, ‘ fail to preserve at least that little 
of the limes of his prospenty and respect. Let his children have that 
clue to what he was Unless my face, when I am dead, subsides mto 
the long departed look — tliey say such things happen, I don t 
know — my children will have never seen me ’ 

‘Father, father’’ 

‘O despise me, despise me* Look away from me, don’t listen 
to me, stop me, blush for me, cry for me — even you, Amy’ Do it, 
do It ' I do It to myself I am hardened now, I have sunk too low 
to care long even for that ’ 

‘Dear fatlier, loved father, darling of my heart’’ She was 
clinging to him ■witli her arms, and she got him to drop into his 
cliair again, and caught at the raised arm, and tried to put it round 
her neck. 
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‘Let it lie there, father Look at ine, fatlter, kiss me, father' 
Only think of me, father, for one little moment' ’ 

Still he went on m the same wnld way, though it was gradually 
breaking down into a miserable whming 

‘And yet I have some respect here I have made some stand 
against iL I am not quite trodden down Go out and ask who is 
the chief person in die place They’ll tell you it’s your fadier 
Go out and ask who is never trifled widi, and who is always 
treated with some delicacy. Tliey’ll say, your fadier Go out and 
ask what funeral here (it must be here, I know it can be nowhere 
else) wdl make more talk, and perhaps more gnef, than any that 
has ever gone out at the gate They’ll say your father’s Well dien 
Amy' Amyl Is your father so universally despised Is there nothing 
to redeem him'' Will you have nothing to remember him by but 
his rum and decay ^ Will you be able to have no affection for him 
when he is gone, poor castaway, gone-^’ 

He burst into tears of maudlin pity for himself, and at length 
suffenng her to embrace him and take charge of him, let his grey 
head rest against her cheek, and bewaded his wretchedness Pre- 
sendy he changed the subject of his lamentations, and claspmg 
his hands about her as she embraced him, cned, O Amy, his 
motherless, forlorn child! O the days that he had seen her careful 
and labonous for himl Then he reverted to himself, and weakly 
told her how much better she would have loved lum if she had 
known him in his vanished character, and how he would have 
married her to a gentleman who should have been proud of her 
as his daughter, and how (at which he cned again) she should 
firstrhave ndden at his fatherly side on her own horse, and how 
the crowd (by which he meant in effect the people who had given 
him the twelve shilhngs he then had m his pocket) should have 
trudged the dusty roads respectfully 

Thus, now boasting, now despainng, in either fit a captive wath 
the jail-rot^ upon him, and the impimty of his pnson worn mto tlie 
grain of his soul, he revealed his degenerate state to his affectionate 
child No one else ever beheld him in the details of lus humilia- 
tion Little recked the Collegians who were laughmg m their 
rooms, over his late address m the Lodge, what a senous picture 
they had m their obscure gallery of the Marshalsea that Sunday mght. 

There was a classical daughter® once — perhaps — who mimstered 
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to her fatlier in his prison as her mother liad ministered to her. 
Little Dorrit, though of die unheroic modern stock and mere 
Enghsh, did much more, in comfortmg her father’s wasted heart 
upon her innocent breast, and turning to it a fountain of love and 
fidelity that never ran dry oi waned tlirougli all his years of 
famine. 

She soothed him, asked him for his forgiveness if she had been, 
or seemed to have been, undutiful, told him. Heaven knows truly, 
that she could not honour him' more if he v/ere the favourite of 
Fortune and the whole world acknowledged him When lus tears 
v/ere dned, and he sobbed in lus v/eakness no longer, and was free 
from that touch of shame, and had recovered his usual bearing, 
she prepared the remains of his supper afresh, and, sittmg by his 
side, rejoiced to see him eat and dnnk. For now he sat in his black 
velvet cap and old grey gown, magnanimous again, and would 
have comported himself towards any Collegian who might have 
looked in to ask his advice, like a great moral Lord Chesterfield, 
or Master of the ethical ceremonies of tlie Marshalsea 

To keep his attention engaged, she talked with him about his 
wardrobe, v/hen he was pleased to say, that Yes, indeed, those 
shirts she proposed would be exceedmgly acceptable, for those he 
had were worn out, and, being ready-made, had never fitted him 
Being conversational, and in a reasonable flow of spirits, he then 
invited her attention to his coat as it hung behind the door, 
remarking that the Father of the place would set an indifferent 
example to his children, already disposed to be slovenly, if he went 
among them out at elbows He was jocular, too, as to the heeling 
of his shoes, but became grave on the subject of his cravat, and 
promised her that, when she could aflbrd it, she should buy him a 
new one 

Wlule he smoked out his cigar in peace, she made his bed, and 
put the small room m order for his repose Bemg weary then, 
owing to the advanced hour and lus emotions, he came out of his 
chair to bless her cind wish her Good night All this time he had 
never once thought of her dress, her shoes, her need of anything 
No other person upon earth, save herself, could have been so 
unmindful of her wants 

He kissed her many times with ‘Bless you, my love. Good night, 
my dearC 
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But her gentle breast had been so deeply wounded by what she 
had seen of him that she was unwilling to leave him alone, lest he 
should lament and despair again ‘Father, dear, I am .lOt tired, 
let me come back presently, when you are in bed, and sit by you ’ 
He asked her, with an air of protection, if she felt solitary^ 
‘Yes, father ’ 

‘Then come back by all means, my love ’ 

‘I shall be very quiet, father ’ 

‘Don’t think of me, my dear,’ he said, giving her ins kind 
pemussion fully ‘ Come back by all means ’ 

He seemed to be dozing when she returned, and she put the 
low fire together very softly lest she should awake him But he over- 
heard her, and called out who was that^ 

‘Only Amy, fatlier ’ 

‘Amy, my clnld, come here I want to say a word to you ’ 

He raised himself a httle m his low bed, as she kneeled beside 
It to bnng her face near him, and put his hand between hers 
O' Both the pnvate father and the Father of the Marshalsea were 
strong within liim then 

‘My love, you have had a life of hardship here No compamons, 
no recreations, many cares I am afraid?’ 

‘Don’t think of that, dear. I never do * 

‘You know my position, Amy. I have not been able to do much 
for you, but all I have been able to do, I have done.’ 

‘Yes, my dear father,’ she rejoined, kissing him ‘I know, I 
know’ 

I am in the twenty-third year of my hfe here,’ he said, with a 
catch m his breath that was not so much a sob as an irrepressible 
sound of self-approval, the momentary outburst of a noble con- 
sciousness ‘It is all I could do for my children — I have done it 
Amy, my love, you are by far the best loved of the three, I havehad 
you pnncipally m my mmd — whatever I have done for your 
sake, my dear child, I have done freely and without murmunng ’ 
Only die wisdom diat holds the clue to all hearts and all mys- 
^es, can surely know to what extent a man, especially a man 
brought down as dus man had been, can impose upon himself 
bnough, for die present place, that he lay down widi wet eye- 
aslies, serene, in a manner majesuc, after bestowmg his hfe of 
cgradation as a sort of portion on the devoted chdd upon whom 
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Its misenes had fallen so heavily, and whose love alone had saved 
him to be even what he was 

That child had no doubts, asked herself no question, for she 
was but too content to see him with a lustre round his head Poor 
dear, good dear, truest, kindest, dearest, were the only words she 
had for him, as she hushed him to rest. 

She never left hirn all that night. As if she had done him a wrong 
which her tenderness could hardly repair, she sat by him in Ins 
sleep, at times softly kissing him witli suspended breatli, and 
calling him in a whisper by some endeanng name At times she 
stood aside so as not to intercept the low fire-light, and, watching 
him when it fell upon his sleeping face, wondered did he look 
now at all as he had looked when he was prosperous and happy, 
as he had so touched her by imagining that he might look once 
more in that awful time At the thought of tliat time, she kneeled 
beside his bed again, and prayed, ‘O spare his lifel O save him 
to me* O look down upon my dear, long-suffenng, imfortunate, 
much-changed, dear dear father*’ 

Not until the mormng came to protect him and encourage him, 
did she give him a last kiss and leave tlie small room When she 
had stolen down-stairs, and along the empty yard, and had crept 
up to her own high garret, the smokeless housetops and the distant 
country hills were discermble over the wall in the clear morning 
As she gently opened the window, and looked eastward down the 
prison yard, the spikes upon the wall were tipped with red, dien 
made a sullen purple pattern on the sun as it came flaming up mto 
the heavens The spikes had never looked so sharp and cruel, nor 
the bars so heavy, nor the pnson space so gloomy and contracted 
She thought of the sunnse on rolhng nvers, of the simnse on wide 
seas, of the sunnse on nch landscapes, of the sunnse on gi^*^ 
forests where the birds were waking and the trees were rustlmg, 
and she looked down into the living grave on which the sun had 
nsen, with her father in it three-and-twenty years, and said, m a 
burst of sorrow and compassion, ‘No, no, I have never seen him in 
my life* ’ 
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CHAPTER 20 

Moving in Society 

If Young John Chivery had had the inclination and the power to 
UTite a satire on family pnde, he would ha\ e had no need to go for 
an avenging illustration out of tlie family of his beloved He would 
have found it amply in tliat gallant brother and that dainty sister, 
so steeped in mean experiences, and so loftilj’^ consaous of the 
family name, so ready to beg or borrow from the poorest, to eat of 
anybody’s bread, spend anybody’s money, dnnk from anybody’s 
cup and break it afterw^ards To have painted the sordid facts of 
their hves, and they tliroughout invokmg tlie deatli’s head appan- 
oon of the family gentility to come and scare tlieir benefactors, 
V'ould have made Young John a saunst of the first water 

Tip had turned his hberty to hopeful account by becommg a 
bilhard-marker He had troubled himself so little as to the means of 
his release, that Clennam scarcely needed to have been at the pains 
of impressing the mind of Mr Plormsh on tliat subject Whoever 
had paid him the compliment, he very readily accepted the compli- 
ment with his compliments, and there was an end of it Issuing 
forth from the gate on these easy terms, he became a bilhard- 
marker, and now occasionally looked in at the little skittle-ground 
in a green Newmarket coat (second-hand), wuth a shming collar 
and bnght buttons (new), and drank die beer of the Collegians 
One solid stationary pomt m the looseness of this gendeman’s 
character was, that he respected and admired his sister Amy Tlie 
feehng had never mduced him to spare her a moment’s uneasmess, 
or to put himself to any restramt or inconvemence on her account, 
but with that Marshalsea taint upon his love, he loved her The same 
mnk Marshalsea flavour was to be recognised m his distmcdy per- 
ceivmg that she sacrificed her hfe to her father, and in his having no 
idea that she had done anythmg for himself. 

When this spmted young man and his sister had begun system- 
^cally to produce the family skeleton for the overawing of the 
ollege, this narrative cannot precisely state Probably at about 
c penod when they began to dme on the College chanty It is 
certain that the more reduced and necessitous they were, the more 
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pompously tlie skeleton emerged from its tomb, and that when 
there was anytlimg particularly shabby in the wind, tlie skeleton 
always came out with tlie ghastliest flourish. 

Little Domt was late on the Monday morning, for her fatlier 
slept late, and afterwards there was Ins breakfast to prepare and his 
room to arrange She had no engagement to go out to work, how- 
ever, and therefore stayed with him until, with Maggy’s help, she 
had put everything right about him, and had seen lum off upon his 
morning walk (of twenty yards or so) to die coffee-house to read 
the paper She dien got on her bonnet and went out, having been 
anxious to get out much sooner Tliere was, as usual, a cessation of 
the small-talk in die Lodge as she passed through it, and a Collegian 
who had come in on Saturday niglit, received die intimation 
from the elbow of a more seasoned Collegian, ‘Look out. Here 
she isl’ 

She wanted to see her sister, but when she got round to Mr 
Cnpples’s, she found that both her sister and her uncle had gone to 
the theatre w'here they were engaged. Having taken diought of this 
probabihty by the way, and having settled that in such case she 
would follov/ them, she set off afresh for die theatre, which was on 
that side of the river, and not very far away. 

Little Dornt was almost as ignorant of the ways of theatres as 
of the ways of gold mines, and when she was directed to a furtive 
sort of door, with a cunous up-all-mght air about it, that appeared 
to be ashamed of itself and to be hidmg in an alley, she hesitated to 
approach it, being further deterred by the sight of some half-dozen 
close-shaved gendemen with their hats very strangely on, who were 
lounging about the door, looking not at all unlike Collegians On 
her applying to them, reassured by this resemblance, for a direction 
to Miss Domt, they made way for her to enter a dark hall — it was 
more like a great gnm lamp gone out than anythmg else — where 
she could hear the distant playing of music and the sound of dancing 
feet. A man so much in want of ainng that he had a blue mould 
upon him, sat watchmg this dark place from a hole in a comer, like 
a spider, and he told her that he would send a message up to Miss 
Domt by the first lady or gentleman who went through The first 
lady who went through had a roll of music, half in her muff and 
half out of It, and was m such a tumbled conditiori altogether, that 
It seemed as if it would be an act of kindness to iron her. But as 
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s’k \<,‘av vi.n jtood'^atured. 3nc! " Cnmc v> uh me. I'll soon find 
Mi';$ Domt for ^nu, Doni’s. sister \i.cni u itli her, dra^nng 
nearer and nearer at c\ cr. '•■^ep she look m tlic darknes,s 10 the sound 
of music and the sound of danang icn 

Vt last ihev came into a ma/e of dust v litre a quantuv of people 
uerc Unnbhnix o\cr one aroiher» and tthert thtn.'* \t'as such a con- 
fiisxin of unaccountable sliapt,-. of Ivims, bulkheads, bnck n-alis, 
mpes and rollers, and •'Uch a miaintc of padiglu and daylight, that 
dtc\ seemed to h i\k, cot on die v,rong stdc of the paitcni of the 
uniserse Little Dornt, left to hcrbtlf, and knocked against bt 
somebodv e\cr\ moment vas quite bcuildtred. when she heard 
her sistm-'s ^ otcc 

‘Vl'liy, good graciou', Am\, aehai e\cr brought \ou here^ 

‘1 anted to sec sou Fanin dear, and as 1 am going out all day 
to-morrow, and I new a ou might be engaged all day to-day, I 
diought- ’ 

‘But the idea, Amj , of coming behind’ I ne\'cr did’ * As her 
sister said this tn no a ere cordial tone of welcome, she conducted 
her to a more open part of the mare, where various golden chairs 
and tables were heaped together and v,herc a number of young 
ladies were sitting on anything thc> could find, chattering All 
tliese young ladies w'anted ironing, and all iiad a cunous way of 
looking e\erywhere w'hile they chattered 

Just as the sisters arn%cd here, a monotonous boy m a Scotch 
cap put his head round a beam on the left, and said, ‘Less noise 
diere, ladies’' and disappeared Immediaiel} after which, a spnghtly 
gentleman with a quantity of long black hair looked round a beam 
on the nghg and said, ‘Less noise there, darlings’’ and also dis- 
appeared 

The notion of you among professionals, Amy, is really the last 
thmg I could have conceived’’ said her sister ‘Wby, how did you 
ever get here?’ 

I don’t know. The lady who told you I was here, was so good 
as to bnng me m ’ 

Like you qmet little dungs’ You can make your way anywhere, 

I belie\'-e I couldn’t have managed it, Amy, diough I know so much 
more of the world ’ 

It was the family custom to lay it dowm as family law, that she 
was a plam domestic htde creature, wnthout the great and sage 
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expenence of the rest This family fiction was the family assertion 
of Itself against her services Not to make too much of them. 

‘Well* And what have you got on your mind, Amy^ Of course 
you have got somethmg on your mind about me-^* said Fanny. 
She spoke as if her sister, betv/een two and three years her junior, 
v/ere her prejudiced grandmother 

Tt is not much; but since you told me of the lady who gave you 
the bracelet, Fanny 

The monotonous boy put his head round the beam on the left, 
and said, ‘Look out there, ladies* and disappeared. The spnghtly 
gentleman with the black hair as suddenly put his head round the 
beam on the nglit, and said, ‘Look out there, darhngs’’ and also 
disappeared. Thereupon all the young ladies rose and began 
shaking their skirts out behind. 

‘Well, Amy sand Fanny, doing as the rest did; ‘what were you 
going to say^’ 

‘Since you told me a lady had given you the bracelet you showed 
me, Fanny, I have not been quite easy on your account, and indeed 
want to know a little more if you v/ill confide more to me.’ 

‘Nov/, ladies*’ said the noy in the Scotch cap ‘Now, darhngs* 
said the gentleman with the black hair They were every one gone 
in a moment, and the music and die dancing feet were heard again 

Litde Dorrit sat down m a golden chair, made quite giddy by 
these rapid interruptions. Her sister and the rest were a long tunc 
gone, and during their absence a voice (it appeared to be that of the 
gentleman with the black hair) was contmually calling out througli 
the music. One, tv/o, three, four, five, six — go* One, two, three, 
four, five, SIX — go* Steady, darlings' One, two, three, four, five, 
six — go! Ultimately the voice stopped, and they all came back 
again, more or less out of breath, folding themselves in their 
shawls, and making ready for the streets ‘Stop a moment, Amy, 
and let them get av/ay before us,’ whispered Fanny They were 
soon left alone, nothing more important happening,*in the mean- 
time, than the boy looking round his old beam, and saying, ‘Every- 
body at eleven to-morrov/, ladies*’ and die gendeman with the 
black hair looking round his old beam, and saying, ‘Everybody at 
eleven to-morrow, darlings*’ each m his own accustomed manner 

When they v^ere alone, somediing v/as rolled up or by other 
means got out of the way, and there v/as a great empty well before 
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them, looking down into the depths of which Fanny said, ‘Now, 
uncle!’ Little Dornt, as her eyes became used to tlie darkness, 
faintly made him out at die bottom of tlie well, in an obscure comer 
by himself, with his instrument in its ragged case under lus arm 
The old man looked as if tlie remote high gallery wmdows,,witli 
their little strip of sky, might have been tlie point of lus better 
fortunes, from which he had descended, until he had gradually sunk 
down below there to the bottom He had been in that place six 
nights a week for many years, but had never been observed to raise 
his eyes above his music-book, and was confidently believed to have 
never seen a play. There were legends in die place that he did not 
so much as know die populai heroes and heroines by sight, and 
that the low comedian had ‘mugged’ at him^ in his richest manner 
fifty nights for a wager, and he had shown no trace of consciousness 
The carpenters had a joke to die effect that he was dead widiout 
being aware of it, and the frequenters of the pit supposed him to 
pass his whole life, night and day, and Sunday and all, m the 
orchestra They had tned lum a few times with pmches of snuff 
offered over the rails, and he had always responded to this attention 
with a momentary waking up of manner that had the pale phantom 
of a gendeman m it beyond this he never, on any occasion, had 
any other part in what was going on than the part written out for 
the clarionet, m private life, where there was no part for the 
clarionet, he had no pcirt at aU Some said he was poor, some said 
he was a wealthy miser, but he said nothing, never lifted up Hs 
bowed head, never vaned his shuffling gait by getting his spnng- 
less foot from die ground Though expectmg now to be summoned 
by his mece, he did not hear her until she had spoken to lum three 
or four times, nor was he at all surpnsed by the presence of two 
nieces instead of one, but merely said in lus tremulous voice, I 3m 
coming, I am coming' ’ and crept forth by some underground way 
which emitted a cellarous smell 

‘And so, Amy,’ said her sister, when the three together passed 
out at the door that had such a shamefaced consciousness of bemg 
different from other doors the uncle instinctively taking Amy s 
arm as the arm to be relied on ‘so, Amy, you are curious about 
me^’ 

She was pretty, and conscious, and rather flaunting, and the 
condescension with winch she put aside the supenonty of her 
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charmSj and of her worldly experience, and addressed her sister on 
almost equal terms, had a vast deal of the family in it 

‘I am mterested, Fanny, and concerned in anytlung that concerns 
you ’ 

‘So you are, so you are, and you are the best of Amys If I am 
ever a httleprovolung, lam sure you’ll consider what a thing it is to 
occupy my position and feel a consciousness of bemg supenor to 
It I shouldn’t care,’ said the Daughter of the Fatlier of the 
Marshalsea, ‘if tlie others were not so common None of them have 
come down in the world as we have They are all on theur own level 
Common ’ 

Little Domt mildly looked at the speaker, but did not interrupt 
her Fanny took out her handkerchief, and rather angnly wiped 
her eyes ‘I was not bom where you were, you know, Amy, and 
perhaps that makes a difference My dear child, when we get nd 
of Uncle, you shall know all about it. We’ll drop him at the cook’s 
shop where he is gomg to dme ’ 

They walked on with him until tliey came to a dirty shop wmdow 
^ a dirty street, whicli was made almost opaque by the steam of 
ot meats, vegetables, and puddmgs But glimpses were to be 
caught of a roast leg of pork bursting mto tears of sage and onion 
m a metal reservou full of gravy, of an unctuous piece of roast beef 
snd bhsterous Yorkshire pudding, bubbling hot in a similar recep- 
tacl^ of a stuffed fillet of veal m rapid cut, of a ham m a perspiration 
the pace it was gomg at, of a shallow tank of baked potatoes 
g ued togedier by their own richness, of a truss or two of boiled 
greens, and other substantial dehcacies Withm, were a few wooden 
partitions, behind which such customers as found it more con- 
venient to take away their dmners in stomachs tlian m their hands, 
I^c ed their purchases in solitude Fanny opemng hei reticule, as 
these things, produced from that repositoiy a 
® ng and handed it to Uncle Uncle, after not looking at it a 
Httle while, divmed its object, and muttenng ‘Dinner? Ha? Yes, 
yes, yes' slowly vanished from them mto the mist. 

ow, Amy, said her sister, ‘come with me, if you are not too 
re to walk to Harley Street, Cavendish Square.’ 

le air with which she tlirew'^ off this distinguished address and 
le toss she gave to her new bonnet (which was more gauzy than 
rviceable), made her sister wonder, however, she expressed her 
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readiness to go to Harley Street, and thither they directed their 
steps Arrived at that grand destination, Fanny singled out the 
handsomest house, and knocking at the door, inquired for Mrs 
Merdle The footman who opened die door, although he had 
powder on his head and was backed up by two other footmen 
hkewise powdered, not only admitted Mrs Merdle to be at home, 
but asked Fanny to walk in Fatmy walked in, takmg her sister with 
her, and they went up-stairs with powder going before and powder 
stoppmg bchmd,^ and were left in a spacious semiarcular drawmg- 
room, one of several drawing-rooms, where diere was a parrot on 
the outside of a golden cage holding on by its beak, with its scaly 
legs m the air, and putting itself into many strange upside-down 
postures This pecidianty has been observed in birds of quite 
another feather, climbing upon golden "wires 

The room was far more splendid than anything Little Dorrit had 
ever imagined, and would have been splendid and costly m any 
eyes. She looked in amazement at her sister and would have asked 
a question, but that Fanny with a v/aming frown pointed to a 
curtained doorway of communication with another room. The 
curtam shook next moment, and a lady, raising it with a heavily 
rmged hand, dropped it behind her again as she entered 

The lady was not young and fresh from the hand of Nature, but 
was young and fresh from the hand of her maid. She had large un- 
feeling handsome eyes, and dark unfeehng handsome hair, and a 
broad unfeehng handsome bosom, and was made the most of m 
every particular. Either because she had a cold, or because it suited 
her face, she wore a nch white fillet aed over her head and under 
her chin. And if ever there were an unfeeling handsome cbm that 
looked as if, for certain, it had never been, in familiar parlance, 
‘chucked^ by the hand of man, it was the chin curbed up so tight 
and close by that laced bndle 

‘Mrs Merdle,’ said Fanny ‘My sister, ma’am ’ 

‘I am glad to see your sister. Miss Domt. I did not remember 
that you had a sister,’ 

T did not mention that I had,’ said Fanny 
‘Ah*’ Mrs Merdle curled the little finger of her left hand as who 
should say, ‘I have caught you. I know you didn’t* ’ All her action 
was usually with her left hand because her hands were not a pair, 
and left being much the whiter and plumper of the two Then she 
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added ‘Sit down,’ and composed herself voluptuously, m a nest 
of cnmson and gold cushions, on an ottoman near the parrot. 

‘Also professionaP ’ said Mrs Mcrdle, looking at Little Domt 
through an eye-glass, 

Fanny answered No ‘No,’ said Mrs Mcrdle, dropping her glass 
‘Has not a professional air Very pleasant, but not professional ’ 
‘My sister, ma’am,’ said Fanny, m wdiom there was a singular 
mixture of deference and hardihood, ‘ has been asking me to tell her, 
as between sisters, how' I came to have tlie honour of knowing you 
And as I had engaged to call upon you once more, I tliought I 
might take the liberty of bringing her v/idi me, when perhaps 
you would tell her. T wash her to know', and perhaps you will tell 
her^’ 

‘Do you think, at your sister’s age — ’ hinted Mrs Merdle 
‘She is much older tlian she looks,’ said Fanny, ‘almost as old as 
I am ' 

‘Society,’ said Mrs Merdle, watli another curve of her httle 
finger, ‘is so difficult to explain to young persons (indeed is so 
difficult to explain to most persons), that I am glad to hear tliat I 
VAsh Soaety was not so arbitrary, I wash it was not so exacting - 
Bird, be quiet!’ 

Tlie parrot had given a most pierang shnek, as if its name were 
Society and it asserted its nght to its exactions 

‘But,’ resumed Mrs Merdle, ‘we must take it as we find it. We 
know It IS hollow and conventional and worldly and very shocking, 
but unless we are Savages in the Tropical seas (I should have been 
charmed to be one myself — most dehghtful life and perfect climate, 
I am told), w^e must consult it. It is the common lot Mr Merdle is a 
most extensive merchant, his transactions are on the wstest scale, 
his v/ealth and influence are very great, but even he — Bird, be 
quiet' ’ 

The parrot had shrieked another shnek, and it filled up the 

sentence so expressively that Mrs Merdle was under no necessity to 
end It. 

Smee your sister begs tliat I would terminate our personal 
acquamtance,’ she began again, addressing Little Domt, ‘by re- 
atmg the circumstances that are much to her credit, I cannot object 
to comply with her request, I am sure I have a son (I was first 
mamed extremely young) of two or three-and-twenty ’ 
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Fanny set her hps, and her eyes looked lialf tnumpliantly at her 
sister. 

‘A son of two or tliree-and-twenty. He is a little gay, a thing 
Society IS accustomed to in young men, and he is very impressible. 
Perhaps he inhents that misfortune I am very impressible myself, 
by nature The weakest of creatures — my feelings are touched in a 
moment ’ 

She said all this, and everything else, as coldly as a woman of 
snow; qmte forgetting the sisters except at odd times, and apparent- 
ly addressing some abstraction of Society, for whose behoof, too, 
she occasionally arranged her dress, or the composition of her 
figure upon the ottoman. 

So he is very impressible. Not a misfortune in our natural state, 
I dare say, but we are not in a natural state. Much to be lamented, 
no doubt, particularly by myself, who am a child of nature if I 
could but show It, but so it is Society suppresses us and dominates 
us - Bird, be quiet! ’ 

The parrot had broken into a violent fit of laughter, after twisting 
divers bars of his cage with his crooked bill, and licking them with 
his black tongue 

It is quite unnecessary to say to a person of your good sense, 
wide range of experience, and cultivated feeling,’ said Mrs Merdle 
from her nest of crimson and gold — and there put up her glass to 
refresh her memory as to whom she was addressing, — ‘that the 
stage sometimes has a fascination for young men of that class of 
character In saymg the stage, I mean die people on it of the female 
sex Therefore, when I heard that my son was supposed to be 
fasanated by a dancer, I knew what that usually meant in Society, 
and confided in her being a dancer at the Opera, where young men 
moving in Society are usually fasanated.’ 

She passed her white hands over one another, observant of the 
sisters now, and the nngs upon her fingers grated against each 
other with a hard sound. 

As your sister will tell you, when I found what the theatre was 
I was much surpnsed and much distressed. But when I found tliat 
your sister, by rejecting ray son’s advances (I must add, in an 
unexpected manner), had brought him to the point of proposing 
matnage, my feehngs were of the profoundest angmsh — acute ' 

She traced the oudine of her left eyebrow, and put it nght 
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‘In a distracted condition, which only a mother - movmg m 
Soaety — can be susceptible of, I determined to go myself to the 
tlieatre, and represent my state of mind to the dancer I made myself 
known to your sister I found her, to my surpnse, m many respects 
different from my expectations, and certainly in none more so, than 
m meetmg me ^dtli — what shall I say — a sort of family assertion on 
her own part^'' Mrs Merdle smiled 

‘I told you, ma’am,’ said Fanny, with a heightening colour, ‘that 
altliough you found me m tliat situation, I was so far above the rest, 
that I considered my family as good as your son’s; and that I had 
a brother who, knowmg the circumstances, would be of the same 
opmion, and would not consider such a connection any honour ’ 
‘Miss Domt,’ said Mrs Merdle, after frostily looking at her 
through her glass, ‘ precisely what I was on tlie point of telling your 
sister, in pursuance of your request Much obliged to you for re- 
calhng It so accurately and anticipating me. I immediately,’ address- 
ing Little Domt, ‘ (for I am the creature of impulse), took a bracelet 
from my arm, and begged your sister to let me clasp it on hers, m 
token of the delight I had in our bemg able to approach the subject 
so far on a common footing ’ (This was perfectly true, the lady 
havmg bought a cheap and showy article on her way to the mter- 
view, with a general eye to bnbery ) 

‘And I told you, Mrs Merdle,’ said Fanny, ‘that we might be 
unfortunate, but we are not common ’ 

‘I think, the very words, Miss Domt,’ assented Mrs Merdle 
And I told you, Mrs Merdle,’ said Fanny, ‘tliat if you spoke to 
me of the superiority of your son’s standmg m Society, it barely 
possible that you rather deceived yourself in your suppositions 
about my ongin, and that my father’s standmg, even m the Society 
m wluch he now moved (what tliat was, was best known to myself), 
was eminently supenor, and was acknowledged by every one ’ 

‘Quite accurate,’ rejomed Mrs Merdle. ‘A most admirable 
memory ’ 

Thank you, ma’am Perhaps you will be so kmd as to tell my 
sister the rest ’ 

There IS very little to tell,’ said Mrs Merdle, reviewing the 
breadth of bosom which seemed essential to her havmg room 
enough to be unfeehng m, ‘ but it is to your sister’s credit. I pomted 
out to your sister the plam state of the case, the impossibihty of the 
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Society in which we moved recognising the Soaety in which she 
moved — tliough charming, I have no doubt, the immense dis- 
advantage at whicli she would consequently place the family she 
had so high an opinion of, upon which we should find ourselves 
compelled to look down with contempt, and from which (socially 
speaking) we should feci obliged to recoil with abhorrence n 
short, I made an appeal to that laudable pnde in your sister 
‘Let my sister know, if you please, Mrs Merdle,’ Fanny poute , 
witli a toss of her gauzy bonnet, ‘diat I had already had the honour 
of telling your son that I i^nshed to have nothing whatever to say 

to him.’ , 

‘Well, ^hss Dornt,’ assented Mrs Merdle, ‘perhaps I might have 

mentioned that before If I did not think of it, perhaps it was c 
cause my mind reverted to the apprehensions I had at the 
he might persevere and you might have something to say to 
I also mentioned to your sister— I agam address the non-professiona 
Miss Dornt - that my son would have nothing in the event of sue 
a mamage, and would be an absolute beggar (I menuon ah 
merely as a fact which is part of the narrative, and not as supposing 
It to have influenced your sister, except in the prudent and legitim^6 
way in which, consntuted as our artificial system is, we must a e 
influenced by such considerations ) Finally, after some high wor s 
and high spint on the part of your sister, we came to tlie comp ct 
understanding that there was no danger, and your sister was so 
obliging as to allow me to present her with a mark or two 01 my 
appreaauon at my dressmaker’s ’ , 

Little Dornt looked sorry, and glanced at Fanny with a troub e 
face. 

‘Also,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘as to promise to give me the present 
pleasure of a closing mterview, and of paiting with her on the best 
of terms On which occasion,’ added Mrs Merdle, quitting her nest, 
and putting something in Fanny’s hand, ‘Miss Dornt will permit 
me to say Farewell with best wishes m my own dull manner. 

The sisters rose at the same time, and they all stood near the cage 
of the parrot, as he tore at a claw-full of biscmt and spat it out, 
seemed to mock them with a pompous dance of his body withoiU 
moving his feet, and suddenly turned himself upside down an 
trailed himself all over the outside of his golden cage, with the ai 
of Ins cruel beak and black tongue 
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‘Adieu, Miss Domi, \\itli best wishes,’ said Mrs Merdlc ‘If we 
could only come to a Millennium, or somctliing of tliat sort, I for 
one might have the pleasure of knowung a number of charming and 
talented persons from whom I am at present excluded A more 
pnmithc state of society would be delicious to me There used to 
be a poem when I learnt lessons, something about Lo tlie poor 
Indian^ whose sometliing mind’ If a few^ iliousand persons moving 
in Society, could only go and be Indians, I would put my name 
down directl}^ , but as, mo\ ing in Society, w'e can’t be Indians, un- 
fortunately— Good morning’’ 

Tliey came down-stairs with powder before them and powder 
bclund, die elder sister haughty and the } ounger sister humbled, 
and w'ere shut out into unpow'dcred Harley Street, Cavendish 
Square 

‘WelP’ said Fanny, w’hen diey had gone a litde way widiout 
speaking ‘Have you nodiing to say, Amy^’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know w'hat to say!’ she answered, distressed ‘You 
didn’t like this young man, Fanny 
‘Like lum^ He is almost an idiot ’ 

‘I am so sorry — don’t be hurt — but, since you ask me what I 
have to say, I am so very sorry, Fanny, diat you suffered diis lady 
to give you anything ’ 

You litde Fooll’ returned her sister, shaking her wadi die sharp 
pull she gave her arm ‘ Have you no spint at all ^ But that’s just the 
■way’ You have no self-respect, you have no becoming pnde Just 
as you allow yourself to be followed about by a contemptible litde 
Chivery of a thing,’ wadi die scomfullest emphasis, ‘you would let 
your family be trodden on, and never turn ’ 

Don’t say that, dear Fanny I do what I can for them ’ 

You do what you can for diem’’ repeated Fanny, walking her 
on very fast ‘Would you let a woman like this, whom you could 
see, if you had any expenence of anything, to be as false and m- 
solent as a woman can be — would you let her put her foot upon 
your family, and diank her for it^’ 

‘No, Fanny, I am sure ’ 

Then make her pay for it, you mean htde dung What else can 
you make her do ^ Make her pay for it, you stupid child, and do 
your family some credit with die money! ’ 

They spoke no more all the way back to the lodging where 



LITTLE DORRIT 


290 

Fanny and her uncle lived. When they arnved there, they found the 
old man practising his clanonet in the dolefullest manner in a 
comer of the room Fannj' had a composite meal to make, of chops, 
and porter, and tea, and indignantly pretended to prepare it for 
herself, though her sister did all tliat in quiet reality When at 
last Fanny sat down to eat and dnnk, she threv'- tlie table imple- 
ments about and was angry with her bread, much as her father had 
been last night. 

‘If you despise me,’ she said, bursting into vehement tears, 
‘because I am a dancer, v/hy did you put me in the way of being 
one^ It was your doing You would have me stoop as lov/ as the 
ground before this Mrs Merdle, and let her say what she liked and 
do v;hat she liked, and hold us all in contempt, and tell me so to my 
face Because I am a dancer’ 

‘O Fanny’’ 

‘And Tip, too, poor fellov/ She is to disparage lum )ust as much 
as she likes, v/ithout any check — I suppose because he has been in 
the law, and the docks, and different tilings Why, it was your doing, 
Amy. You miglit at least approve of his being defended.’ 

All this time the uncle was dolefully blowing his clanonet m the 
comer, someumes taking it an inch or so from his mouth for a 
moment while he stopped to gaze at them, with a vague impression 
that somebody had said something 

‘And your father, your poor father, Amy Because he is not free 
to shov/ himself and to speak for himself, you would let such people 
insult him with impunity If you don’t feel for yourself because 
you go out to work, you might at least feel for him, I should think, 
knowing v/hat he has undergone so long.’ 

Poor Little Domt felt the injustice of this taunt rather sharply 
The remembrance of last night added a barbed point to it. She said 
nothing in reply, but turned her chair from the table towards die 
fire. Uncle, after making one more pause, blew a dismal wall and 
went on again 

Fanny was passionate with the tea-cups and the bread as long as 
her passion lasted, and then protested that she was the wretchedest 
girl in the world, and she wished she was dead After that, her cry- 
ing became remorseful, and she got up and put her arms round her 
sister Little Domt tried to sitop her from saying anything, but she 
ansv/ered that she "would, she musti Thereupon she said again, and 
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again, ‘I beg your pardon, Amy,’ and ‘Forgive me, Amy,’ almost 
as passionately as she had said what she regretted 

‘But indeed, indeed, Amy,’ she resumed when they were seated 
m sisterly accord side by side, ‘I hope and I think you would have 
seen this differently, if you had known a little more of Society ’ 
‘Perhaps I might, Fanny,’ said the mild Little Domt 
‘You see, while you have been domestic and resignedly shut up 
there, Amy,’ pursued her sister, gradually beginmng to patronise, 
‘I have been out, moving more m Soaety, and may have been 
getting jiroud and spinted - more than I ought to be, perhaps^’ 
Litde Domt answered ‘Yes O yes'’ 

‘And while you have been thinking of the dinner or the clotlies, 
I may have been thmkmg, you know, of the family Now, may it 
not be so, Amy"^’ 

Litde Domt agam nodded ‘Yes,’ with a more cheerful face than 
heart 

‘Espeaally as we know,’ said Fanny, ‘that there certainly is a 
tone in the place to wluch you have been so true, which does belong 
to It, and which does make it different from other aspects of Soaety 
So kiss me once agam, Amy dear, and we will agree that we may 
both be nght, and that you are a tranqml, domestic, home-loving, 
good girl ’ 

The clanonet had been lamenting most pathetically durmg this 
dialogue, but was cut short now by Fanny’s announcement that 
It -was tune to go, whidi she conveyed to her imcle by shutting up 
his scrap of music, and taking the clanonet out of lus mouth 
Litde Domt parted from them at the door, and hastened back 
to die Marshalsea It fell dark there sooner than elsewhere, and 
gomg into It that evemng was like gomg into a deep trencli The 
shadow of the wall was on every object. Not least upon the figure 
m the old grey gown and the black velvet cap, as it turned towards 
her when she opened the door of the dun room 

‘Wily not upon me too'’ thought Little Domt, with the door 
yet m her hand ‘It was not unreasonable in Fanny ’ 
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CHAPTER 21 

Mr Merdlc s Complaint 

Upon that establishment of state, tlie Mcrdle establishment in 
Harley Street, Cavendish Square, there was tlie shadow of no more 
common wall than the fronts of other establishments of state on tlie 
opposite side of the street Like unexceptionable Society, tlie 
opposing rows of houses in Harley Street were very grim with one 
another Indeed, the mansions and their inhabitants were so much 
ahke in tliat respect, that the people were often to be found drawn 
up on opposite sides of dinner-tables, in the shade of their own 
loftiness, staring at tlie other side of the way witli the dullness 0 
the houses 

Everybody knows how like tlie street the two dmner-rows of 
people who take their stand by die street will be The expression- 
less uniform twenty houses, all to be knocked at and rung at m the 
same form, all approachable by the same dull steps, all fended o 
by the same pattern of raihng, all with the same impracticable fire- 
escapes, the same inconvenient fixtures in their heads, and ever)^- 
dung without excepuon to be taken at a high valuation - who has 
not dmed with these? The house so dreanly out of repaur, the 
occasional bow-window, the stuccoed house, the newly-ftonted 
house, the comer house with nothing but angular rooms, the house 
v/ith the blinds always down, the house with the hatchment 
always up, the house where the collector has called for one quarter 
of an Idea, and found nobody at home — who has not dined with 
these ^ The house that nobody will take, and is to be had a bargam— 
who does not know her^ The showy house that v/aS taken for life 
by the disappointed gentleman, and which does not suit him at all— 
who IS unacquainted vnth that haunted habitation^ 

Harley Street, Cavendish Square, was more than aware of Mr 
and Mrs Merdle, Intruders there were in Harley Street, of whom it 
was not aware, but Mr and Mrs Merdle it dehghted to honour 
Society was aware of Mr and Mrs Merdle Society had said ‘Let us 
license them; let us know them ’ 

Mr Merdle was immensely rich; a man of prodigious enterpnse, 
a Midas without the ears,^ who turned all he touched to gold He 
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v.’Vis in <rven,*t]im2: good, from banking to building He was in 
Parliament, of course. He was m the City, r.ecessanly He was 
Qiairraan of dus, Trustee of that, President of the odier. Tlie 
weightiest of men had said to projectors. ‘Non. what name liave 
jou got' Ha%e you got Merdle-’ And, die reply being m the 
negative, had said, ‘Then I won’t look at you ’ 

This great and fortunate man had provided diat extensii'^e bosom 
which required so mucli room to be unfeeling enough in, wudi a 
nest of crimson and gold some fifteen years before It was not a 
bosom to repose upon, but it was a capital bosom to hang jewels 
upon Mr Merdle w'anted somediing to hang jew'els upon, and he 
bought It for the purpose. Storr and Mommcr^ might have mamed 
on the same speculation 

lake all his other speculations, it tvas sound and successful The 
jewels showed to the nchest advantage The bosom moving in 
Soaet}’^ vadi the jewels displayed upon it, attracted general admira- 
tion Soaet}' approvmg, Mr Merdle was satisfied He was the most 
disinterested of men. — did every tiling for Society, and got as little 
for himself out of all his gain and care, as a man might 
That IS to say’^, it may be supposed tliat he got all he wanted, 
otherwise with unhmiied wealtli he would have got it But his 
desire was to the utmost to satisfy Somety (whatever tliat was), and 
take up all its drafts upon him for tribute He did not slune in 
company, he had not very much to say for himself, he was a re- 
served man, wnth a broad, overhangmg, watchful head, tliat 
particular kmd of dull red colour in his cheeks which is rather stale 
than fresh, and a somewhat uneasy' expression about his coat-cuffs, 
as if they were m his confidence, and had reasons for bemg anxious 
to hide his hands In the httle he said, he was a pleasant man 
enough, plain, emphatic about public and pnvate confidence, and 
tenaaous of the utmost deference bemg shown by every one, in 
all things, to Soaety In this same Society (if that were it which 
came to his dinners, and to Mrs Merdle’s receptions and concerts), 
he hardly seemed to enjoy himself much, and was mostly to be 
found against walls and behind doors Also when he went out to 
It) instead of its coming home to him, he seemed a httle fatigued, 
and upon the whole rather more disposed for bed, but he w'as 
always cultivating it nevertheless, and always movmg m it — and 
always laymg out money on it wuth the greatest hberabty 
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Mrs Merdle’s first husband had been a colonel, under whose 
auspices the bosom had entered mio competition with die snows 
of North America, and had come olF at little disadvantage in point 
of whiteness, and at none in point of coldness The colonel’s son 
was Mrs Merdle’s only child. He was of a chuckle-headed, high- 
shouldered make, widi a general appearance of being, not so much 
a young man as a swelled boy. He had given so few signs of reason, 
that a by-word went among his companions that his brain had been 
frozen up in a mighty frost which prevailed at St John’s, New 
Brunswick, at the penod of his birth there, and had never diawed 
from that hour. Another by-word represented him as having m his 
infancy, tlirough the negligence of a nurse, fallen out of a high 
window on his head, which had been heard by responsible witnesses 
to crack. It is probable that bodi these representations were of ex 
post facto origin, the young gentleman (whose expressive name was 
Sparkler) being monomaniacal in ofienng marriage to all manner of 
undesirable young ladies, and in remarking of every successive 
young lady to whom he tendered a matrimonial proposal that she 
was ‘a doosed fine gal — well educated too — with no biggodd non- 
sense about her.' 

A son-in-law^ with these limited talents, might have been a clog 
upon another man; but Mr Merdle did not want a son-in-law 
for himself; he wanted a son-in-law for Society Mr Sparkler 
having been in the Guards, and being in the habit of frequent- 
ing all the races, and all the lounges, and all the parties, and being 
well known, Soaety was satisfied with its son-in-law. This 
happy result Mr Merdle would have considered well attained, 
though Mr Sparkler had been a more expensive article And he 
did not get Mr Sparkler by any means cheap for Soaety, even as 
It was 

There was a dinner givmg^ m the Harley Street estabhshment, 
while Little Domt was stitching at her father’s new shirts by his 
side that night, and there were magnates from the Court and 
magnates from the City, magnates from the Commons ^d mag- 
nates from the Lords, magnates from the bench and magnates from 
the bar, Bishop magnates, Treasury magnates. Horse Guard 
magnates, Admiralty magnates, — all the magnates tliat keep us 
going, and sometimes trip us up 

I am told,’ said Bishop magnate to Horse Guards, ‘that Mr 
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Merdle has made another enormous hit They say a hundred thou- 
sand pounds ’ 

Horse Guards had heard two. 

Treasury had heard three 

Bar, handhng his persuasive double eye-glass, was by no means 
clear but that it might be four. It was one of those happy strokes 
of calculation and combmation, the result of which it was difficult 
to estimate. It was one of those instances of a comprehensive grasp, 
assoaated with habitual luck and characteristic boldness, of which 
an age presented us but few But here was Brother Bellows, who 
had been in the great Bank case, and who could probably tell us 
more What did Brother Bellows put this new success at^ 

Brother Bellows was on his way to make his bow to the bosom, 
and could only tell them in passing that he had heard it stated, with 
great appearance of truth, as being worth, from first to last, half-a- 
million of money 

Admiralty said Mr Merdle was a wonderful man, Treasury said 
he was a new power in the country, and would be able to buy up 
the whole House of Commons Bishop said he was glad to dunk 
that this wealth flowed into the coffers of a gentleman who was 
always disposed to mamtain the best interests of Soaety 

Mr Merdle himself was usually late on these occasions, as a 
man still detained m the clutch of giant enterpnses when other men 
had shaken off their dwarfs for the day. On dus occasion, he was 
the last arnval Treasury said Merdle’s work punished lum a htde 
Bishop said he was glad to think that this wealth flowed into the 
coffers of a gentleman who accepted it with meekness 

Powder! There was so much Powder in waiting, that it flavoured 
the dmner Pulverous particles got into the dishes, and Society’s 
meats had a seasoning of first-rate footmen Mr Merdle took down 
a countess who was secluded somewhere m the core of an immense 
dress, to which she was in the proportion of the heart to the over- 
sown cabbage If so low a simile may be admitted, the dress went 
O'v^Ti the staircase like a nchly brocaded Jack in the Green,® and 
nobody knew what sort of small person earned it 

Society had everything it could want, and could not want, for 
inner It had everything to look at, and everything to eat, and 
^erydung to dnnk. It is to be hoped it enjoyed itself, for Mr 
1 erdle s own share of the repast might have been paid for witli 
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eigliieenpence Mrs Merdle was magnificent The chief butier was 
file next magnificent institution of the clay He was the stateliest man 
in the company He did nothing, but he looked on as few other 
men could have done He v/as Mr Merdle’s last gift to Societ) 
Mr Merdle didn’t v/ant him, and wms put out of countenance when 
the great creature looked at him, but inappeasablc Society v/ould 
have him — and had got him 

The invisible countess earned out file Green at file usual stage 
of the entertamment, and file file of beauty was closed up by tlie 
bosom. Treasurj'^ said, Juno. Bishop said, Judith.' 

Bar fell into discussion wuth Horse Guards concerning courts- 
martial Brothers Bellow^s and Bench struck in Other magnat^ 
paired off. Mr Merdle sat silent, and looked at the table-cloth 
Sometimes a magnate addressed him, to turn the stream of his own 
particular discussion tov/ards lum, but Mr Merdle seldom gav^ 
much attention to it, or did more than rouse himself from ms 
calculations and pass fite wine 

When they rose, so many of the magnates had something to say 
to Mr Merdle individually that he held httle levees by the side- 
board, and checked them off as they went out at the door. 

Treasury hoped he might venture to congratulate one of Eng' 
land’s world-famed capitalists and merchant-prmces (he ha 
turned that ongmal sentiment in the house a few times, and it 
came easy to him) on a nev/ acluevement To extend the ttiumphs 
of such men was to extend the tnumphs and resources of the 
nation, and Treasury felt — he gave Mr Merdle to understand - 
patnotic on the subject 

‘ Thank you, my lord,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘ thank you. I accept your 
congratulations v/ith pnde, and I am glad you approve ’ 

‘Why, I don’t unreservedly approve, my dear Mr Merdle 
Because,’ smiling Treasur}'^ turned lum by file arm towards the 
sideboard and spoke bantenngly, ‘it never can be worth your 
while to come among us and help us ’ 

Mr Merdle felt honoured by the — 

‘No, no,’ said Treasury, ‘tiiat is not the light in which one so 
distinguished for practical knov/ledge and great foresiglit, can be 
expected to regard it If v/e should ever be happily enabled, by 
accidentally possessing the control over circumstances, to propose 
to one so eminent to — to come among us, and give us the weight 
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of his influence, knowledge, and character, we could only propose 
It to him as a duty In fact, as a duty tliat lie owed to Society ’ 
Mr ivlerdle intimated tliat Society \i^s tlie apple of his eye, and 
that Its claims ’were paramount to every other consideration 
Treasuiy’^ moved on, and Bar came up 

Bar, tntli his little insinuating Jurj' droop, and fingcnng his 
persuasive double eye-glass, hoped he might be excused if he 
menuoned to one of ilic greatest converters of tlie root of all evil 
into the root of all good, who had for a long time reflected a shining 
lustre on tlie annals even of our commeraal country - if he men- 
tioned, disinterestedly, and as, what we lawj’^ers called in our 
pedantic way, amicus cuna:, a fact tliat had come by accident viitlun 
his knowledge. He had been required to look over tlie title of a very 
considerable estate in one of the eastern counties — lying, in fact, 
for Mr Merdle knew we lawyers loved to be parucular, on the 
borders of two of the eastern counties Now, the title was perfectly 
sound, and tlie estate was to be purchased by one who had tlie 
command of — Money Qury droop and persuasive eye-glass), on 
remarkably advantageous terras This had come to Bar’s know- 
ledge only that day, and it had occurred to him, T shall have the 
honour of dmmg widi ray esteemed friend Mr Merdle tins evemng, 
and, strictly between ourselves, I will mention the opportunity ’ 
Such a purchase would involve not only a great legitimate pohocal 
influence, but some half-dozen church presentations of considerable 
annual value Now, that Mr Merdle was already at no loss to dis- 
cover means of occupymg even his capital, and of fully employing 
even his active and vigorous intellect. Bar well knew but he would 
venture to suggest that the question arose in his mmd, whether one 
who had deservedly gamed so high a position and so European a 
reputation did not owe it — we would not say to himself, but we 
Would say to Society, to possess himself of sudi influences as these, 
and to exercise them — we would not say for his own, or for lus 
party s, but we would say for Society’s — benefit. 

Mr Merdle agam expressed himself as wholly devoted to that 
object of his constant consideration, and Bar took his persuasive 
cye-glass up the grand staircase. Bishop then came undesignedly 
sidhng in the direction of the sideboard. 

Surely the goods of dus world, it occurred in an accidental w^ay 
to Bishop to remark, could scarcely be directed into happier 
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channels than when tliey accumulated under the magic touch of the 
v/ise and sagacious, who, while they knew the just value of nches 
(Bishop tried here to look as if he were rather poor himself), were 
aware of tlteir importance, judiciously governed and nghtly dis- 
tributed, to the welfare of our brethren at large 

Mr Mcrdle v/ith humility e> pressed his conviction that Bishop 
couldn’t mean him, and with inconsistency expressed Ins high 
gratification in Bishop’s good opinion. 

Bishop then - jauntily stepping out a little with his well-shaped 
ngltt leg, as though he said to Mr Merdle ‘don’t mind the apron, a 
mere form’’ put tins case to his good fnend- 

Whether it had occurred to his good fnend, that Society might 
not unreasonably hope that one so blest in his undertakings, and 
v/hose example on his pedestal v/as so influential with it, would 
shed a little money in the direction of a mission or so to Africa^ 
Mr Merdle signifying that the idea should have his best attention, 
Bishop put another case 

~ Whether his good fnend had at all interested himself in the pro- 
ceedings of our Combined Additional Endowed Digmtanes Com- 
mittee, and whether it had occurred to him that to shed a little 
money in that direction might be a great conception finely executed^ 
Mr Merdle made a similar reply, and Bishop explained his reason 
for inqmrmg 

Society looked to such men as liis good fnend to do such thmgs 
It v/as not that he looked to them, but that Society looked to them. 
Just as It was not Our Committee who wanted the Additional 
Endowed Digmtanes, but it was Society tliat was in a state of the 
most agomsmg uneasiness of mind unul it got them He begged 
to assure his good fnend tliat he v/as extremely sensible of his good 
fnend’s regard on all occasions for the best mterests of Society, 
and he considered that he was at once consulting tliose interests 
and expressing the feehng of Society, when he v/ished him continued 
prospenty, continued increase of nches, and continued things in 
general 

Bishop then betook himself up-stairs, and the other magnates 
gradually floated up after him until tliere was no one left below 
but Mr Merdle. That gentleman, after looking at the table-cloth 
until the soul of the chief butler glowed with a noble resentment, 
went slowly up after the rest, and became of no accoimt m the 
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Stream of people on tlie grand st.mcasc Mrs Mcrdlc was at liome, 
the best of the je’a els \t ore hung out to be seen. Society got what it 
came for, Mr Mcrdle drank tv, opennjw.'orth of tea in a comer and 
got more than he v anted 

Among the evening magn.itcs was a famous physician, who 
knew c\er 5 bodv, and whom cvciabody knew On enlenng at the 
door, he came upon Mr Mcrdle drinking his tea m a comer, and 
touched him on the arm 
Mr Merdlc started ‘ Oil’ It’s \ ou’ ’ 

‘Anj better to-day^’ 

‘No,’ said Mr Mcrdle, ‘1 am no better ’ 

‘A pity I didn’t see you this morning Pray come to me to- 
raorrov, or let me come to y'ou 

‘Well’’ he replied ‘I vnll come to-morrow as I drive by ’ 

Bar and Bishop had both been by-standers dunng this short 
dialogue, and as Mr Mcrdle v'as swept away by the crov'd, they 
made tlieir remarks upon it to the Physician Bar said, there was a 
certain point of mental strain beyond which no man could go, tliat 
the point vaned witli vanous textures of brain and pcculianties of 
constitution, as he bad had occasion to nonce m several of his 
learned brothers, but the point of endurance passed by a line’s 
breadth, depression and dyspepsia ensued Not to intrude on the 
sacred mystencs of medianc, he took it, now (witli die Jury droop 
and persuasive eye-glass), diat this was Merdle’s case ^ Bishop said 
that when he was a ymung man, and had fallen for a bnef space into 
the habit of writing sermons on Saturdays, a habit which all young 
sons of the church should sedulously' avoid, he had frequently been 
sensible of a depression, ansing as he supposed from an over-taxed 
intellect, upon which die yolk of a new-laid egg, beaten up by the 
good woman in whose house he at that time lodged, with a glass of 
sound sherry, nutmeg, and powdered Sugar acted like a charm 
Without presuming to offer so simple a remedy to the consideration 
of so profound a professor of the great healing art, he would ven- 
ture to inquire whether the strain, being by way of mtneate cal- 
culations, the spirits might not (humanly speaking) be restored to 
their tone by a gende and yet generous stimulant? 

Yes,’ said the physician, ‘yes, you are both right. But I may as 
well tell you that I can find nothing the matter with Mr Merdle 
He has the constitution of a rhinocerop, the digestion of an ostrich, 
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and the concentration of an oyster. As to nerves, Mr Merdle is of 
a cool temperament, and not a sensitive man is about as in- 
vulnerable, I should say, as Achilles.® How such a man should 
suppose himself unwell without reason, you may think strange 
But I have found nothing the matter with him He may have some 
deep-seated recondite complaint. I can’t say. I only say, that at 
present I have not found it out.’ 

There was no shadow of Mr Merdle’s complamt on the bosom 
now displa5ang precious stones in nvalry with many similar superb 
jewel-stands, there was no shadow of Mr Merdle’s complaint on 
young Sparkler hovering about the rooms, monomaniacally seek- 
ing any sufficiently meligible young lady with no nonsense about 
her, there was no shadow of Mr Merdle’s complaint on the Bar- 
nacles and Stiltstalkings, of whom whole colomes were present; or 
on any of die company. Even on himself, its shadow was famt 
enough as he moved about among the throng, receivmg homage. 

Mr Merdle’s complaint Soaety and he had so much to do with 
one another in all things else, that it is hard to imagme his com- 
plamt, if he had one, bemg solely his own affair. Had he that deep- 
seated recondite complaint, and did any doctor find it out? Patience. 
In the meantime, the shadow of the Marshalsea wall was a real 
darkemng influence, and could be seen on the Domt Family at any 
stage of the stm’s course 


CHAPTER 22 

A Pickle 

Mr Clenkam did not increase in favour with the Father of the 
Marshalsea in the ratio of his increasing visits His obtuseness on 
the great Tesumomal question was not calculated to awaken 
admiration in the paternal breast, but had rather a tendency to give 
offence in that sensitive quarter, and to be regarded as a positive 
shortcommg in point of gentlemanly feebng. An impression of 
disappointment, occasioned by the discovery that Mr Clennam 
scarcely possessed that delicacy for which, m the confidence of his 
nature, he had been inclined to give him credit, began to darken 
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the fatherK mind in connccnon Viili thru gc.rktnan 1 iic father 
T ent sn far to in hts pn\‘ntc fannl^ circle^ tint he feared Mr 
CIcnram a a"" not a man of Inyh ipsanc^^: He mms Inppv, he nb~ 
'creedj m Ins pubhc cap-’at\ as lc''dtr a. id aprescniatuc of the 
Collcfiu to rtcer. c Mr C knnan avhen he cillccl in pay hn R"-peels, 
but lie didn't fnd that he gOi on ’.nth him par^onalK Tiicre 
appeared .n be so ncdiins; (he didn 1 1 noa\ v hat it vas) aeatilinG; in 
him Hcwb'U the frehtr did not fad m aii\ ontw-ara <hov tif 
polucne-'S btn. on t],Lcontra-A, I'onotired l.un avith much attention, 
perhaps chenshin'cihc hope that, althmiph not a man of a siiflicient- 
K brilliant and epontnr ous tuni of mind to repent Ins lormer 
testimonial un<oheucd, it rambt Mil! be v iibin the compass of Ins 
nature to bear the pan of a rcspon^nc pentkman, m anj corres- 
pondence that Mmy tuidmp; 

In the threefold capaciu, of thcg( ntlennn from omsidc as ho had 
been acadentaU^ locked in on the night of his first appearance, of 
the gentleman from outside who had inquired into die affairs of 
the Father of the Marshalsca a ith the stupendous idea of getting 
him out, and of die gentleman from outside who tool: an interest m 
the dnld of the Marshalsca, Clcnnam soon became a visitor of 
marl He v-as not surprised by the attentions he received from Mr 
Chivcrj’’ when that officer was on the lock, for lie made little 
distincuon between Mr Clii\ cry’s politeness and that of the other 
tumkes^ It was on one particular afternoon that Mr Chivery 
surpnsed him all at once, and stood forth from Ins companions in 
bold relief 

Mr Chiveiy, by some artful excrasc of his power of clearing die 
Lodge, had contnved to nd it of all sauntenng Collegians, so that 
Clennam, coming out of the prison, should find him on duty alone. 

‘(Pnvate) I ask your pardon, sir,’ said Mr Clnverj'’ in a secret 
manner, ‘but which way might you be going 

‘I am going over die Bndge ’ He saw in Mr Chi very', vodt some 
astonishment, quite an Allegory of Silence, as he stood widt bis key 
on his Ups 

(Pnvate) 1 ask your pardon again,’ said Mr Cluvery, ‘ but could 
you go round by Horsemongcr Lane^ Could you by any means 
find ttme to look m at that address^’ handmg him a litde card, 
pnnted for circulation among the connection of Cluvery and Co , 
Tobacconists, Importers of pure Havannah Cigars, Bengal 
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Cheroots, and fine-flavoured Cubas, Dealers in Fancy Snuffs, 
&c &c 

‘(Private) It an’t tobacco business,’ said Mr Chivery. ‘The trutli 
IS, It’s my wife She’s wishful to say a word to you, sir, upon a 
point respectmg— yes,’ said Mr Chivery, answenng Clennam’s look 
of apprehension with a nod ‘respecting her.’ 

‘I will make a point of seeing your wife directly ’ 

‘ Thanlc you, sir Much obliged. It an’t above ten minutes out of 
your way Please to ask for Mrs Chivery*’ These instructions, Mr 
Chivery, who had already let him out, cautiously called through a 
httle shde in the outer door, which he could draw back from within 
for the mspection of visitors when it pleased him 

Arthur Clennam, with the card in his hand, betook himself to 
the address set forth upon it, and speedily amved there. It was a 
very small estabhshment, wherein a decent woman sat behind the 
counter workmg at her needle Little jars of tobacco, little boxes of 
agars, a httle assortment of pipes, a little jar or two of snuff, and a 
little instrument hke a shoeing horn for serving it out, composed 
the retail stock in trade 

Arthur mentioned his name, and his having promised to call, 
on the sohatation of Mr Chivery. About something relating to 
Miss Dornt, he believed Mrs Chivery at once laid aside her work, 
rose up from her seat behind die counter, and deplonngly shook 
her head. 

‘You may see him now,’ said she, ‘if you’ll condescend to take a 
peep ’ 

With dicse mystenous words, she preceded die visitor into a 
little parlour behind the shop, with a little window in it command- 
ing a very little dull back-yard In this yard a wash of sheets and 
table-cloths tried (in vam, for want of air) to get itself dned on a 
line or tr/o, and among those flapping articles was situng in a chair, 
like die last manner left alive on the deck of a damp ship without 
the pof er of furling the sails, a little v'^oe-begone young man 

‘Our John ’ said Mrs Chivcr)'" 

blot to be deficient in interest, Clennam asked what he miglu be 
doing there' 

‘Ii’s the onlj change he takes,’ s.ud Mrs Chivcrj', shal ing hci 
heed afresh ‘lie v on’t go out, e\cn in the back-yard, when there’s 
no linen, but when diere’« hnen to I cep the neighbours’ cjfCS off, 
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he’ll Sit there, hours Hours he mil Sa 5 's he feels as if it was groves!’ 
Mrs Cluver>' shook her head again, pul her apion in a motherly 
v/ay to her eyes, and reconducted her visitor into the regions of die 
business 

‘Please to take a seat, sir,’ said Mrs Chiver}^ ‘Miss Dorrit is 
the matter with Our John, sii, he’s a breaking his heart for her, 
and I v.'Ould msh to take the hbeny to ask how it’s to be made good 
to his parents when bust^’ 

Mrs Chiver}', who was a comfortable-looking woman much 
respected about Horsemonger Lane for her feelings and her con- 
versation, uttered diis speech with fell composure, and immediately 
aftera^ards began again to shake her head and dry her eyes 

‘Sir,’ said she m continuation, ‘you are acquainted with die 
family, and liave interested yourself widt die family, and are in- 
fluential widi die family If you can promote views calculated to 
make two young people happy, let me, for Our John’s sake, and 
for bodi dieir sakes, implore you so to do*’ 

‘I have been so habituated,’ returned Arthur, at a loss, ‘during 
die short time I have known her, to consider Litde - I have been 
so habituated to consider Miss Domt m a light altogether removed 
from that m which you present hei to me, dial you quite take me by 
surpnse Does she know your son 

‘Brought up together, sir,’ said Mrs Chivery ‘Played togedier ’ 
‘Does she know your son as her admirer^’ 

‘ Oh* bless you, sir,’ said Mrs Chivery, widi a sort of tnumphant 
sluver, ‘she never could have seen him on a Sunday widiout loiow- 
mg he was that His cane alone would have told it long ago, if 
nothmg else had Young men like John don’t take to ivory hands 
a pinting, for nodimg How did I first know it myself^ Similarly ’ 
‘Perhaps Miss Domt may not be so ready as you, you see ’ 
‘Then she knows it, sur,’ said Mrs Chivery, ‘by word of moudi ’ 
‘Are you sure^’ 

Sir,’ said Mrs Chivery, ‘sure and certain as in diis house I am 
I see my son go out widi my own eyes when in this house I was, 
and I see my son come m with my ovm eyes when in dus house I 
was, and 1 know he done itl ’ Mrs Chivery derived a surpnsmg force 
of emphasis from the foregoing circumstantiality and repetition 

May I ask you how he came to fall mto the despondmg state 
which causes you so much uneasiness?’ 
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‘That,’ said Mrs Chivery, ‘took place on that same day when to 
this house I see that John with these eyes return Never been him- 
self m dlls house since. Never was like what he has been since, not 
from the hour when to diis house seven year ago me and his father, 
as tenants by the quarter, came*’ An effect in the nature of an 
affidavit was gained from this speech by Mrs Chivery’s peculiar 
power of construction 

‘May I venture to inquire what is your version of the matter^’ 

‘You may,’ said Mrs Chivery, ‘and I will give it to you in 
honour and in word as true as in this shop I stand Our Jolm has 
every one’s good word and every one’s good v/ish He played with 
her as a child when in that yard a child she played He has known 
her ever since He went out upon the Sunday afternoon when in 
this very parlour he had dined, and met her, widi appointment or 
without appointment, which, I do not pretend to say He made his 
offer to her. Her brother and sister is high m their views, and 
against Our John Her father is all for himself in his views and 
against shanng her with any one Under which arcumstances she 
has answered Our John, “No, John, I cannot have you, I cannot 
have any husband, it is not my intentions ever to become a wife, 
It IS my intentions to be always a sacnfice, farewell, find another 
worthy of you, and forget mel” This is the way in which she is 
doomed to be a constant slave to them that are not worthy that a 
constant slave she unto them should be This is the way in which 
Our John has come to find no pleasure but in taking cold among the 
hnen, and in showing in that yard, as in that yard I have myself 
shown you, a broken-down rum that goes home to his mother’s 
heart*’ Here the good woman pointed to the httle window, whence 
her son might be seen sitting disconsolate in the tuneless groves, 
and again shook her head and v/iped her eyes, and besought him, 
for the united sakes of both the young people, to exerase his in- 
fluence towards the bnght reversal of these dismal events 

She was so confident in her exposition of the case, and it was so 
undeniably founded on correct premises in so far as the relative 
positions of Little Domt and her family were concerned, that 
Clennam could not feel positive on the other side He had come to 
attach to Little Domt an interest so pecubar — an interest that 
removed her from, while it grew out of, the common and coarse 
things surroundmg her - that he found it disappointing, disagree- 
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able, almost painful, to suppose her m love with young Mr Chivery 
in the back-yard, or any such person On die other hand, he reasoned 
with himself that she was just as good and just as true in love with 
lum, as not in love vndi him, and that to make a kind of domesti- 
cated fairj' of her, on the penalty of isolauon at heart from the only 
people she knew, would be but a weakness of his own fancy, 
and not a kmd one Still, her youthful and ethereal appearance, her 
umid manner, the charm of her sensitive voice and eyes, the very 
many respects in which she had interested him out of her own 
indmduahty, and the strong difference between herself and those 
about her, were not in unison, and were determmed not to be in 
unison, with this newly presented idea 

He told the worthy Mrs Chivery, after turning these dungs over 
in his mmd- he did that, mdeed, while she was yet speaking — that 
he might be rehed upon to do his utmost at all times to promote the 
happmess of Miss Domt, and to further the wishes of her heart if 
It were m his power to do so, and if he could discover what they 
were At the same time he cautioned her agamst assumptions and 
appearances, enjomed stnct sdence and secrecy, lest Miss Domt 
should be made unhappy, and particularly advised her to endeavour 
to win her son’s confidence and so to make qmte sure of the state 
of the case Mrs Chivery considered the latter precaution super- 
fluous, but said she would try She shook her head as if she had 
not derived all the comfort she had fondly expected from this 
mterview, but thanked him nevertheless for the trouble he had 
kindly taken They then parted good fnends, and Arthur walked 
away ' 

The crowd m the street josdmg the cnowd m his mind, and the 
two crowds making a confusion, he avoided London Bridge, and 
turned off in the qmeter direction of the Iron Bndge. He had 
scarcely set foot upon it, when he saw Little Domt walkmg on 
before him It was a pleasant day, with a hght breeze blowmg, and 
she seemed to have that mmute come there for air. He had left her 
in her father’s room within an hour 

It was a timely chance, favourable to his wish of observing her 
face and manner when no one else was by He quickened his pace, 
but before he reached her, she turned her head 
Have I startled you^’ he asked 
I thought I knew the step,’ she answered, hesitating. 
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‘And did you know it, Little Dornt? You could hardly have 
expected mine.’ 

‘I did not expect any But when I heard a step, I thought it - 
sounded like yours ’ 

‘Ajre you going furtlier^^ 

‘No sir, I am only walking her for a little change.’ 

They walked together, and she recovered her confiding manner 
with him, and looked up m his face as she said, after glanang 
around* 

‘It IS so strange Perhaps you can hardly understand it- 1 some- 
times have a sensation as if it was almost unfeeling to walk here 

‘Unfeeling^’ 

‘To see tlie nver, and so much sky, and so many objects, and 
such change and motion Tlien to go back, you know, and find him 
in the same cramped place ’ 

‘Ah yesl But going back, you must remember that you take with 
you the spmt and influence of such things to cheer him ’ 

‘Do I hope I may* I am afraid you fancy too much, sir, and 
make me out too pov/erful. If you were in prison, could I bnng such 
comfort to you^’ 

‘Yes, Little Domt, I am sure of it*’ 

He gathered from a tremor on her lip, and a passing shadow of 
great agitation on her face, that her mind was with her father He 
remained silent for a few moments, that she might regam her com- 
posure. The Little Domt, trembhng on his arm, was less in unison 
than ever with Mrs Chivery’s theory, and yet was not irreconalable 
with a nev/ fancy which sprung up witlun him, that there might be 
some one else in the hopeless — newer fancy sail — in the hopeless 
unattainable distance. 

They turned, and Clennam said. Here was Maggy comingl 
Little Domt looked up, surpnsed, and they confronted Maggy, 
who brought herself at sight of them to a dead stop She had been 
trotang along, so preoccupied and busy that she had not recognised 
them until they turned upon her. She was now in a moment so 
conscience-stncken that her very basket partook of the change 

‘Magg}"^, you promised me to stop near father.’ 

‘So I would, Little Mother, only he wouldn’t let me. If he takes 
and sends me out I must go If he takes and says, “Maggy, you hurry 
away and back with that letter, and you shall have a sixpence if the 
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answer’s a good ’un,” I must rake it Lor, Little Motlier, what’s a 
poor tiling of ten year old to do^ And if Mr Tip — if he happens to 
be a coming in as I come out, and if he says “X’^Tiere are you going, 
Magg} and if I says, “I’m a going So and So,” and if he says, 
“I’ll have a Tiy^ too,” and if he goes into the George^ and wntes a 
letter and if he gi\ es it me and says, “Take that one to the same place, 
and if the ansv, er s a good ’un I’ll give you a shilling,” it am’t my 
fault, mother' ’ 

Arthur read, in Little Domt’s downcast eyes, to whom she 
foresav/ tliat the letters were addressed 

T’m a going So and So Tliere* Tliat’s vhere I am a going to,’ 
said Magg}’- T’m a going So and So It am’t you, Little Motlier, 
that’s got anytlung to do "intli it - it’s you, you know,’ said Maggy, 
addressing Artliur ‘You’d better come, So and So, and let me take 
and give ’em to j^ou ’ 

‘We will not be so particular ^as tliat, Maggj Give tliem me 
here,’ said Clennam in a low voice 

‘Well, then, come across the road,’ answered Maggy in a very 
loud v/hisper ‘Little Mother v'asn’t to know notlimg of it, and she 
would never have known nothing of it if you had only gone So 
and So, instead of botlienng and loitenng about. It ain’t my fault 
I must do what I am told Tliey ought to be ashamed of themselves 
for telhng me ’ 

Clennam crossed to die other side, and humedly opened the 
letters Tliat from die fadier mentioned that most unexpectedly 
findmg himself m the novel position of having been disappointed of 
a remittance from the City on wluch he had confidently counted, 
he took up his pen, being restrained by the unhappy circumstance 
of his incarceration during fhree-and-twenty years (doubly under- 
lined), from coming himself, as he would otherwise certainly have 
done — took up lus pen to entreat Mr Clennam to advance him the 
sum of Tliree Pounds Ten Shillings upon lus LO U , which he 
hegged to enclose That from the son set forth that Mr Clennam 
would, he knew, be gratified to hear that he had at length obtained 
permanent employment of a highly satisfactory nature, accom- 
panied With every prospect of complete success m hfe, but that the 
temporary inabilit}^ of his employer to pay him his arrears of salary 
to that date^m which condition said employer had appealed to that 
generous forbearance in which he trusted he should never be 
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wanting towards a fellow-creature), combined '7/ith the fraudulent 
conduct of a false fnend and the present high pnce of provisions, 
had reduced him to the verge of ruin, unless he could by a quarter 
before six that evening raise the sum of eight pounds This sum, Mr 
Clennam v/ould be happy to learn, he had, through the promptitude 
of several fnends v/ho had a lively confidence in his probity, already 
raised, with tlie excepuon of a tnflmg balance of onepound seventeen 
and fourtence, the loan of v/hich balance, for the penod of one 
mondi, would be fraught with the usual beneficent consequences 
These letters Clennam answered with the aid of his pencil and 
pocket-book, on the spot, sending the fatlier what he asked for, 
and excusing himself from comphance with die demand of the son 
He then commissioned Maggy to return with his rephes, and gave 
her the shillmg of wluch die failure of her supplemental enterprise 
would have disappointed her otherv/ise. 

When he rejoined Little Domt, and they had begun walking as 
before, she said all at once 

T think I had better go. I had better go home.’ 

‘Don’t be distressed,’ said Clennam, ‘I have answered die letters 
They were nothing. You know what they were. They were nothing 
‘But I am afraid, ’ she returned, ‘to leave him, I am afraid to 
leave any of them When I am gone, they pervert — but they don t 
mean it — even Maggy ’ 

‘It v/as a very innocent commission that she undertook, poor 
thing And m keeping it secret from you, she supposed, no doubt, 
that she was only saving you uneasmess ’ 

‘Yes, I hope so, I hope so. But I had better go home! It was but 
the other day that my sister told me I had become so used to the 
pnson that I had its tone and character It must be so I am sure it 
must be when I see these things My place is there I am better there 
It is unfeehng in me to be here, when I can do the least thing there. 
Good-bye. I had far better stay at home!’ 

The agomsed way m which she poured this out, as if it burst of 
Itself from her suppressed heart, made it difficult for Clennam to 
keep the tears from his eyes as he saw and heard her. 

‘Don’t call it home, my childr he entreated ‘It is always painful 
to me to hear you call it home ’ 

‘But It is home* What else can I call home^ Why should,! ever 
forget It for a single moment*^’ 


MAGGIL S COMMISSION 


309 

‘You nc\-er do, dear Little Dornt, in any good and tnie scmce ' 

‘I hope not, O I Itope not’ But it is better for me to staj there, 
much better, much more dimrul. much liappier. Please don’t go 
me, la me go b\ nv, self Gof'd-b}e, God blesb \ou Tltank 
cou thank \ou’ 

He felt lint It Cl. as bater to respect lier entreaty , and did not move 
v,hile her sligiit form went quii-lh av,a\ from liim When it had 
fluttered out of sight, he turned lusfacc tov ards die ctatcrand stood 
dunking. 

She V ould ha\e been distressed at an\ time b> this discovery of 
d.e letters, but so much so and m that unrest rainnble vayr 

No 

Wlten she had seen licr father begging witli his threadbare 
disguise on, when she liad entreated him not to giec her fadier 
monc>, she had been distressed, but not like this Someilung had 
made her ! cenly and additionalK scnsime just now Now, was 
tlierc some one m die hopeless unattainable distance^ Or had the 
suspicion been brought into his mind, by his owm associations of 
die troubled n\cr running beneath the bndge v'lth die same mcr 
higher up, its changeless tunc upon the prow of die fcrrj'-boat, so 
manj miles an hour die peaceful flowing of the stream, here the 
rushes, dicre the lihes, nothing uncertain or unquiet^ 

He drought of liis poor child, Little Domt, for a long time diere, 
he thought of her going home, he dioughi of her in die night, he 
diouglit of her when die da> came round again And the poor cluld 
Little Dornt diought of lum - too faidifully, ah, too, faithfully' - 
in die shadow of the Marshalsea wall 


CHAPTER Z3 
Mac/imery m jHottoji 

Mr Meagles bestirred himself widi such prompt activity m the 
matter of die negotiation vndi Daniel Dojme which Clennam had 
entrusted to him, that he soon brought it mto busmess train, and 
called on Qennam at mne o’clock one mormng to make his report 
Doyce is highly gratified by your good opinion,’ he opened 
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the business by saying, ‘and desires nothing so much as that you 
should examine the affairs of the Works for yourself, and entirely 
understand them He has handed me tlie keys of all his books and 
papers - here they are jingling in dus pocket — and the only charge 
he has given me is “Let Mr Clennam have the means of putting 
himself on a perfect equality with me as to knowmg whatever I 
know. If iL should come to nothmg after all, he will respect my 
confidence Unless I was sure of that to begin with, I should have 
nothing to do with him.” And there, you see,’ said Mr Meagles, 
‘you have Daniel Doyce all over.’ 

‘A very honourable character ’ 

‘Oh, yes, to be sure. Not a doubt of it Odd, but very honour- 
able. Very odd though Now, would you beheve, Clennam,’ said 
Mr Meagles, with a hearty enjoyment of his fnend’s eccentricity, 
‘that I had a whole morning in What’s-his-name Yard — ’ 

‘ Bleeding Heart ^ ’ 

‘A whole mormng in Bleedmg Heart Yard, before I could 
mduce him to pursue the subject at alP’ 

‘How was that^’ 

‘How was that, my friend^ I no sooner mentioned your name 
in connection with it than he declared off.’ 

‘Declared off on my account^’ 

‘I no sooner mentioned your name, Clennam, than he said, 
**That will never do*” What did he mean by that'* I asked him 
No matter, Meagles, that would never do. Why would it never do ^ 
You’ll hardl}’- beheve it, Clennam,’ said Mr Meagles, laughing 
within himself, ‘but it came out that it would never do, because 
you and he, walking down to Twickenham together, had glided 
into a friendly conversation in the course of which he had referred 
to his intention of taking a partner, supposing at the time that you 
were as firmly and finally setded as St Paul’s Cathedral “Where- 
as, says he, Mr Clennam might now believe, if I entertamed his 
proposition, that I had a sinister and desigmng motive in what 
was open free speech Winch I can’t bear,” says he, “which I really 
am too proud to bear ”’ 

‘I should as soon suspect—’ 

Of course you would,’ interrupted Mr Meagles, ‘and so I told 
him But It took a morning to scale diat wall, and I doubt if any 
odier man than myself (he likes me of old) could have got his leg 
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over It Well, Clennam This business-like obstacle surmounted, he 
then stipulated that before resuming widi you I should look over 
die books and form my own opinion I looked over tlie books, and 
formed my own opmion "Is it, on the whole, for, or against^” 
says he. “For,"’ says I "Tlien,” says he, "you may now', my good 
fiiend, give Mr Clennam die means of forming lus opinion. To 
enable him to do whicli, without bias and with perfect freedom, I 
shall go out of town for a w'eek.” And he’s gone,' said Mr Meagles, 
‘diat’s die ndi conclusion of the thing ’ 

‘Leaving me,’ said Clennam, 'with a lugh sense, I must say, of 
his candour and his 

‘Oddity,’ Mr Meagles struck in T should dunk sol' 

It Tvas not exacdy the word on Clennam’s hps, but he forbore 
to interrupt his good-humoured friend 
‘And now,’ added Mr Meagles, ‘you can begin to look into 
matters as soon as you dunk proper I have undertaken to explain 
where you may want explanation, but to be stnctly impartial, and 
to do nothing more ’ 

They began their perquisitions m Bleedmg Heart Yard that same 
forenoon Litde pecuhanties were easily to be detected by ex- 
penenced eyes in Mr Doyce’s way of managing his affairs, but 
they almost alw'ays involved some ingemous simplification of a 
difficulty, and some plam road to the desired end That his papers 
were m arrear, and that he stood m need of assistance to develop 
the capaaty of his busmess, w'as clear enough, but all the results 
of his undertakings dunng many years were distincdy set forth, 
and were ascertainable wnth ease Nothing had been done for the 
purposes of thependmg investigation, everything was in its genuine 
working dress, and in a certain honest rugged order The calcu- 
lations and entries, in his own band, of which there were many, 
were bluntly_ written, and with no very neat precision, but were 
always plam and directed straight to the purpose It occured to 
Arthur that a far more elaborate and takmg show of business — 
such as the records of the Circumlocution Office made perhaps — 
ought be far less serviceable, as being meant to be fer less mtelhgible 
Three or four days of steady application rendered him master 
of all the facts it was essennal to become acquainted wnth Mr 
Meagles was at hand the whole time, alw'ays ready to lUurmnate 
any dim place with the bright little safety-lamp belonging to the 
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scales and scoop Between them they agreed upon the sum it would 
be fair to offer for the purchase of a half-share in the business, and 
then Mr Meagles unsealed a paper in which Darnel Doyce had noted 
the amount at which he valued it, which was even something less 
Thus, when Daniel came back, he found the affair as good as 
concluded 

‘And I may now avow, Mr Clennam,’ said he, with a cordial 
shake of the hand, ‘that if I had looked high and low for aparmer, 
I believe I could not have found one more to my mind ’ 

‘I say the same,’ said Clennam 

‘And I say of both of you,’ added Mr Meagles, ‘that you 
are well matched You keep him in check, Clennam, with 
your common sense, and you suck to the Works, Dan, with 
your-’ 

‘ Uncommon sense ^ ’ suggested Darnel, with his qmet smile 

‘You may call it so, if you like - and each of you will be a right 
hand to the other. Here’s my own nght hand upon it, as a pracucal 
man, to both of you.’ 

The purchase was completed within a montli It left Arthur 
in possession of pnvate personal means not exceeding a few hun- 
dred pounds, but it opened to him an acuve and promising 
career- The three friends dmed together on the auspicious occasion, 
the factory and the factory wives and children made Iiohday and 
dined too, even Bleeding Heart Yard dmed and was full of meat 
Two months had barely gone by in all, when Bleeding Heart Yard 
had become so familiar witli short-commons agam, tliat die treat 
was forgotten there, when nothing seemed new in the partnership 
but the paint of the insctipuon on the door-posts, Doyce and 
CleNnam, when it appeared even to Clennam himselfj that he 
had had the affairs of the firm in his mind for years 

The httle counting-house reserved for his own occupation, was 
a room of wood and glass at the end of a long low workshop, filed 
widi benches, and vices, and tools, and straps, and wheels, whicli, 
when they were in gear with the steam-engine, went tearing round 
as though they had a suicidal mission to grind the business to dust 
and tear the factory to pieces A communication of great trap-doors 
in the floor and roof with the workshop above and the workshop 
below, made a shaft of light in this perspective, winch brought to 
Clennam’s mind die child’s old picture-book, where similar rays 
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were the witnesses of Abel’s murder Tlie noises were sufficiently 
temo^ed and shut out from the counting-house to blend into a 
bus}”^ hum, interspersed witli periodical clinks and thumps Tlie 
patient figures at work w^ere su’arthy with tlie filings of iron and 
steel that danced on every bench and bubbled up through every 
chink in the planking Tlie workshop was amved at by a step- 
ladder from the outer yard below, where it served as a shelter for 
the large gnndstone where tools were sharpened Tlie whole had at 
once a fanciful and practical air in Clennam’s eyes, which was a 
welcome change, and, as often as he raised tliem from his first work 
of getting the array of business documents into perfect order, he 
glanced at these things widi a feeling of pleasure in lus pursuit 
that was new to lum 

Raismg lus eyes thus one day, he was surpnsed to see a bonnet 
labounng up tlie step-ladder Tlie unusual apparition was followed 
by another bonnet He then perceived that the first bonnet was on 
the head of Mr F ’s Aunt, and that the second bonnet was on the 
head of Flora, who seemed to have propelled her legacy up the 
steep ascent with considerable difficulty. 

Though not altogether enraptured at the sight of these visitors, 
Clennam lost no time m opemng the counting-house door, and 
extncating them from the workshop, a rescue which was rendered 
the more necessary by Mr F ’s Aunt already stumbling over some 
impediment, and menaang steam power as an Institution "with a 
stony reticule she earned 

‘Good graaous, Arthur, — I should say Mr Clennam, far more 
proper — the climb we have had to get up here and how ever to get 
down agam without a fire-escape and hlr F ’s Aunt slippmg 
through the steps and bruised all over and you m the machinery 
and foundry way too only think, and never told us^’ 

Thus, Flora, out of breath Meanwlule, Mr F ’s Aunt rubbed 
her esteemed insteps with her umbrella, and vindictively glared 
Most unkind never to have come back to see us smee that day, 
though naturally it was not to be expected tliat there should be 
any attraction at our house and you were much more pleasandy 
engaged, that’s pretty certam, and is she fair or dark blue eyes or 
black I wonder, not that I expect that she should be anydung but 
a perfect contrast to me in all particulars for I am a disappointment 
as I very well know and you are qmte right to be devoted no 
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doubt though what I am saying Arthur never mind I hardly loiow 
myself Good gracious'’ 

By this time he had placed chairs for them in the counting- 
house As Flora dropped into hers, she bestowed the old look upon 
him 

‘And to think of Doyce and Clennam, and who Doyce can be, 
said Flora; ‘dehghtful man no doubt and marned perhaps or 
perhaps a daughter, now has he really^ then one understands the 
partnership and sees it all, don’t tell me anything about it for I 
know I have no claim to ask the question ihe golden cham diat 
once was forged being snapped and very proper.’ 

Flora put her hand tenderly on his, and gave him another of the 
youthful glances 

‘Dear Arthur — force of habit, Mr Clennam every v/ay more 
delicate and adapted to existing circumstances — I must beg to be 
excused for taking the hberty of this mtrusion but I thought I 
might so far presume upon old times for ever faded never more to 
bloom as to call with Mr F ’s Aunt to congratulate and offer best 
wishes, A great deal superior to China not to be denied and much 
nearer though higher up'’ 

‘I am very happy to see you,’ said Clennam, ‘and I thank you, 
Flora, very much for your kmd remembrance ’ 

‘More than I can say myself at any rate,’ returned Flora ‘for 
I might have been dead and buned twenty distmct times over 
and no doubt whatever should have been before you had genumely 
remembered Me or anything like it in spite of wluch one last 
remark I wish to make, one last explanation I wish to offer—’ 

‘My dear Mrs Finching,’ Arthur remonstrated in alarm 

‘Oh not that disagreeable name, say Flora' ’ 

‘ Flora, IS It worth troubling yourself afresh to enter mto expla- 
nations^ I assure you none are needed. I am satisfied - I am 
perfectly satisfied ’ 

A diversion was occasioned here, by Mr F ’s Aunt making tlie 
following inexorable and awful statement. 

‘There’s mile-stones on the Dover roadl’ 

With such mortal hostility towards die human race did she 
discharge this missile, that Clennam was quite at a loss how to 
defend hunself, die radier as he had been already perplexed m lus 
mind by the honour of a visit from this vener^le lad}', when it 
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•v,-as plain she held litm in die utmost abhorrence He could not 
but look at her v.’uh disconcertment, as she sat breathing bitter- 
ness and scorn and staring leagues avaj' Tlora, liott e\ er, receu cd 
die remark as if it had been of a most apposite and agreeable 
nature, appro\ingly obscreung aloud diat Mr F.’s Aunt had a 
great deal of spint Stimulated cidicr b}'' tins compliment, or by 
her burning mdignation, that illustnous woman dicn added, 
‘Let him meet it if he can’’ And, with a ngid movement of her 
ston} reticule (an appendage of great size and of a fossil appear- 
ance), indicated that Clennam w'as the unfortunate person at w'hom 
the challenge was hurled 

‘One last remark,’ resumed Flora, ‘I was going to say I w'lsh 
to make one last explanation I wash to offer, Mr F ’s Aunt and 
mjself would not ha\e intruded on business hours Mr F liaMng 
been in business and though the w me trade sull business is equally 
business call it what you will and business habits are )ust the same 
as witness Mr F himself wdio had his slippers always on die mat 
at ten minutes before si> in the afternoon and his boots inside 
the fender at ten minutes before eight m die morning to die 
moment in all w cathers light or dark — W'ould not therefore have 
intruded without a moti\e which being kindly meant it may be 
hoped will be kindly taken Arthur, Mr Clennam far more proper, 
even Doyce and Clennam probably more business-hke,’ 

Pray say fiodiing in die wmy of apology,’ Arthur entreated 
You are always welcome.’ 

Very polite of you to say so Ardiur - cannot remember Mr 
Clennam until the word is out, such is die habit of times for ever 
fled, and so true it is diat oft in the stilly night^ ere slumber’s chain 
has bound people, fond memory' brings die light of odier days 
around people — very polite but more polite than true I am afraid, 
for to go into the machinery business widiout so much as sending 
a Ime or a card to papa — I don’t say me though diere vras a time 
but that IS past and stem reality has now^ my graaous never mind 
~ does not look like it you must confess ’ 

Even Flora’s commas seemed to have fled on this occasion, 
she was so much more disjointed and voluble than in the preceding 

interview 

‘Though indeed,’ she burned on, ‘nothing else is to be ex- 
pected and why should it be expected and if it’s not to be expected 
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why should it be, and I am far from blaming you or any one, When 
your mama and my papa worried us to death and severed the 
golden bowl - 1 mean bond^ but I dare say you know what I mean 
and if you don’t you don’t lose much and care just as little I wiU 
venture to add — when they severed die golden bond that bound us 
and threw us into fits of crying on the sofa nearly choked at least 
myself everything was changed and m giving my hand to Mr F, I 
know I did so with my eyes open but he was so very_unsettled 
and in such low spirits that he had distractedly alluded to the river 
if not oil of someAing from the chemist’s and I did it for the best. 
‘My good Flora, we setded that before It v/as all quite right 
‘It’s perfectly clear you dunk so,’ returned Flora, ‘for you take 
It very coolly, if I hadn’t known it to be China I should have 
guessed myself the Polar regions, dear Mr Clennam you are right 
however and I cannot blame you but as to Doyce and Clennam 
papa’s property being about here v/e heard it from Pancks and 
but for him we never should have heard one word about it I am 
satisfied ’ 

‘No, no, don’t say that.’ 

‘What nonsense not to say it Ardiur - Doyce and Clennam - 
easier and less trying to me than Mr Clennam - when I know it 
and you knov/ it too and can’t deny il’ 

‘But I do deny it, Flora I should soon have made you a friendly 
visin’ 

‘Ah!’ said Flora, tossing her head ‘I dare say^’ and she gave 
him another of the old looks ‘However when Fancies told us I 
<made up my rmnd that Mr F.’s Aunt and I would come and call 
because when papa— which was before that — happened to mention 
her name to me and to say that you v/ere interested in her I said 
at the moment Good gracious why not have her here then v/hen 
there’s anything to do instead of putting it out.’ 

‘When you say Her,’ observ^ Clennam, by this time pretty 
v/ell bewildered, ‘do you mean Mr F.’s-' 

‘My goodness, Arthur — Doyce and Clennam really easier to 
me with old remembrances — who ever heard of Mr F ’s Aunt 
doing needlework^and going out by the day^’ 

‘Going out by the day! Do you speak of Little Dornt^’ 

‘Why yes of course,’ returned Flora, ‘and of all the strangest 
names I ever heard the strangest, like a place down m die country 
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v/itli a turnpike, or a favourite pony or a puppy 01 a bird or some- 
thing from a seed-shop to be put in a garden or a flower-pot and 
come up speckled ’ 

‘Then, Flora,’ said Arthur, witlt a sudden mterest m the con- 
versation, ‘Mr Casby was so kind as to mention Little Domt to 
you, was he^ What did he say 

‘Oh you know what papa is,’ rejoined Flora, ‘and how aggravat- 
ingly he sits lookmg beautiful and tummg lus tliumbs over and over 
one another till he makes one giddy if one keeps one’s eyes upon 
him, he said when we were talking of you — I don’ t know who began 
the subject Arthur (Doyce and Clennam) but I am sure it wasn’t 
me, at least I hope not but you really must excuse my confessing 
more on that point ’ 

‘ Certamly,’ said Arthur. ‘ By all means ’ 

‘You are very ready,’ pouted Flora, commg to a sudden stop 
in a captivating bashflilness, ‘that I must admit. Papa said you 
had spoken of her in an earnest way and I said what I have told 
you and that’s all ’ 

‘That’s alP’ said Arthur, a htde disappointed 
‘Except that when Pancks told us of your having embarked in 
this business and with dilEculty persuaded us that it was really 
you I said to Mr F ’s Aunt then we would come and ask you if it 
would be agreeable to all parties that she should be engaged at our 
house when reqmred for I know she often goes to your mama’s 
and I know that your mama has a very touchy temper Arthur — 
Doyce and Clennam — or I never might liave mamed Mr F and 
might have been at this hour but I am running into nonsense ’ 

‘It was very kind of you, Flora, to think of this ’ 

Poor Flora rejoined with a plain smcenty which became her 
better than her youngest glances, that she was glad he thought so 
She said it with so much heart that Clennam would have given a 
great deal to buy his old character of her on the spot, and throw 
It and the mermaid away for ever 

I flunk. Flora,’ he said, ‘that the employment you can give 
Little Domt, and the kindness you can show her — ’ 

Yes and I will,’ said Flora, quickly 

I am sure of it — wtII be a great assistance and support to her 
I do not feel that I have the right to tell you what I know of her, for 
I acquired the knowledge confidentially, and under circumstances 
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that bind me to silence But I have an interest in the little creature, 
and a respect for her that I cannot express to you Her hfe has been 
one of such tnal and devotion, and such quiet goodness, as you can 
scarcely imagine. I can hardly think of her, far less speak of her, 
witliout feehng moved Let that feeling represent what I could tell 
you, and commit her to your fnendhness with my thanks ’ 

Once more he put out his hand frankly to poor Flora, once more 
poor Flora couldn’t accept it frankly, found it worth nothing 
openly, must make tlie old intrigue and mystery of it As much to 
her own enjoyment as to lus dismay, she covered it with a comer 
of her shawl as she took it Then, looking towards the glass front 
of the counting-house, and seeing two figures approaching, she 
cned with infinite relish, ‘Papa> Hush, Aothur, for Mercy’s sake' 
and tottered back to her chair with an amazmg imitation of being 
in danger of swooning, m the dread surprise and maidenly flutter 
of her spmts 

The Patnarch, meanwhile, came inanely beaming towards the 
counting-house in the wake of Pancks. Pancks opened die door 
for him, towed him in, and retired to his own moonngs in a comer 
T heard from Flora,’ said the Patnarch with his* benevolent 
smile, ‘that she was coming to call, coming to call. And bemg out, 
I thought Fd come also, thought I’d come also ’ 

The benign wisdom he infused into this declaration (not of 
Itself profound), by means of his blue eyes, his shining head, and 
his long white hair, was most impressive It seemed worth putting 
down among the noblest sentiments enunciated by the best of men 
Also, when he said to Clennam, seating himself in the proffered 
chair, ‘And you are in a new business, Mr Clennam^ I wish you 
well, sir, I wnsh you well'’ he seemed to have done benevolent 
wonders 

‘Mrs Finching has been telhng me, sir,’ said Aitliur, after 
making his acknowledgments, the relict of the late Mr F. meanwhile 
protesting, with a gesture, against his use of that respectable name, 
that she hopes occasionally to employ the young needlewoman you 
recommended to my mother. For which I have been thanking her ’ 
fhe Patnarch turning his head in a lumbenng way towards 
Pancks, tliat assistant put up the note-book in which he had been 
absorbed, and took him m tow- 

‘You didn’t recommend her, you know,’ said Pancks, ‘how 
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could you^ You knew nothing about her, you didn’t The name 
u'as mentioned to you, and you passed it on That’s what did 
‘Well'’ said Clennam ‘As she 3ustifies any recommendation, 
It is much tlie same thing ’ 

‘You are glad she turns out well,’ said Pancks, ‘but it wouldn’t 
have been your fault if she had turned out ill The credit’s not 
yours as it is, and the blame wouldn’t have been yours as it 
might have been You gave no guarantee You knew notlung 
about her ’ 

- ‘You are not acquainted, tlien,’ said Artliur, hazardmg a random 
quesuon, ‘witli any of her family^’ 

‘Acquainted mtli any of her family^’ returned Pancks ‘How 
should you be acquainted with any of her family? You never heard 
of ’em You can’t be acquainted with people you never heard of, 
can you? You should dunk not'’ 

All this time the Patnarch sat serenely smiling, noddmg or 
shaking his head benevolendy, as the case required 

‘As to being a reference,’ said Pancks, ‘ you know, in a general 
way, what being a reference means It’s all your eye, that is! Look 
at your tenants down the Yard here They’d all be references for 
one another, if you’d let ’em "What would be die good of letting 
’em? It’s no satisfaction to be done by two men instead of one 
One’s enough A person who can’t pay, gets another person who 
can’t pay, to guarantee diat he can pay. Like a person with two 
wooden legs getting another person with two wooden legs, to 
guarantee that he has got two natural legs It don’t make eidier 
of them able to do a walking match And four wooden legs are 
more troublesome to you than two, when you don’t want any ' 
Mr Pancks concluded by blowing off that steam of his 

A momentary sdence that ensued was broken by Mr F ’s Aunt, 
who had been sitting upnght in a cataleptic state since her last 
pubkc remark. She now underwent a violent twitch, calculated to 
produce a stardmg effect on the nerves of the uninitiated, and with 
the deadhest animosity observed 

You can’t make a head and brains out of a brass knob with 
nothing in it. You couldn’t do it when your Uncle George was 
hving, much less when he’s dead ’ 

Mr Pancks was not slow to reply, with his usual calmness. 
Indeed, ma’aml Bless my soul' Tm surpnsed to hear iti’TDespite 
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his presence of mind, however, the speech of Mr F ’s Aunt 
produced a depressing effect on the httle assembly, firstly, because 
It v/as impossible to disguise that Clennam’s unoffending head was 
the particular temple of reason depreciated, and secondly, because 
nobody ever knev/ on these occasions whose Uncle George was 
referred to, or what spectral presence might be mvoked under that 
appellation. 

Therefore Flora said, though still not without a certam boastful- 
ness and tnumph in her legacy, that Mr F ’s Aunt was ‘very 
hvely to-day, and she thought they had better go ’ But Mr F ’s 
Aunt proved so hvely as to take the suggestion in unexpected 
dudgeon and declare that she would not go, adding, with several 
injurious expressions, that if ‘He'’ — too evidendy meaning Clen- 
nam — wanted to get nd of her, ‘let him chuck her out of winder, 
and urgently expressing her desire to see ‘Him’ perform that 
ceremony. 

In this dilemma, Mr Pancks, whose resources appeared equal 
to any emergency in the Patnarchal waters, slipped on his hat, 
slipped out at the counting-house door, and slipped m again a 
moment afterwards with an artificial freshness upon him, as if he 
had been in the country for some weeks ‘Why, bless my heart, 
ma’am said Mr Pancks, rubbing up his hair in great astonish- 
ment, ‘is that you^ How do you do, ma’am ^ You are looking 
charming to-day! I am dehghted to see you. Favour me v/idi your 
arm, ma’am, we’ll have a little walk together, you and me, if 
you’ll honour me with your company’ And so escorted Mr 
F ’s Aunt down the pnvate staircase of the counting-house with 
great gallantry and success The patnarchal Mr Casby then rose 
with the air of having done it himself, and blandly follov/ed leaving 
his daughter, as she followed in her turn, to remark to her former 
lover m a distracted v/hisper (which she very much enjoyed), diat 
they had drained the cup of life to the dregs, and further to hint 
mystenously that the late Mr F. was at the bottom of it 

Alone again, Clennam became a prey to lus old doubts in 
reference to his mother and Little Dornt, and revolved the old 
thoughts and suspicions. They were all in his mind, blending them- 
selves with the duues he was mechanically discharging, when a 
shadow on Ins papers caused him to look up for the cause. Tlie 
cause was Mr Pancks With Ins hat throvm back upon his ears as if 
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his wiry prongs of hair had darted up like springs and cast it off, 
with Ins jet-black beads of eyes inquisitively sharp, wnth tlie fingers 
of his n^t hand in his mouth that he might bite tlie nails, and with 
tlie fingers of his left hand in reserve in his pocket for another 
course, Mr Pancks cast his shadow tlirough the glass upon the 
books and papers 

Mr Pancks asked, wnth a httle mquinng twnst of his head, if he 
might come in agam^ Clennam rephed with a nod of his head m 
the affirmauve Mr Pancks worked his way m, came alongside tlie 
desk, made himself fast by leaning his arms upon it, and started 
conversation with a puff and a snort 

‘Mr F ’s Aunt IS appeased, I hope^’ said Clennam. 

‘All nght, Sir,’ said Pancks 

‘I am so unfortunate as to have awakened a strong animosity 
m the breast of that lady,’ said Clennam ‘Do you know why^’ 
‘Does she know why said Pancks 
‘I suppose not ’ 

‘/ suppose not,’ said Pancks 

He took out his note-book, opened it, shut it, dropped it into 
his hat, which was beside him on the desk, and looked m at it as it 
lay at the bottom of the hat all wnth a great appearance of con- 
sideration 

‘Mr Clennam,’ he then began, ‘I am in want of information, sir ’ 
‘Connected with dus firm^’ asked Clennam 
‘No,’ said Pancks 

‘With what then, Mr Pancks^ That is to say, assuming that you 
want It of me ’ 

‘Yes, sir, yes, I W’ant it of you,’ said Pancks, ‘if I can persuade 
you to furnish it A, B, C, D DA, DE, DI, DO Dictionary order 
Domt That’s the name, sir^’ 

Mr Pancks blew off his peculiar noise again, and fell to at his 
tight-hand nails Arthur looked searclungly at him, he returned 
the look 

‘1 don’t understand you, Mr Pancks ’ 

‘ Tliat’s the name that I want to know about ’ 

‘And what do you w'ant to know^’ 

Wliatever you can and will tell me ’ Tins comprehensive 
summarj' of his desires was not discharged without some heav^' 
labounng on the part of Mr Pancks’s machinery' 
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his presence of mind, however, the speech of Mr F.’s Aunt 
produced a depressing effect on the little assembly, firstly, because 
It was impossible to disguise that Clennam’s unoffending head was 
the particular temple of reason depreciated, and secondly, because 
nobody ever knew on these occasions whose Uncle George 
referred to, or what spectral presence might be mvoked under that 
appellation 

Therefore Flora said, though still not without a certain boastful- 
ness and tnumph in her legacy, tliat Mr F ’s Aunt was very 
lively to-day, and she thought tliey had better go ’ But Mr F. s 
Aunt proved so hvely as to take the suggestion in unexpected 
dudgeon and declare that she would not go, adding, with several 
injunous expressions, that if ‘He'’ - too evidently meaning Clen- 
nam — wanted to get nd of her, ‘let him chuck her out of winder, 
and urgently expressing her desire to see ‘Him^ perform that 
ceremony. 

In this dilemma, Mr Pancks, whose resources appeared equal 
to any emergency in the Patriarchal waters, slipped on his hat, 
shpped out at the countmg-house door, and slipped in again a 
moment afterwards with an artificial freshness upon him, as if he 
had been in the country for some weeks ‘Why, bless my heart, 
ma’amP said Mr Pancks, rubbing up his hair in great astonish- 
ment, ‘is that you^ How do you do, ma’am ^ You are looking 
charming to-day^ I am delighted to see you Favour me with your 
arm, ma’am, we’ll have a little walk together, you and me, if 
you’ll honour me with your company ’ And so escorted Mr 
F s Aunt down the pnvate staircase of the counting-house with 
great gallantry and success The patriarchal Mr Casby dien rose 
with the air of having done it himself, and blandly followed leaving 
his daughter, as she followed in her turn, to remark to her former 
lover m a distracted whisper (which she very much enjoyed), that 
they had drained the cup of life to tlie dregs, and further to limt 
mystcnoiisly that the late Mr F. was at the bottom of it. 

Alone again, Clennam became a prey to his old doubts m 
reference to his mother and Little Domt, and revmlved die old 
dioiights and suspicions Tlicy were all m his mind, blending them- 
duties he was meclianically discharging, when a 
caused him to look up for the cause The 
s Widi his flat tlirown back upon his cars as if 
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his wir}" prongs of hair had darted up like springs and cast it off, 
with lus ]et-black beads of eyes inquisitively sharp, witlt tlte lingers 
of lus nght hand in his mouth that he might bite the nails, and with 
die fingers of his left hand in reserve m his pocket for another 
course, Mr Pancks cast his shadow tlirough the glass upon the 
books and papers 

Mr Pancks asked, with a little inqmnng twist of his head, if he 
might come in agam^ Clennam replied with a nod of his head m 
the affirmative Mr Pancks worked his way m, came alongside the 
desk, made himself fast by leanmg his arms upon it, and started 
conversation with a puff and a snort 

‘Mr F ’s Aunt is appeased, I hope^’ said Clennam 
‘All nght, sir,’ said Pancks 

‘I am so unfortunate as to have awakened a strong animosity 
m die breast of that lady,’ said Clennam ‘Do you know why^’ 
‘Does she know why said Pancks 
‘I suppose not ’ 

suppose not,’ said Pancks 

He took out his note-book, opened it, shut it, dropped it into 
his hat, which was beside him on the desk, and looked m at it as it 
lay at the bottom of the hat all with a great appearance of con- 
sideration 

‘Mr Clennam,’ he then began, ‘I am in want of information, sir.’ 
‘Connected with this firm^’ asked Clennam 
‘No,’ said Pancks 

‘With what then, Mr Pancks^ That is to say, assuming that you 
want It of me ’ 

‘Yes, sir, yes, I want it of you,’ said Pancks, ‘if I can persuade 
you to furmsh it A, B, C, D DA, DE, DI, DO Dictionary order 
Domt. That’s the name, sir^’ 

Mr Pancks blew off his peculiar noise again, and fell to at his 
^Sl^t-hand nails Arthur looked searchingly at him, he returned 
die look. 

‘I don’t understand you, Mr Pcmcks ’ 

That’s the name that I want to know about ’ 

And what do you want to know^’ 

Wliatever you can and will tell me ’ This comprehensive 
summary of his desires was not discharged without some heavy 
labounng on the part of Mr Pancks’s machmery. 
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This IS a singular visit, Mr Pancks. It strikes me as ratlier 
extraordinary that you should come, v/ith such an object, to me.’ 

It may be all extraordmary together,’ returned Panels ‘It 
may be out of the ordinary' course, and yet be business. In short, 
It IS business. I am a man of business What business have I in this 
present world, except to stick to business? No business ’ 

With bis former doubt whether tins dry hard personage were 
quite m earnest, Clennara again turned his eyes attentively upon 
his face. It v/as as scrubby and dingy as ever, and as eager and 
quick as ever, and he could see nothing lurking m it that was at 
all expressive of a latent mockery that had seemed to strike upon 
his ear in the voice 

Nov/, said Panclcs, ‘to put this business on its ov/n footing, its 
not my proprietor’s ’ 

Do you refer to Mr Casby as your propnetor^’ 

Panclrs nodded. ‘My propnetor. Put a case Say, at my propne- 
tor’s I hear name — name of young person Mr Clennam wants to 
serve. Say, name first mentioned to my proprietor by Plomish 
in the Yard Say, I go to Plomish Say, I ^k Plomish as a matter 
of business for information Say* Plomish, though six weeks m 
arrear to my propnetor, declines Say, Mrs Plomish deebnes 
Say, both refer to Mr Clennam Put the case ’ 

‘WelP’ 


^Well, sir, returned Pancks, ‘say, I come to him Say, here I am 
With those prongs of hair sticking up all over his head, and his 
coming and going very hard and short, the busy Pancks 
fell back a step (in Tug metaphor, took half a turn astern) as if 
to s ov/ his dingy hull complete, then forged a-head again, and 
irected his quick glance by turns into his hat v/here his note-book 
was, and into Clennam’s face. 

kir Pancks, not to trespass on your grounds of mystery', I 
mli he as plain v/ith you as I can Let me ask two questions 


All tight* said Pancks, holding up his dirty forefinger with his 
broi en nail ‘I seel - What’s your motive-” ’ 

‘Evactly.’ 

Motive, said Pancks, ‘good Nothing to do v/ith my pro- 
pnetor not stateable at present, ndiculous to state at presentj but 
good. Desinng to serve young person, name of Dornt,’ said 
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Pancks widi liis forefinger still up as a caution ‘Better admit 
motive to be good ’ 

‘Secondly, and lastly, what do you want to know^' 

Mr Pancks fished up his note-book before the question was put, 
and buttoning it v^nth care m an inner breast-pocitet, and looking 
straight at Clennam all the time, replied v/ith a pause and a puff, 
‘I want supplementary'' information of any sort ’ 

Clennam could not witliliold a smile, as the pantmg little steam- 
tug, so useful to that unwieldy slup, the Casby, waited on and 
watqhed lum as if it were seeking an opportunity of running in 
and nfling him of all he wanted before he could resist its man- 
CEUvres; Aough there was tliat in Mr Pancks’s eagerness, too, 
which awakened many w'ondenng speculations in his mmd After 
a httle consideration, he resolved to supply Mr Pancks with such 
leading information as it was in his power to impart him, well 
knowing that Mr Pancks, if he failed in his present research, was 
pretty sure to find otlier means of getting it 

He, therefore, first requesting Mr Pancks to remember his 
voluntary declaration that his propnetor had no part in the dis- 
closure, and that his own intentions were good (two declarations 
W'hich that coaly httle gentleman wnth tlie greatest ardour re- 
peated), openly told lura diat as to the Domt lineage or former 
place of habitation, he had no information to communicate, and 
that his know’^ledge of the family did not extend beyond the fact 
that It appeared to be now reduced to five members, namely, to 
two brothers, of whom one was single, and one a widower wuth 
three children The ages of the whole family he made knowm to 
Mr Pancks, as nearly as he could guess at them, and finally he 
described to him the position of the Father of the Marshalsea, and 
the course of time and events through which he liad become 
mvested with that character To all this, Mr Pancks, snortmg and 
blowing m a more and more portentous manner as he became 
iRore interested, hstened with great attention; appearmg to derive 
the most agreeable sensations from the painfullest parts of the 
narrative, and particularly to be qmte charmed by the account of 
lUiam Domt’s long impnsonment 

In conclusion, Mr Pancks,’ said Arthur, T have but to say tlus 
ha\e reasons beyond a personal regard for speaking as little as I 
can of the Domt family, particularly at my mother’s house’ (Mr 
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‘This IS a Singular visit, Mr Pancks It strikes me as rather 
extraordinary that you should come, with such an object, to me. 

‘It may be all extraordinary together,’ returned Pancks ‘It 
may be out of the ovdimry course, and yet be business In short, 
It is business I am a man of business What business have I m this 
present world, except to stick to business^ No business ’ 

With his former doubt whether this dry hard personage were 
quite in earnest, Clennam agam turned his eyes attentively upon 
his face It v/as as scrubby and dingy as ever, and as eager and 
quick as ever, and he could see nothing lurking m it that was at 
all expressive of a latent mockery that had seemed to strike upon 
his ear in the voice 

‘Now,’ said Pancks, ‘to put this business on its own footing, its 
not my propnetor’s ’ 

‘Do you refer to Mr Casby as your propnetor^’ 

Panclcs nodded. ‘My proprietor Put a case Say, at my proprie- 
tor’s I hear name — name of young person Mr Clennam wants to 
serve Say, name first mentioned to my proprietor by Plomish 
in the Yard Say, I go to Plomish Say, I ask Plomish as a matter 
of business for information Sayj Plomish, though six weeks m 
arrear to my proprietor, declmes Say, Mrs Plornish declines 
Saj'^, both refer to Mr Clennam Put the case ’ 

‘WelP’ 

Well, sir,’ returned Pancks, ‘say, I come to him Say, here I am. 

With those prongs of hair sticlang up all over his head, and Ins 
breath coming and going veiy hard and short, the busy Pancks 
fell back a step (in Tug metaphor, took half a turn astern) as if 
to sliov/ his dingy hull complete, then forged a-head again, and 
directed his quick glance by turns into his hat where his note-book 
’svas, and into Clennam’s face 

Mr Panclcs, not to trespass on your grounds of mystery, I 
v/ill be as plain v/ith you as I can Let me ask two questions 
First-’ 

A-1) right!’ said Pancks, holding up his dirty forefinger witli his 
broken nail ‘1 see! “Wliat’s your motive^ ’ ’ 

‘ Exactly ’ 

Motive, said Panels, ‘good Notlung to do with ray pr®' 
prietor, not stateable at present, ridiculous to state at present; but 
Vood De‘'inng to scrt'c young person, name of Domt,’ said 
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Pancks, witli lus forefinger still up as a caution ‘Better admit 
motive to be good ’ 

‘Secondly, and lastly, what do you want to know^’ 

Ivir Pancks fished up lus note-book before the question was put, 
and buttomng it idi care in an inner breast-pocket, and looking 
straiglit at Clennam all the time, replied with a pause and a puft, 
‘I w^t supplementary information of any sort ’ 

Clennam could not withliold a smile, as the pantmg little steam- 
tug, so useful to that unwieldy ship, tlie Casby, waited on and 
watched him as if it were seeking an opportunity of running in 
and nflmg lum of all he w'anted before he could resist its man- 
oeuvres, though there was that in Mr Pancks’s eagerness, too, 
wludi awakened man}' wondering speculations m his mind After 
a little consideration, he resolved to supply Mr Pancks widi such 
leadmg information as it was in his power to impart him, well 
knowing that Mr Pancks, if he failed in his present research, was 
pretty sure to find other means of getting it. 

He, therefore, first requesting Mr Pancks to remember his 
voluntary declaration that his proprietor had no part in tlie dis- 
closure, and that his own intentions w'ere good (two declarations 
which that coaly little gentleman with the greatest ardour re- 
peated), openly told him tliat as to the Dornt lineage or former 
place of habitation, he had no information to communicate, and 
that his knowledge of the family did not extend beyond the fact 
that It appeared to be now reduced to five members, namely, to 
two brothers, of whom one was single, and one a widower with 
three children The ages of the whole fanuly he made known to 
Mr Pancks, as nearly as he could guess at them; and finally he 
described to liim the position of the Father of the Marshalsea, and 
the course of time and events through which he had become 
invested with that character. To all this, Mr Pancks, snorting and 
blowing m a more and more portentous manner as he became 
more interested, hstened with great attention, appearmg to derive 
the most agreeable sensations from the painfullest parts of the 
narrative, and particularly to be quite charmed by the account of 
Wilham Domt’s long imprisonment 

In conclusion, Mr Pancks,’ said Arthur, ‘I have but to say tins 
have reasons beyond a personal regard for speakmg as httle as I 
can of the Domt family, particularly at my mother’s house’ (Mr 
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Pancks nodded), ‘and for knowing as mucli as I can So devoted a 
man of business as you are - 

For Mr Pancks had suddenly made tliat blowing effort with 
unusual force 

‘It’s nothing,’ said Pancks. 

‘So devoted a man of business as yourself has a perfect under- 
standing of a fair bargam I wish to make a fair bargain with you, 
that you shall enlighten me concerning tlie Dornt family when 
you have it in your power, as I have enlightened you It may not 
give you a very flattering idea of my business habits, that I failed 
to make my terms beforehand,’ continued Clennam, ‘but I prefer 
to make them a point of honour I have seen so much business done 
on sharp pnnciples that, to tell you the truth, Mr Pancks, I ani 
tired of them ’ 

Mr Pancks laughed ‘It’s a bargain, sir,’ said he. ‘You shal 
find me stick to in’ 

After that, he stood a little while looking at Clennam, and biting 
his ten nails all round, evidently v/hile he fixed in his mind what 
he had been told, and went over it carefully, before the means 0 
supplying a gap in his memory should be no longer at hand 
all right,’ he said at last, ‘and now I’ll wish you good day, as it s 
collecting day in the Yard By-the-bye, though A lame foreigner 


with a stick.’ 

‘Ay, ay. You do take a reference sometimes, I see^’ said Clennam. 

‘When he can pay, sir,’ rephed Pancks ‘Take all you can get, 
and keep back all you can’t be forced to give up That’s business 
The lame foreigner with the stick wants a top room down {he 
Yard Is he good for it?’ 

‘I am,’ said Clennam, ‘and I will answer for him ’ ^ 

‘That’s enough. What I must have of Bleedmg Heart Yard, 
said Pancks, making a note of the case in his book, ‘is my bond 
I want my bond, you see Pay up, or produce your propertyl 
That’s the watchword down the Yard The lame foreigner with the 
stick represented tliat you sent him, but he could represent (as far 
as that goes) that the Great Mogul sent him. He has been in tlm 
hospital, I believe^’ 

‘Yes Through having met with an accident. He is only just 
now discharged.’ 

‘It’s paupensing a man, sir, I have been shown, to let him into 


MR PANCKS AND THE TENANTRY 325 

a hospitaP’ said Pancks And again blew ofF that remarkable 
sound 

‘I have been shown so too/ said Clennam, coldly 
Ivlr Pancks, being by tliat tune qmte ready for a start, got imder 
steam in a moment, and, widiout any odier signal or ceremony, 
was snorting dowp the step-ladder and working into Bleeding 
Heart Yard, before he seemed to be well out of the counting-house 
Throughout die remainder of the day, Bleeding Heart Yard 
was m consternation, as the gnm Pancks cruised in it, harangumg 
the inhabitants on their backshdings in respect of payment, de- 
mandmg lus bond, breadiing notices to quit and executions, 
rurming down defaulters, sendmg a swell of terror on before him, 
and leaving it in his wake Knots of people, impelled by a fatal 
attraction, lurked outside any house m which he was known to be, 
listemng for fragments of his discourses to the inmates, and, when 
he was rumoured to be coming down the staus, often could not 
disperse so quickly but that he would be prematurely m among 
them, demanding their own arrears, and rooting them to the spot 
Throughout the remainder of the day, Mr Pancks’s What were 
the}'- up to^^ and What did they mean by it^ sounded all over the 
Yard Mr Pancks wouldn’t hear of excuses, wouldn’t hear of com- 
plaints, wouldn’t hear of repairs, wouldn’t hear of an3tihing but 
unconditional money down Perspirmg and puffing and darting 
about m eccentnc directions, and becommg hotter and dingier 
every moment, he lashed the tide of the yard into a most agitated 
and turbid state It had not settled down into calm water again 
full two hours after he hadJbeen seen fuming away on the horizon 
at the top of the steps 

There were several small assemblages of the Bleeding Hearts 
at the popular points of meeting m the Yard that mght, among 
whom it was universally agreed that Mr Pancks was a hard man 
to have to do with, and that it tt'as much to be regretted, so it was, 
that a gentleman like Mr Casby should put lus rents m his hands, 
and never know lum m his true hght For (said the Tleedmg 
Hearts), if a gentleman with that head of hair and them eyes took 
IS rents into lus own hands, ma’am, there would be none of this 
Pointing and wearing, and things would be very different. 

At which identical evening hour and mmute, the Patnardt — 
■who had floated serenely through the Yard in the forenoon before 
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the harrying began, v/ith the e> press design of getting up this 
trustfulness in his shining bumps and silken locks — at whicli identi- 
cal hour and minute, that hrst-rate humbug of a thousand guns 
was heavily floundenng in the little Dock of his exhausted Tug at 
home, and was saying, as he turned his tliumbs 

‘A very bad day’s v/ork, Pancks very bad day’s work It seems 
to me, sir, and 1 must insist on making this observation forably 
in justice to myself, that you ought to have got much more money, 
much more money ’ 


CHAPTER 24 

Fortune- Telling 

Little Dorr it received a call that same evening from Mr 
Plomish, who, having intimated that he wished to speak to her 
pnvately, in a senes of coughs so very noticeable as to favour the 
idea that her father, as regarded her seamstress occupanon, was 
an illustration of tlie axiom that there are no such stone-bhnd men 
as those who will not see, obtained an audience with her on the 
common staircase outside the door 

‘There’s been a lady at our place to-day, Miss Domt,’ Plomish 
growled, ‘and another one along with her as is a old wixen if ever I 
met v/ith such. The way she snapped a person’s head off, dear me! 

The mild Plomish was at first quite unable to get his mmd away 
from Mr F.’s Aunt. ‘For,’ said he, to excuse himself, ‘she is, I 
do assure you, the wineganest party ’ 

At lengtli, by a great effort, he detached himself from the sub- 
ject sufficiently to observe 

‘But she’s neither here nor there just at present. The other lady, 
she’s Mr Casby’s daughter, and if Mr Casby an’t well off, none 
better, it an’t through any fault of Pancks For, as to Pancks, he 
does, he really does, he does indeed*’ 

Mr Plomish, after his usual manner, was a little obscure, but 
conscientiously emphatic. 

‘And what she come to our place for,’ he pursued, ‘was to leave 
word that if Miss Domt would step up to that card — v/hich it’s Mr 
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Casby’s hou^e Oint i'; and Pancks he !ms. a office at the back, where 
he really does, bey ond belief - she would be glad for to engage her 
She was a oM and a dear friend, she said particular, of Mr Clennara, 
and hoped for to prove herself a useful friend to Us friend. Them 
washers ords. ^k'lshlng to know wdiether Miss Dornt could come 
to-morrow morning. I said I v. ould see yon, Miss, and inquire, and 
look round tliere to-mght. to say yes, or, il you was engaged 
to-morrow, when ’ 

‘I can go to-morro” , thank you,’ said Liltlc Doont ‘This is 
V ery kind of y ou, but y ou are ahv ays kind ’ 

Mr Plomisb, wath a modest disavow'al of his merits, opened 
die room door for her readmission, and follov/ed her m wnth such 
an exceedingly bald pretence of not having been out at all, tliat 
her father rrught have observed it without being very' suspiaous 
In his affable unconsaousness. liow ev'cr, he took no heed Plomish, 
after a little com ersaoon, in which he blended his former duty as 
a Collegian widi his present pnvnlege as a humble outside fnend, 
qualified again by his low' estate as a plasterer, took his leave, 
making the tour of the prison before he left, and looking on at a 
game of sldttles wnth die mixed feelings of an old inhabitant who 
had his pnvate reasons for believing that it might be lus destiny 
to come back again 

Early in the morning, Little Domt, leaving Maggy in high 
domestic trust, set off for the Patnarchal tent She went by the 
Iron Bndge, diough it cost her a penny', and walked more slowly' 
in that part of her ]oumev' than m any' odier A.t five minutes before 
eight her hand was on die Patnarchal knocker, V'hicli was quite 
as lugh as she could reach 

She gave Mrs Finching’s card to the young woman who opened 
the door, and the young woman told her that ‘Miss Flora’ — 
Flora having, on her return to the parental roof, reinvested herself 
with the tide under w'hich she had lived there — was not yet out 
of her bedroom, but she was to please to walk up into Miss 
Flora s sitttng-room She walked up into Miss Flora’s sitting-room, 
as in duty bound, and there found a breakfast-table comfortably 
laid for two, with a supplementary tray upon it laid for one The 
young Wfoman, disappearing for a few moments, returned to say 
diat she was to please to take a chair by the fire, and to take off her 
bonnet and make herself at home But Little Domt, being bashful, 
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and not used to make herself at home on such occasions, felt at a 
loss how to do It, so she was still sitting near the door with her 
bonnet on, when Flora came in in a huriy half an hour afterwards 
Flora was so sorr}'^ to have kept her waiting, and good gracious 
why did she sit out tlicre in tlie cold when she had expected to 
find her by the fire reading the paper, and hadn’t that heedless 
girl given her the message then, and had she really been in her 
bonnet all this time, and pray for goodness sake let Flora take it 
off! Flora taking it off in the best-natured manner in the world, 
was so struck with the face disclosed, that she said, what a 

good little thing you are, my dear*’ and pressed her face between 
her hands like the gentlest of women. 

It was the word and the action of a moment. Little Dornt ha 
hardly time to thmk how kind it was, when Flora dashed at die 
breakfast- table full of business, and plunged over head and ears 
into loquaaty. 

‘Really so sorry that I should happen to be late on diis morning 
of all mornings because my intention and my wish was to be ready 
to meet you when you came in and to say that any one that 
interested Arthur Clennam half so much must interest me and that 
I gave you the heartiest welcome and was so glad, instead of which 
they never called me and diere I sull am snoring I dare say if die 
trudi was known and if you don’t hke eidier cold fowl or hot 
boiled ham which many people don’t I dare say besides Jews an 
theirs are scruples of conscience which we must all respect thoug 
I must say I wish they had them equally strong when they sell us 
false articles for real that certainly ain’t worth the money I sha 
be quite vexed,’ said Flora 

Litde Domt thanked her, and said, shyly, bread-and-butter 
and tea was all she usually — 

‘Oh nonsense my dear child I can never hear of that, said 
Flora, turmng on the um m the most reckless manner, and making 
herself wmk by splashing hot water into her eyes as she bent down 
to look into the tea-pot. ‘You are commg here on the footing or 
a fnend and companion you know if you will let me take diat 
liberty and I should be ashamed of myself indeed if you could 
come here upon any other, besides which Arthur Clennam spoke 
in such terms — you are tired my dear.’ 

‘No, ma’am ’ 
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‘You turn so pale you have walked too far before breakfast and 
I dare saj live a great way oft and ought to have had a nde/ said 
Flora, ‘dear dear is there anytlung diat would do you good^’ 
‘Indeed I am quite well, ma’am I thank you again and again, 
but I am quite well ’ 

‘Then take your tea at once I beg,’ said Flora, ‘and this wing 
of fowl and bit of ham, don’t mind me or wait for me, because I 
always carry in this tray myself to Mx F ’s Aunt who breakfasts 
m bed and a charmmg old lady too and veiy*^ clever, Portrait of 
Mr F behind die door and verj' like though too much forehead 
and as to a pillar with a marble pavement and balustrades and a 
mountam, I never saw him near it nor not hkely in die wine trade, 
excellent man but not at all in diat way ’ 

Litde Domt glanced at die portrait, very imperfectly followmg 
the references to that work of art 

‘Mr F was so devoted to me that he never could bear me out 
of his sight,’ said Flora, ‘though of course I am unable to say how 
long that might have lasted if he hadn’t been cut short while I 
was a new broom, worthy man but not poetical manly prose but 
not romance ' 

Litde Domt glanced at die portrait again Tlie artist had given 
It a head diat would have been, m an mtellectual point of view, 
top-heavy for Shakespeare 

‘ Romance, however,’ Flora went on, busdy arranging Mr F ’s 
Aunt’s toast, ‘as I openly said to Mr F when he proposed to me 
and you will be surprised to hear diat he proposed seven times once 
in a hackney-coach once in a boat once in a pew once on a donkey 
at Tunbridge Wells and the rest on his knees, Romance was fled 
witli die early days of Arthur Clennam, our parents tore us 
asunder we became marble and stem reahty usurped die dirone, Mr 
F said very much to his credit that he was perfecdy aware of it and 
even preferred that state of dungs accordingly the word was spoken 
the fiat went forth and such is life you see my dear and yet we do 
not break but bend, pray make a good breakfast while I go m with 
the tray ’ 

She disappeared, leaving Litde Domt to ponder over the mean- 
ing of her scattered words She soon came back again, and at last 
began to take her own breakfast, talkmg all the whde 

You see, my dear,’ said Flora, measurmg out a spoonful or 
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two of some brown liquid that smelt like brandy, and putting it 
into her tea, ‘I am obliged to be careful to follow the directions of 
my medical man though the flavour is anything but agreeable 
being a poor creature and it may be have never recovered the 
shock received in youth from too much givmg v/ay to crying in the 
next room when separated from Arthur, have you known him long^ 
As soon as Little Dorrit comprehended that she had been asked 
this question — for which time was necessary, the galloping pace 
of her new patroness having left her far behind — she answered 
that she had known Mr Clennam ever since his return. 

‘To be sure you couldn’t have known him before unless you 
had been in China or had corresponded neither of which is likely, 
returned Flora, ‘for travelling-people usually get more or less 
mahogany and you are not at all so and as to corresponding what 
about ^ that’s very true unless tea, so it was at his mother’s was it 
really that you knew him first, highly sensible and firm but dread- 
fully severe - ought to be the mother of the man in the iron mask 
‘Mrs Clennam has been kind to me,’ said Little Dornt. 

‘Really? I am sure I am glad to hear it because as Arthurs 
mother it’s naturally pleasant to my feelings to have a better 
opinion of her than I had before, though what she thinks of me 
when I run on as I am certain to do and she sits glowermg at me 
hke Fate in a go-cart— shocking companson really — invahd and not 
her fault — I never know or can imagine ’ 

‘Shall I find my work anywhere, ma’am?’ asked Little Dornt, 
looking timidly about, ‘ can I get it?’ 

‘You industnous little fairy,’ returned Flora, taking, m another 
cup of tea, another of the doses prescnbed by her medical man, 
‘there’s not the slightest hurry and it’s better that we should begin 
by being confidential about our mutual fnend — too cold a word 
for me at least I don’t mean that, very proper expression mutua 
fnend — than become through mere formalities not you but me 
lif:e die Spartan boy^ with the fox biting him, which I hope you 
excuse my bnnging up for of all the tiresome boys that wiU go 
tumbling into every sort of company that boy’s the tiresomest 
Little Dornt, her face \ery pale, sat down again to listen 
‘Hadn’t I better work the while^’ she asked. ‘I can work and 
attend too I v/ould rather, if I may.’ 

Her eamc-stness v/as so expressive of her being uneasy v/ithout 
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her work, that Flora answered, ‘Well my dear whatever you like 
best,’ and produced a basket of white handkerchiefs Little Domt 
gladly put It by her side, took out her little pocket-housevufe, 
tlireaded tlie needle, and began to hem 
‘^^lat nimble fingers you have,’ said Flora, ‘but are you sure 
you are welP’ 

‘Oh yes, indeed'’ 

Flora put her feet upon tlte fender, and settled herself for a 
thorough good romantic disclosure She started olf at score,^ tossing 
her head, sighing in die most demonstrative manner, making a 
great deal of use of her eyebrows, and occasionally, but not often, 
glancing at die quiet face diat bent over the work 

‘You must know my dear,’^ said Flora, ‘but that I have no 
doubt you know already not only because I have already dirown 
It out m a general way but because I feel I carry it stamped in 
burmng what’s his names upon my brow diat before I was intro- 
duced to the late Mr F. I had been engaged to Arthur Clennam - 
Mr Clennam in public where reserve is necessary Arthur here - 
we were all in all to one another it was the morning of life it was 
bliss it was fren2y it was everything else of that sort in the highest 
degree, when rent asunder we turned to stone m which capacity 
Arthur went to China and I became the statue bnde of the late 
MrF’ 

Flora, uttenng these words in a deep voice, enjoyed herself 
immensely 

‘To pamt,’ said she, ‘the emotions of that morning when all 
V as marble withm and Mr F ’s Aunt followed in a glass-coach which 
It stands to reason must have been in shameful repair or it never 
could have broken down two streets from the house and Mr F ’s 
Aunt brought home like the fifth of November® m a rush-bottomed 
chair I will not attempt, suffice it to say that the hollow form of 
breakfast took place in the dinmg-room downstairs that papa 
partaking too freely of pickled salmon was ill for weeks and tliat 
Mr F and myself went upon a continental tour to Calais where the 
people fought for us on the pier until they separated us though not 
for ever that was not yet to be ’ 

The statue bnde, hardly pausmg for breatli, went on, with the 
greatest complacency, in a rambhng manner sometimes incidental 
to flesh and blood 



LITTLE DORRIT 


332 

‘I Will draw a veil over that dreamy hfe, Mr F. was in good 
spirits his appetite was good he liked the cookery he considered 
the wme weak but palatable and all was well, we returned to the 
immediate neighbourhood of Number Thirty Little Goshng Street 
London Docks and settled dov/n, ere we had yet fully detected the 
housemaid m selling the feathers out of the spare bed Gout flying 
upv/ards soared with Mf F. to another sphere ’ 

His rehct, with a glance at his portrait, shook her head and 
wiped her eyes 

T revere the memory of Mr F as an estimable man and most 
indulgent husband, only necessary to mention Asparagus and it 
appeared or to hint at any htde dehcate thmg to dnnk and it came 
like magic in a pint bottle it was not ecstasy but it was comfort, 
I returned to papa’s roof and lived secluded if not happy during 
some years until one day papa came smoothly blundenng m and 
said that Arthur Clennam awaited me below, I went below and 
found him ask me not what I found him except that he was sul 
unmamed sull unchanged' ’ 

The dark mystery with which Flora now enshrouded herself 
might have stopped other fingers than the mmble fingers that 
w'orked near her. They worked on without pause, and the bus}' 
head bent over them watching the stitches 

‘Ask me not,’ said Flora, ‘if I love him sail or if he still loves 
me or what the end is to be or when, we are surrounded by watchfu 
eyes and it may be that we are destined to pine asunder it may be 
never more to be reunited not a word not a breath not a look to 
betray us all must be secret as the tomb wonder not therefore dwt 
even if I should seem comparanvely cold to Arthur or Arthur 
should seem comparauvely cold to me we have fatal reasons it is 
enough if v/e understand them hush'’ 

All of which Flora said v ith so much headlong vehemence as if 
she really believed it. There is nor much doubt that when she 
v/orked herself into full mermaid condition, she did actuallj 
believe whatever she said in it 

‘Hush’’ repeated Flora, ‘1 have nov/ told you all, confidence 
is established bcivcen us liush, for Arthur’s sake I will alvsiys be 
a fnend 10 you my dear girl and in iVrthur’s name you mav alway-- 
rely upon nu 

The nimble fingets laid aside the vork, and the little figure rose 
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and kissed her hand ‘You are very cold,’ said Flora, changing 
to her ovna natural kind-hearted manner, and gammg'greatly by 
die change ‘Don’t work to-day I am sure you are not well I am 
sure you are not strong ’ 

‘It IS only diat I feel a little overcome by your kindness, and by 
Mr Clennam’s kindness m confiding me to one he has known and 
loved so long ’ 

‘Well really my dear,’ said Flora, who had a decided tendency to 
be always honest when she gave herself time to think about it, 
‘it’s as well to leave diat alone now, for I couldn’t undertake to say 
after all, but it doesn’t signify he down a little'’ 

‘I have always been strong enough to do what I want to do, 
and I shall be qmte well directly,’ returned Litde Domt, with a 
famt smile ‘You have overpowered me with gratitude, that’s all 
If I keep near the window for a moment I shall be quite myself’ 
Flora opened a vundow, sat lier in a chair by it, and consider- 
ately retired to her former place It was a wmdy day, and tlie air 
stirring on Little Dornt’s face soon bnghtened it In a very few 
mmutes she returned to her basket of work, and her nimble fingers 
were as nimble as ever 

Quietly pursumg her task, she asked Flora if Mr Clennam had 
told her where she hved^ When Flora replied m the negative. 
Little Domt said that she understood why he had been so dehcate, 
but that she felt sure he would approve of her confidmg her secret 
to Flora, and that she would therefore do so now with Flora’s 
permission Receiving an encouragmg answer, she condensed the 
narrative of her hfe into a few scanty words about herself and a 
glowmg eulogy upon her father, and Flora took it all in with a 
natural tenderness that quite understood it, and m which there 
was no incoherence 

When dinner-time came, Flora drew tlie arm of her new charge 
dirough hers, and led her down-stairs, and presented her to the 
Patriarch and Mr Pancks, who were already in the dmmg-room 
■waiting to begm (Mr F ’s Aunt was, for the time, laid up m 
ordmary® m her chamber ) By those gentlemen she was received 
according to their characters, the Patriarch appearing to do her 
some inestimable service in saying that he was glad to see her, 
glad to see her, and Mr Pancks blowing off his favourite sound 
as a salute 
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In that new presence she would have been basliful enough under 
any arcumstances, and particularly under Flora’s insisting on her 
dnnking a glass of v/ine and eating of the best that was there, but 
her constraint was gready increased by Mr Pancks. The demeanour 
of that gentleman at first suggested to her mind that he might be a 
taker of likenesses, so intently did he look at her, and so frequently 
did he glance at the htde note-book by his side Observing that he 
made no sketch, however, and that he talked about business only, 
she began to have suspiaons that he represented some creditor of 
her father’s, the balance due to whom was noted in that pocket 
volume Regarded from this pomt of view Mr Pancks’s pufiings 
expressed injury and impatience, and each of his louder snorts 
became a demand for payment. 

But here agam she was undeceived by anomalous and mcon- 
gruous conduct on the part of Mr Pancks himself. She had left 
the table half an hour, and was at work alone Flora had ‘gone 
to he down’ in the next room, concurrently with which retirement 
a smell of something to dnnk had broken out in the house. Tlie 
Patriarch was fast asleep, widi his philanthropic moutli open 
under a yellow pocket-handkerchief in the dmmg-room At this 
quiet time, Mr Pancks softly appeared before her, urbanely nodding 
‘Find it a htde dull. Miss Domt.^’ inquired Pancks m a low 
voice 

‘No, thank you, sir,’ said Litde Domt. 

‘Busy, I see,’ observed Mr Pancks, steabng into the room by 
inches ‘What are those now. Miss Domt^’ - 
‘Handkerchiefs ’ 

‘Are they, though I’ said Pancks. ‘I shouldn’t have thought it 
Not in the least looking at them, but looking at Litde Domt 
‘Perhaps you wonder who I am Shall I tell you^ I am a fortune- 
teller.’ 

Little Domt nov/ began to think he was mad 
‘I belong body and soul to my propnetor,’ said Pancks, ‘you 
saw my propnetor having his dinner below. But I do a htde m 
die other v/ay, sometimes; pnvately, very pnvately, Miss Domt- 
Litde Domt looked at him doubtfully, and not without alarm 
‘I wish you’d show' me die palm of your hand,’ said Pancks 
T should like to ha\c a look at it. Don’t let me be troublesome 
He w'as so far troublesome that he was not at all W'anted there, 
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but she laid licr work in iter lap for a moment, and held out her 
left hand with her thimble on it. 

‘Years of toil, eh^' said Pancks, softly, touclnng it vnth lus 
blunt forefinger. ‘But v'hat else are we made for^ Nothing. 
Hallo’’ looking into the lines 'What’s this v.itli bars^ It’s a 
College’ And what’s tins with a grey gown and a black velvet cap^ 
It's a father’ And what’s this with a clarionet^ It’s an uncle’ And 
what’s tins in dancing-shoes^ It’s a sister’ And what’s tins strag- 
gling about in an idle sort of a way^ It’s a brotlier' And what’s 
this thinking for ’em alP Whj, this is you, Miss Dorni’’ 

Her eyes met his as she looked up wondennglj'^ into his face, 
and siie tliought tliat although his were sharp eyes, he was a 
bnghter and gcntler-looking man tlian she had supposed at dinner 
His ej'es were on her hand again directly, and her opportunity of 
confirming or correcting tlie impression w'as gone. 

‘Now, the deuce is m it,’ muttered Pancks, tracing out a Ime 
m her hand with Ins clumsy finger, 'if this isn’t me in die comer 
here’ Wliat do I want here^ Wliat’s behind me^’ 

He earned his finger slowly down to the wnst, and round the 
wnst, and affected to look at the back of the hand for what was 
behind him 

‘Is It any harm^’ asked Little Dornt, smiling 

‘Deuce a bit’’ said Pancks ‘What do you think it’s wordi^’ 

‘I ought to ask you that I am not the fortune-teller ’ 

‘True,’ said Pancks ‘Wliat’s it worth ^ You shall live to see, 
Miss Domt.’ 

Releasing die hand by slow degrees, he drew all his fingers 
tlirough his prongs of hair, so that they stood up in their most 
portentous manner, and repeated slowly, ‘Remember what I 
say, Miss Dornt. You shall live to see ’ 

She could not help showing that she was much surpnsed, if it 
were only by lus knowmg so much about her. 

All’ That’s It!’ said Pancks, pointing at her ‘Miss Domt, not 
diagever!’ 

More surpnsed than before, and a httle more fnghtened, she 
looked to him for an explanation of his last words 

Not that,’ said Pancks, making, with great senousness, an 
imitation of a surpnsed look and manner that appeared to be 
unmtentionally grotesque ‘Don’t do that. Never on seeing me, 
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no matter when, no matter where. I am nobody Don’t take on to 
mind me. Don’t mention me Take no notice Will you agree, 
Miss Domt.^’ 

T hardly know what to say,’ returned Little Dornt, quite 
astounded. ‘Why^’ 

‘Because I am a fortune-teller. Pancks the gipsy I haven’t told 
you so much of your fortune yet, Miss Dornt, as to tell you what’s 
behmd me on that little hand. I have told you you shall live to see. 
Is It agreed, Miss Dornt 
‘Agreed that I - am - to 

‘To take no notice of me away from here, unless I take on 
first Not to mind me when I come and go It’s very easy I am no 
loss, I am not handsome, I am not good company, I am only my 
propnetor’s grubber ’You need do no more than think, “Aid 
Pancks die gipsy at his fortune-telling - he’ll tell the rest of my 
fortune one day — I shall live to know it.” Is it agreed, Miss Dornt ^ 
‘Ye-es,’ faltered Little Dornt, whom he greatly confused, I 
suppose so, while you do no harm ’ 

‘Good!’ Mr Pancks glanced at the wall of the adjoining room, 
and stooped Corwsxd ‘Honest creature, woman of capital points, 
but heedless and a loose talker. Miss Dornt.’ With that he rubbed 
his hands as if the interview had been very satisfactory to lum, 
panted away to die door, and urbanely nodded himself out 
again 

If Little Dornt were beyond measure perplexed by this curious 
conduct on the part of her new acquaintance, and by findmg herself 
involved in this singular treaty, her perplexity was not diminished 
by ensuing circumstances Besides that Mr Pancks took eveiy 
opportunity afforded him in Mr Casby’s house of significantly 
glancing at her and snorting at her — which was not much, after 
"uhat he had done already — he began to pervade her dail} hfo 
She saw him in the street, constantly. When she went to Mr 
Casby s, he vas always diere When she went to Mrs Clcnnam s, 
he t.ime there on any pretence, as if to keep her in lits sight. A 
v/ci. had not gone hy, when she found him to her astomshmevU 
i.i lilt Lodge fine night, conversing v irh die iiirnl ey on diil) , aud 
to all .apf prince one of his familiar comp.anions. Her nc r siirprJ<^e 
T jfi find him cquali} at his c..se vuliin the pnron; to hear of 
hi pre-^nfmg hmrfJf among the v.snorr at her fathers Sunday 
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levee, to see him arm m arm with a Collegiate fnend about the 
yard; to learn, from Fame, that he had greatly distmguished him- 
self one evemng at the social club that held its meetings in the 
Snuggery, by addressing a speech to the members of the institution, 
smgmg a song, and treating the company to five gallons of ale — 
report madly added a bushel of shrimps The effect on Mr Plomish 
of such of these phenomena as he became an eye-witness of in Ins 
faithful visits, made an impression on Little Domt only second to 
that produced by the phenomena themselves They seemed to gag 
and bind him He could only stare, and sometimes weakly mutter 
that It wouldn’t be believed down Bleeding Heart Yard that this 
was Pancks, but he never said a word more, or made a sign more, 
even to Little Domt Mr Pancks crowned his mysteries by making 
himself acquamted with Tip m some unknown manner, and taking 
a Sunday saunter into the College on that gentleman’s arm 
Throughout he never took any notice of Little Domt, save once or 
twice when he happened to come close to her and there was no one 
very near, on which occasions, he said in passing, with a fnendly 
look and a puff of encouragment, ‘Pancks the gipsy — fortune- 
tellmg ’ 

Litde Domt worked and strove as usual, wondenng at all this, 
but keepmg her wonder, as she had from her earhest years kept 
many heavier loads, in her own breasL A change had stolen, and 
tvas steahng yet, over the patient hearL Every day found her 
something more retiring than the day before. To pass m and out 
of the prison utmonced, and elsewhere to be overlooked and for- 
gotten, were, for herself, her chief desires 

To her own room too, strangely assorted room for her dehcate 
youth and character, she was glad to retreat as often as she could 
without desertion of any duty There were afternoon times when 
she v/as unemployed, when visitors dropped m to play a hand at 
cards with her father, when she could be spared and was better 
away Then she would flit along the yard, climb the scores of 
stairs that led to her room, and take her seat at the wmdow. Many 
combmations did those spikes upon the wall assume, many light 
shapes did the strong iron weave itself mto, many golden touches 
ell upon the rust, while Little Domt sat there musmg. New zig- 
23gs sprung into the cruel pattern sometimes, when she saw it 
tiough a burst of tears, but beautified or hardened still, always 
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over It and under it and through it, she was fain to look m her 
sohtude, seeing everything with that ineffaceable brand. 

A garret, and a Marshalsea garret without compromise, was 
Little Dornt’s room. Beautifully kept, it was ugly in itself, and had 
little but cleanhness and air to set it off; for what embelhshmeot 
she had ever been able to buy, had gone to her father’s room. 
Howbeit, for this poor place she showed an mcreasmg love, and 
to sit m It alone became her favourite rest. 

Insomuch, that on a certam afternoon durmg the Pancks 
mysteries, when she was seated at her window, and heard Maggy s 
well-known step commg up the stairs, she was very much disturbed 
by the apprehension of being summoned away. As Maggy’s step 
came higher up and nearer, she trembled and faltered; and it was 
as much as she could do to speak, when Maggy at length appeared 

‘Please, Little Mother,’ said Maggy, panting 'for breath, ‘you 
must come down and see him. He’s here.’ 

‘Who, Maggy 

‘Who, o’ course Mr Clennam. He’s m your father’s room, and 
he says to me, Maggy, will you be so kind and go and say it’s only 
me ’ 

‘I am not very well, Maggy. I had better not go I am going to 
he down See* I he down now, to ease my head Say, with my 
grateful regard, that you left me so, or I would have come ’ 

‘Well, It an’t very polite though. Little Mother,’ said the 
stanng Maggy, ‘to turn your face away, neither!’ 

Maggy was very susceptible to personal slights, and very in- 
genious in inventing them ‘Putting both your hands afore your 
face too!’ she went on ‘If you can’t bear the looks of a poor 
thing, It would be better to tell her so at once, and not go and 
shut her out like that, hurting her feehngs and breakmg her heart 
at ten year old, poor thing' ’ 

‘It’s to ease my head, Maggy.’ 

‘Well, and if you cry to ease your head. Little Mother, let 
me cry too Don’t go and have all the crymg to yourself,’ expos- 
tulated Maggy, ‘that an’t not being greedy.’ And immediately 
began to blubber- 

It was with some difficulty that she could be induced to go back 
vuth tile excuse, but the promise of being told a story — of old her 
great deliglit — on condition that she concentrated her faculties 
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upon the errand and left her httle mistress to herself for an hour 
longer, combined with a misgiving on Maggy’s part that she had 
left her good temper at the bottom of the staircase, prevailed So 
away she went, rauttenng her message all the way to keep it in 
her mmd, and, at the appomted time, came back 

‘He was very sorry, I can tell you,’ she announced, ‘and 
wanted to send a doctor And he’s commg agam to-morrow he is, 
and I don’t think he’ll have a good sleep to-night along o’ hearing 
about your head, Litde Mother Oh my’ Ain’t you been a-ctymgl’ 
‘I think I have, a httle, Maggy.’ 

‘AhttlelOh’’ 

‘But It’s all over now — all over for good, Maggy. And my head 
IS much better and cooler, and I am qmte comfortable. I am very 
glad I did not go down ’ 

Her great staring child tenderly embraced her, and havmg 
smoothed her hair, and bathed her forehead and eyes with cold 
water (offices in which her awkward hands became skilful), hugged 
her agam, exulted m her bnghter looks, and stationed her in her 
chair by the wmdow Over against tins chair, Maggy, with apo- 
plectic exertions that were not at aU required, dragged the box 
which was her seat on story-telhng occasions, sat down upon it, 
hugged her own knees, and said, with a voraaous appetite for 
stones, and with widely-opened eyes 

‘Now, Little Mother, let’s have a good ’uni’ 

‘What shall it be about, Maggy 

‘Oh, let’s have a pnncess,’ said Maggy, ‘and let her be a reg’lar 
one Beyond all belief, you know!’ 

Litde Domt considered for a moment, and with a rather sad 
smile upon her face, which was flushed by the sunset, began 

‘Maggy, there was once upon a time a fine King, and he had 
everything he could wish for, and a great deal more He had gold 
and Sliver, diamonds and rubies, nches of every land He had 
palaces, and he had — ’ 

Hospitals,’ interposed Maggy, still nursmg her knees ‘Let 
him have hospitals, because they’re so comfortable. Hospitals widi 
lots of Chicking ’ 

Yes, he had plenty of them, and he had plenty of everything ’ 

Plenty of baked potatoes, for instance?’ said Maggy. 

‘Plenty of everything ’ 
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*Lor** chuckled Maggy, gmng her knees a hug. ‘Wasn’t it 
pnme^ ’ 

‘This King had a daughter, who w'as the wisest and most beauti- 
ful Pnncess that ever was seen. ^Tien she was a cluid she under- 
stood all her lessons before her masters taught them to her, and when 
she was grown up, she was the wonder of the v/orld Now, near 
the Palace where this Pnncess lived, there was a cottage in which 
there was a poor little tiny woman, who lived all alone by herself ’ 
‘An old woman,’ said Maggy, with an unctuous smack of her bps 
. ‘No, not an old woman Qmte a young one ’ 

*I wonder she wam’t afraid,’ said Maggy ‘Go on, please ’ 

‘The Pnncess passed the cottage nearly every day, and when- 
ever she went by in her beautiful carnage, she saw the poor any 
woman spirming at her wheel, and she looked at the any woman, 
and the any woman looked at her. So, one day she stopped the 
coachman a httle way from the cottage, and got out and walked 
on and peeped in at the door, and there, as usual, was the any 
woman spinmng at her wheel, and she looked at the Pnncess, and 
the Pnncess looked at her ’ 

‘Like trymg to stare one another out,’ said Maggy ‘Please go 
on, Little Mother ’ 

‘The Pnncess was such a wonderful Pnncess that she had the 
power of knowmg secrets, and she said to the any woman. Why 
do you keep it there ^ This showed her directly that the Pnncess 
knew why she lived all alone by herself spuming at her wheel, and 
she kneeled down at the Pnncess’s feet, and asked her never to 
betray her So the Pnncess said, I never will betray you Let me 
see It. So the any woman closed the shutter of the cottage wmdow 
and fastened the door, and tremblmg from head to foot for fear 
that any one should suspect her, opened a very secret place and 
showed the Pnncess a shadow ’ 

‘Lori’ said Maggy. 

It was the shadow of Some one who had gone by long before 
of Some one who had gone on far away qmte out of reach, never, 
never to come back It was bnght to "look at, and when the any 
woman showed it to the Pnncess, she was proud of it with all her 
heart, as a great, great treasure. ''^Taen the Pnncess had considered 
It a htde while, she said to the any woman, And you keep tvatch 
over this every day And she cast down her eyes, and whispered. 
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Yes Then the Pnncess said, Remind me why. To which the other 
rephed, that no one so good and kind had ever passed that way, 
and that was why in the beginning. She said, too, that nobody 
missed it, that nobody was Ae worse for it, that Some one had 
gone on to those who were expecting him—’ 

‘Some one was a man then?’ interposed Maggy. 

Litde Domt timidly said Yes, she beheved so; and resumed* 
Had gone on to those who were expecting him, and that 
this remembrance was stolen or kept back from nobody. The 
Pnncess made answer. Ah' But when the cottager died it would 
be discovered there. The tmy woman told her No; when that time 
came, it would sink quiedy into her own grave, and would never 
be found ’ 

‘Well, to be sure!’ said Maggy. ‘Go on, please.’ 

‘The Pnncess was very much astomshed to hear this, as you 
may suppose, Maggy ’ 

(‘And well she might be,’ said Maggy.) 

‘So she resolved to watch the tmy woman, and see what came 
of It. Every day she drove m her beautiful carnage by the cottage- 
door, and there she saw the tiny woman always alone by herself 
spuming at her wheel, and she looked at the tmy woman, and the 
tmy woman looked at her. At last one day the wheel was soU, and 
the uny woman was not to be seen When the Pnncess made 
inqmnes why the wheel had stopped, and where tlie tiny woman 
was, she was informed that the wheel had stopped because there 
was nobody to turn it, the tmy woman being dead ’ 

(‘They ought to have took her to the Hospital,’ said Maggy^ 
‘and then she’d have got over it.’) 

‘The Pnncess, after crying a very little for the loss of the tiny 
woman, dned her eyes and got out of her carriage at the place 
where she had stopped it before, and went to the cottage and peeped 
m at the door. There was nobody to look at her now, and nobody 
for her to look at, so she went in at once to search for tlie trea- 
sured shadow. But there was no sign of it to be found anywhere; 
and then she knew that the tiny woman had told her tlie truth, 
and that it would never give anybody any trouble, and that it 
had sunk quietly into her own grave, and that she and it were at 
rest Togetlier. 

‘That’s all, Maggy.’ 
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The sunset flush was so bnght on Little Domt’s face when she 
came thus to tlie end of her storj'-, tliat she interposed her hand 
to shade it 

‘Had she got to be old^’ Maggy asked 

‘ The tiny woman ^ ’ 

‘Ah'’ 

‘I don’t know/ said Little DomL ‘But it would have been 
]ust the same if she had been ever so old ’ 

‘Would It raly' ’ said Maggy. ‘Well, I suppose it would tliough.’ 
And sat staring and rummaung 

She sat so long with, her eyes wide open, that at length Litde 
Domt, to entice her from her box, rose and looked out of window 
As she glanced down into tlie yard, she saw Pancks come m and 
leer up with the comer of his eye as he went by 

‘Who’s he. Little Mother^’ said Maggy. She had pmed her at 
the window and was leamng on her shoulder. ‘I see him come in 
and out often ’ 

‘I have heard hum called a fortune-teller,’ said Little Domt 
‘But I doubt if he could tell many people even their past or present 
fortunes’ 

‘Couldn’t have told the Pnncess hers?’ said Maggy 

Little Domt, looking musingly down mto the dark valley of the 
pnson, shook her head 

‘Nor die tmy woman hers^’ said Maggy. 

‘No,’ said Litde Domt, with the sunset very bnght upon her. 

But let us come away from the wmdow ’ 


CHAPTER 25 
Conspirators and Others 

The pnvate residence of Mr Pancks was in PentonviUe,^ where he 
lodged on the second-floor of a professional gendeman in an ex- 
tremely small way, who had an inner-door withm the street door, 
poised on a spnng and startmg open with a click like a trap, and 
tvho wrote up in the fan-light, Rugg, General Agent, 
Accountant, Debts Recovered 
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This scroll, majestic in its severe simpliaty, illuminated a little 
slip of front garden abutting on the thirsty high-road, where a few 
of the dustiest of leaves hung their dismal heads and led a bfe of 
choking A professor of wnting occupied the first-floor, and en- 
livened the garden railmgs with glass-cases contaimng choice 
examples of what his pupils had been before six lessons and while 
the whole of his young fkmily shook the table, and v/hat had 
become after six lessons when the young family was imder restraint. 
The tenancy of Mr Pancks v/as limited to one airy bedroom, he 
covenanting and agreeing with Mr Rugg his landlord, that in 
consideration of a certain scale of payments accurately defined, 
and on certain verbal notice duly given, he should be at liberty to 
elect to share the Sunday breakfast, dmner, tea, or supper, or each 
or any or all of those repasts or meals of Mr and Miss Rugg (his 
daughter) in the back-parlour. 

Miss Rugg was a lady of a httle property which she had acquired, 
together with much distinction m the neighbourhood, by having 
her heart severely lacerated and her feehngs mangled by a middle- 
aged baker resident in the vicimty, against whom she had, by the 
agency of Mr Rugg, found it necessary to proceed at law to recover 
damages for a breach of promise of marnage. The baker having 
been, by the counsel for MiSs Rugg, withenngly denounced on 
that occasion up to the full amount of twenty guineas, at the rate of 
about eighteen-pence an epithet, and having been cast in corre- 
spondmg damages, still suffered occasional persecution from the 
youth of PentonviUe. But Miss Rugg, environed by the majesty of 
the law, and having her damages invested in the pubhc securities, 
was regarded with consideration 

In the soaety of Mr Rugg, who had a round white visage, as if 
all his blushes had been drawn out of him long ago, and who had 
a ragged yellow head like a worn-out hearth broom, and m the 
soaety of Miss Rugg, who had httle nankeen spots, hke shirt 
buttons, all over her face, and whose own yellow tresses were 
rather scrubby than luxuriant, Mr Pancks had usually dined on 
Sundays for some few years, and had twice a week, or so, enjoyed 
an evening collation of bread, Dutch cheese, and porter Mr Pancks 
was one of the very few marriageable men for whom Miss Rugg 
had no terrors, the argument -with which he reassured himself being 
twofold, that IS to say, firstly, *that it wouldn’t do twice,’ and 
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secondly, ‘that he wasn’t worth it.’ Fortified within this double 
armour, Mr Pancks snorted at Miss Rugg on easy terms 

Up to this time, Mr Pancks had transacted httle or no busmess 
at his quarters m Pentonville, except in the sleepmg line, but now 
that he had become a fortune-teller, he was often closeted after 
midmght with Mr Rugg in his httle front-parlour office, and even 
after those untimely hours, burnt tallow m his bed-room Though 
his duties as his propnetor’s grubber were m no wise lessened, and 
though that service bore no greater resemblance to a bed of roses 
than was to be discovered m its many thorns, some new branch 
of mdustry made a constant demand upon him When he cast off 
the Patnarch at mght, it was only to take an anonymous craft in 
tow, and labour away afresh m other waters 

The advance from a personal acquamtance with the elder Mr 
Chivery to an mtroduction to his amiable wife and disconsolate 
son, may have been easy, but easy or not, Mr Pancks soon made 
It He nestled in the bosom of the tobacco busmess withm a week 
or two after his first appearance m the College, and particularly 
addressed himself to the cultivation of a good understandmg with 
Yoimg John In this endeavour he so prospered as to lure that 
pinmg shepherd forth from the groves, and tempt him to undertake 
mystenous missions, on which he began to disappear at uncertain 
intervals for as long a space as two or three da)^ together The 
prudent Mrs Chivery, who wondered greatly at this change, would 
have protested agamst it as detrimental to the Highland t3rpification 
on the doorpost but for two forcible reasons, one, that her John 
was roused to take strong interest m the business which these starts 
were supposed to advance — and this she held to be good for his 
drooping spirits, tire other, that Mr Pancks confidentially agreed 
to pay her, for die occupation of her son’s time, at the handsome 
rate of seven and sixpence per day. The proposal onginated with 
himself, and was couched in die pithy terms, ‘If your Jolui is weak 
enough, ma’am, not to take it, that is no reason why you should be, 
don’t you see*’ So, qmte between ourselves, ma’am, busmess being 
business, here it isl’ 

What Mr Cluvery drought of these dungs, or how much or how 
hide he knew about them, was never gadiered from himself It has 
been already remarked diat he was a man of few words, and it may 
be here observed that he had imbibed a professional habit of locking 
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everything up He locked lumself up as carefully as he locked up 
the Marshalsea debtors Even his custom of bolting his meals may 
have been a part of an uniform whole; but there is no question, tliat, 
as to all other purposes, he kept his mouth as he kept the Marshalsea 
door. He never opened it without occasion When it was necessary 
to let anything out, he opened it a little way, held it open just as 
long as sufficed for the purpose, and locked it again Even as he 
would be sparing of his trouble at the Marshalsea door, and would 
keep a visitor who wanted to go out, waiting for a few moments if 
he saw another visitor coming down the yard, so that one turn of 
the key should suffice for both, similarly he would often reserve a 
remark if he perceived another on its way to his lips, and would 
deliver himself of the two together. As to any key to his inner 
knowledge being to be found m his face, the Marshalsea key was as 
legible as an mdex to the mdividual characters and histones upon 
which It was turned. 

That Mr Pancks should be moved to mvite any one to dinner at 
Pentonville, was an unprecedented fact m his calendar. But he in- 
vited Young John to dinner, and even brought him within range of 
the dangerous (because expensive) fascmanons of Miss Rugg TJie 
banquet was appointed for a Sunday, and Miss Rugg with her own 
hands stuffed a leg of mutton witli oysters on the occasion, and sent 
It to the baker’s — not the baker’s but an opposition establishment 
Provision of oranges, apples, and nuts was also made And rum 
was brought home by Mr Pancks on Saturday mght, to gladden 
the visitor’s heart. 

The store of creature comforts was not the chief part of th® 
visitor’s reception Its special feature was a foregone fkmily con- 
fidence and sympathy. When Young John appeared at half-past 
one without the ivory hand and waistcoat of golden spngs, the sun 
shorn of his beams by disastrous clouds, Mr Pancks presented him 
to the yellow-haired Ruggs as the young man he had so often 
mentioned who loved Miss Dornt 

T am glad,’ said Mr Rugg, challenging him specially m that 
character, ‘to have the distinguished gratification of makmg your 
acquamtance, sir Your feehngs do you honour You are young, 
may you never oudive your feelings’ If I was to outlive my own 
feelings, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, who was a man of many words, and 
was considered to possess a remarkably good address, ‘if I was to 
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outlive my own feekngs, I’d leave fifty pound in my will to the 
man who would put me out of existence.’ 

Miss Rugg heaved a sigh 

‘My daughter, sir,’ said Mr Rugg ‘Anastatia, you are no stranger 
to the state of this young man’s affections My daughter has had 
her trials, sir’ — Mr Rugg might have used the word more pomtedly 
m the singular number — ‘and she can feel for you ’ 

Young John, almost overwhelmed by the touchmg nature of this 
greeting, professed himself to that effect 

‘What I envy you, sir, is,’ said Mr Rugg, ‘allow me to take your 
hat — we are rather short of pegs — I’ll put it in the comer, nobody 
will tread on it there — What I envy you, sir, is the luxury of your 
own feelmgs I belong to a profession m which that luxury is some- 
times demed us ’ 

Young John rephed, with acknowledgments, that he only hoped 
he did what was nght, and what showed how entirely he was 
devoted to Miss Domt. He wished to be imselfish, and he hoped 
he was He wished to do anything as laid m his power to 
serve Miss Domt, altogether puttmg himself out of sight, and he 
hoped he did. It -was but httle that he could do, but he hoped he 
did It. 

‘Sir,’ said Mr Rugg, takmg him by the hand, ‘you are a young 
man that it does one good to come across You are a young man 
that I should like to put m the witness-box, to humamse the minds 
of the legal profession. I hope you have brought your appetite with 
you, and intend to play a good kmfe and fork^’ 

‘Thank you, sir,’ returned Young John, ‘I don’t eat much at 
present.’ 

Mr Rugg drew him a httle apart ‘My daughter’s case, sir,’ said 
he, ‘at the time when, in vindication of her outraged feehngs and 
her sex, she became the plamtiff in Rugg and Bawkins I suppose 
I could have put it in evidence, Mr Chivery, if I had thou^t it 
worth my while, that the amount of sohd sustenance my daughter 
consumed at that period did not exceed ten ounces per week.’ 

I think I go a httle beyond that, sir,’ returned the otlier, hesi- 
^ tf he confessed it with some shame. 

But in your case there’s no fiend m human form,’ said Mr Rugg, 
With argumentative smile and action of hand. ‘Observe, Mr 
Chiveryl No fiend m human form!’ 
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‘No, sir, certainly,’ Young John added with simplicity, ‘I should 
be very sorry if there was ’ 

‘The sentiment,’ said Mr Rugg, ‘is what I should have expected 
from your known pnnciples. It would affect my daughter gready, 
sir, if she heard iti As I perceive the mutton, I am glad she didn t 
hear it. Mr Pancks, on ^s occasion, pray face me. My dear, face 
Mr Chivery. For what we are going to receive, may we (and Miss 
Domt) be truly thankful’’ 

But for a grave waggishness in Mr Rugg’s manner of dehvering 
this introduction to the feast, it might have appeared that Miss 
Domt v/as expected to be one of the company. Pancks recognised 
the sally in his usual way, and took in his provender in his usual 
v/ay. Miss Rugg, perhaps making up some of her arrears, likewise 
took very kindly to the mutton, and it rapidly diminished to the 
bone A bread-and-butter pudding entirely disappeared, and a 
considerable amount of cheese and radishes vanished by the same 
means Then came the dessert. 

Then also, and before the broaching of the rum and water, came 
Mr Pancks’s note-book. The ensuing business proceedings were 
bnef but curious, and rather in the nature of a conspiracy. Mr 
Pancks looked over his note-book, which was now getting ftdlj 
studiously; and picked out little extracts, which he wrote on separ- 
ate shps of paper on the table; Mr Rugg, in the meanwhile, lookmg 
at him v/ith close attention, and Yoimg John losmg his uncollected 
eye in mists of meditation When Mr Pancks, who supported the 
character of chief conspirator, had completed his extracts, he looked 
them over, corrected them, put up his note-book, and held them 
hke a hand at cards. 

‘Now, there’s a churchyard in Bedfordshire,’ said Pancks ‘Who 
takes it^’ 

‘Fll take it, sir,’ returned Mr Rugg, ‘if no one bids.’ 

Mh Pancks dealt him his card, and looked at his hand again. ^ 

‘Nov/, there’s an Enquiry m York,’ said Pancks ‘Who takes it^ 

‘I’m not good for York,’ said Mr Rugg. 

‘Then perhaps,’ pursued Pancks, ‘you’ll be so obligmg, John 
Chivery^’ Young John assenting, Pancks dealt him his card, and 
consulted^ his hand again. 

‘ There’s a Church in London, I may as well take diat. And a 
Family Bible, I may as well take that, too. That’s two to me. Two 
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to me,’ repeated Pancks, breathing hard over his cards 'Here’s a 
Clerk at Durham for you, John, and an old seafaring gentleman at 
Dunstable for you, Mr Rugg. Two to me, "u^s it? Yes, two to me 
Here’s a Stone, tlirce to me And a Still-bom Baby, four to me 
And all, for die present, told ’ 

'When he had thus disposed of liis cards, all being done very 
quiedy and in a suppressed tone, Mr Pancks puffed lus way into 
his own breast-pocket and tugged out a can\'as bag, from wduch, 
wnth a spanng hand, he told forth money for travelling expenses in 
two litde portions ‘ Cash goes out fast,’ he said anxiously, as he 
pushed a portion to each of his male companions, ‘very fast ’ 

‘I can only assure you, Mr Pancks,’ said Young John, ‘that I 
deeply regret my circumstances being such diat I can’t afford to 
pay my own charges, or diat it’s not advisable to allow me the time 
necessary for my doing die distances on foot, because nothing 
would give me greater satisfaction than to walk myself off my legs 
■without fee or reward ’ 

This young man’s dismterestedness appeared so very ludicrous 
m the eyes of Miss Rugg, diat she was obliged to effect a preapitate 
retirement from the company, and to sit upon die stairs until she 
had had her laugh out Meanwhile Mr Pancks, looking, not wuth- 
out some pity, at Young John, slowly and thoughtfully twisted up 
his canvas bag as if he were wnngmg its neck. The lady, retummg 
as he restored it to his pocket, mixed rum and water for the party, 
not forgetting her fair self, and handed to every one lus glass When 
all were supphed, Mr Rugg rose, and silendy holdmg out lus glass 
at arm’s length above the centre of the table, by that gesture invited 
the other three to add theirs, and to unite in a general conspiratonal 
clink. The ceremony vras effective up to a certain pomt, and would 
have been wholly so throughout, if Miss Rugg, as she raised her 
glass to her hps m completion of it, had not happened to look at 
Young John, when she vras agam so overcome by the contemptible 
conucahty of his dismterestedness as to splutter some ambrosial 
drops of rum and water around, and withdraw in confusion 
Such was the dinner without precedent, given by Pancks at 
Pentonville, and such wras the busy and strange hfe Pancks led 
The only w^aking moments at which he appeared to relax from lus 
cares, and to recreate himself by gomg anywhere or saymg anythmg 
without a pervadmg object, were when he showed a dawmmg 
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interest m the lame foreigner with the sock, down Bleeding Heart 
Yard 

The foreigner, by name John Bapost Cavalletto - they called 
him Mr Baptist in the Yard — was such a chirping, easy, hopeftil 
little fellow, that his attraction for Pancks was probably in the force 
of contrast Sohtary, wealc, and scantily acquainted with the most 
necessary words of the only language in which he could communi- 
cate with the people about him, he went with the stream of his 
fortunes, in a brisk way that was new in those parts. With httle to 
eat, and less to dnnk, and notlung to wear but what he wore upon 
him, or had brought oed up in one of the smallest bundles that ever 
were seen, he put as bnght a face upon it as if he were in the most 
hounshing arcumstances when he first hobbled up and down the 
Ysrdj humbly propitiating the general good-will with his white teeth 

It was uphill work for a foreigner, lame or sound, to make his 
way with the Bleeding Hearts In tlie first place, they were vaguely 
persuaded that every foreigner had a knife about him, in the second, 
they held it to be a sound constmidonal national axiom that he 
ought to go home to his own country. They never thought of 
inqtnring how many of their own countrymen would be returned 
upon their hands from divers parts of the world, if the pnncipk 
were generally recogmsedj they considered it particularly and 
pecuharly British. In the third place, they had a notion that it tvss 
a sort of Divme visitation upon a foreigner that he was not an 
Enghshman, and that all kinds of calamities happened to his country 
because it did things that England did not, and did not do things 
that England did. In this behef, to be sure, they had long been 
carefully trained by the Barnacles and Saltstalkings, who were 
always proclaiming to them, officially, that no country which fadod 
to submit Itself to those two large families could possibly hope to 
be under the protection of Providence; and who, when they be- 
lieved It, disparaged them m private as the most prejudiced peopk 
under the sun 

This, therefore, might be called a pohucal position of the 
Bleedmg Hearts, but they entertained other objections to having 
foreigners in the Yard They beheved that foreigners were always 
badly off, and though they were as lU off themselves as they could 
desire to be, that did not diminish the force of the objection They 
believed that foreigners were dragooned and bayoneted; and though 
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they certainly got tlieir own skulls promptly fractured if they 
showed any ill-humour, still it was with a blunt mstrument, and 
that didn’t count They believed that foreigners were always im- 
moral, and though they had an occasional assize at home, and now 
and then a divorce case or so, that had nothmg to do with it. Tliey 
believed that foreigners had no mdependent spint, as never bemg 
escorted to the poll m droves by Lord Decimus Tite Barnacle, with 
colours flying and the tune of Rule Bntanma plajring. Not to be 
-tedious, they had many other beliefs of a similar kind 

Agamst these obstacles, the lame foreigner with tlie stick had to 
make head as well as he could; not absolutely single-handed, be- 
cause Mr Arthur Clennam had recommended him to the Plomishes 
(he lived at the top of the same house), but still at heavy odds 
However, the Bleedmg Hearts were kind hearts, and when they 
saw the htde fellow cheenly hmpmg about with a good-humoured 
face, domg no harm, drawng no knives, committing no out- 
rageous immoraliues, hving chiefly on farmaceous and milk diet, 
and playmg with Mrs Plomish’s children of an evemng, they began 
to think that although he could never hope to be an Enghshman, 
still It would be hard to visit that affliction on Ins head They began 
to accommodate themselves to his level, calhng him ‘Mr Baptist,’ 
but treating him like a baby, and laughmg immoderately at his 
hvely gestures and his childish Enghsh — more, because he didn’t 
mind It, and laughed too They spoke to him in very loud voices 
as if he were stone deaf They constructed sentences, by way of 
teaching him the language in its punty, such as were addressed by 
the savages to Captain Cook, or by Fnday to Robmson Crusoe 
Mrs Plomish was particularly ingemous m this art, and attamed so 
much celebnty for saymg ‘ Me ope you leg well soon,’ that it was 
considered in the Yard but a very short remove mdeed from speak- 
mg Italian Even Mrs Plomish herself began to think that she had 
a natural call towards that language. As he became more popular, 
household objects were brought into reqmsiuon for lus mstmction 
in a copious vocabulary, and whenever he appeared in the Yard 
ladles would fly out at then doors crying “Mr Baptist — tea-potl ’ 
Mr Baptist— dust-pan!’ ‘Mr Baptist— flour-dredger'’ ‘Mr Baptist— 
coffee-biggin'’^ At the same time exlubiting those articles, and 
penetrating him with a sense of the appalling difficulties of the 
Anglo-Saxon tongue. 
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It was in this stage of his progress, and in about the third week 
of his occupation, that Mr Pancks’s fancy became attracted by the 
little man. Mounting to his attic, attended by Mrs Plomish as 
interpreter, he found Mr Baptist with no furniture but his bed on 
the ground, a table, and a chair, carving with the aid of a few 
simple tools, in the blithest way possible 

‘Now, old chap,’ said Mr Pancks, ‘pay up*’ 

He had his money ready, folded in a scrap of paper, and laugh- 
mgly handed it in, then with a free action, threw out as many fingers 
of his nght hand as there were shilhngs, and made a cut crosswise 
in the air for an odd sixpence. 

‘Ohr said Mr Pancks, watching him, wondenngly. ‘Thats it, 

IS it.^ You’re a quick customer It’s all nght. I didn’t expect to 
receive it, though.’ 

Mrs Plormsh here interposed "with great condescension, and ex- 
plamed to Mr Baptist ‘E please E glad get money ’ 

The little man smiled and nodded His bnght face seemed un- 
commonly attractive to Mr Pancks ‘How’s he getting on in his 
lirab^’ he asked Mrs Plomish 

‘Oh, he’s a deal better, sir,’ said Mrs Plomish ‘We expect next 
week he’ll be able to leave off his sock enurely.’ (The opportunity 
being too favourable to be lost, Mrs Plormsh displayed her great 
accomphshment by explaimng with pardonable pnde to Mr Baptist, 

‘E ope you leg well soon ’) 

‘He’s a merry fellow, too,’ said Mr Pancks, adrainng him as n ^ 
he were a mechanical toy. ‘How does he live.^’ 

‘Why, sir,’ rejoined Mrs Plomish, lie turns out to have quite a 
power of carving them flowers that you see him at now’ I 

Baptist, watching their faces as they spoke, held up his work. Mrs , 
Plomish interpreted in her Italian manner, on behalf of Mr Pancks, 

‘E please Double good*’) 

Can he live by that?’ asked Mr Pa'ncks 

He can hve on very httle, sir, and it is expected as he will be 
able, in time, to make a very good hving Mr Clennam got it Itrui 
to do, and gives him odd jobs besides in at the Works next door- 
makes ’em for him, m short, when he knows he wants ’em ’ 

And what does he do with himself, now, when he ain’t hard at 
it^’ said Mr Pancks 

‘ Wliy, not much as yet, sir, on accounts I suppose of not being J 
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able to walk much, but he goes about the Yard, and he chats with- 
out particular understandmg or being understood, and he plays 
with the children, and he sits in the sun — he’ll sit down anywhere, 
as if It was an arm-chair — and he’ll smg, and he’ll laughl’ 

‘Laugh!’ echoed Mr Pancks ‘He looks to me as if every tooth 
m his head was always laughmg ’ 

‘But whenever he gets to the top of the steps at t’other end of 
the Yard,’ said Mrs Plomish, ‘he’ll peep out m the cunousest way! 
So that some of us thinks he’s peepmg out towards where his own 
cbuntry is, and some of us thinks he’s lookmg for somebody he 
don’t want to see, and some of us don’t know what to think.’ 

Mr Baptist seemed to have a general understandmg of what 
she said, or perhaps his qmc^ess caught and applied her shght 
action of peepmg In any case he closed his eyes and tossed his 
head with the air of a man who had suffiaent reasons for what he 
did, and said m his own tongue, it didn’t matter Altrol 
‘What’s Altro^’ said Pancks 

‘Hem! It’s a sort of a general kind of expression, sir,’ said Mrs 
Plormsh 

‘Is It''’ said P^cks ‘Why, then Altro to you, old chap Good 
afternoon Altro'* 

Mr Baptist m his vivacious way repeating the word several 
times, Mr Pancks m his duller way gave it him back once. From 
that time it became a frequent custom with Pancks the gipsy, as he 
went home jaded at mght, to pass round by Bleedmg Heart Yard, 
go qmetly up the stans, look m at Mr Baptist’s door, and, findmg 
bun m his room, to say, ‘Hallo, old chap! Altro'* To which Mr 
Baptist would reply with mnumerable bnght nods and smiles, 
Altro, signore, altro, altro, altro'* After this highly condensed 
conversation, Mr Pancks would go his way with an appearance of 
being lightened and refreshed 
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CHAPTER 26 


Nobody s State of Mind 


If Arthur Clennam had not arrived at that wise deasion fi y ^ 
restrain himself from loving Pet, he would have lived on in a sta 
of much perplexity, involving difficult struggles with his own 1 
Not the least of these would have been a contention, always wagm 
v/ithin It, between a tendency to dislike Mr Henry Gowan, 1 
to regard him v/ith posmve repugnance, and a whisper at 
inclination v/as unworthy A generous nature is not prone to 
aversions, and is slow to admit them even dispassionate y, nt w 
It finds ill-v/ill gaming upon it, and can discern betw^n-w 
that Its origin is not dispassionate, such a nature becomes , 

Therefore Mr Henry Gowan would have clouded Clennam^ 
mind, and would have been far oftener present to it than 
agreeable persons and subjects but for the great pruden^ o 
decision aforesaid. As it was, Mr Gowan seemed trans erre 
Daniel Doyce’s mind; at all events, it so happened that 
- fell to Mr Doyce’s turn, rather than to Clennara’s, to speak o 
in the fnendly conversations they held together. These were 0^ 
frequent occurrence now; as the two partners shared a portion 
a roomy house m one of the grave old-fashioned City streets, 
not far from the Bank of England, by London Wall.^ 

Mr Doyce had been to Twickenham to pass the day. C 
had excus^ himself. Mr Doyce was just come home. He putm 
head at the door of Clennam’s sitting-room to say Good mgnt- 


‘Come in, come ml’ said Clennam. ^ ^ 

‘I saw you were reading,’ returned Doyce, as he entere , ^ 
thought you might not care to be disturbed.’ . 

But for the notable resolution iie had made, Clennam ^ 
might not have known what he had been readmg, really mi^t no 
have had his eyes upon the book for an hour past, thoug 
open before him He shut it up, rather quickly 


‘Are they welH’ he asked 

‘Yes,’ said Doyce, ‘they are well They are all well.’ 

Daniel had an old workmanlike habit of carrying his pocket 
handkerchief m his hat. He took it out and wiped his forehea 
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"witli It, slowly repeating, ‘Tliey are all well Miss Minnie looking 
particularly W'ell, I thought ’ 

‘Any company at tlie cottage^’ 

‘No, no company.’ 

‘And how did you get on, you four^’ asked Clennam gaily 
‘Tliere were five of us,’ returned lus partner ‘Tliere was What s- 
his-name He was tliere.’ 

‘Who is he^’ said Clennam 
‘Ivlr Henry Gowan ’ 

‘Ah, to be sure'’ cned Clennam with unusual vivacity, ‘Yes' - 
I forgot him ’ 

‘As I mentioned, you may remember,’ said Daniel Doyce, ‘he 
IS always there on Sunday ’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ returned Clennam, ‘I remember now ’ 

Daniel Doyce, still wiping his forehead, ploddingly repeated. 
‘Yes He was there, he was tliere Oh yes, he was there And his 
dog He was diere too ’ 

‘Miss Meagles is quite attached to — tlie - dog,’ observed 
Clennam 

‘ Quite so,’ assented his partner ‘More attached to the dog than 
I am to the man ’ 

‘You mean Mr- 

‘I mean Mr Gowan, most decidedly,’ said Daniel Doyce 
There was a gap in the conversauon, which Clennam devoted 
to winding up his watch 

‘Perhaps you are a little hasty m your judgment,’ he said ‘ Our 
judgments — I am supposmg a general case — ’ 

‘Of course,’ said Doyce 

‘Are so liable to be influenced by many considerations, which, 
almost without our knowing it, are unfair, that it is necessary to 
keep a guard upon them For instance, Mr — ’ 

‘Gowan,’ qmedy said Doyce, upon whom the utterance of the 
name almost always devolved 

‘Is young and handsome, easy and qmck, has talent, and has 
seen a good deal of vanous kinds of hfe It might be difiicult to 
give an unselfish reason for bemg prepossessed against him ’ 

‘Not diflicult for me, I think, Clennam,’ returned his partner. 
‘I see him bnnging present anxiety, and, I fear, future sorrow, into 
ray old friend’s house. I see him wearing deeper hnes into my old 
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fnend’s face, the nearer he draws to, and the oftener he looks at, 
the face of his daughter In short, I see him with a net about the 
pretty and affectionate creature whom he will never make happy- 
‘We don’t know,’ said Clennam, almost in the tone of a man in 
pam, ‘that he will not make her happy.’ 

‘We don’t know,* returned his partner, ‘that the earth will last 
another hundred years, but we think it highly probable 

‘Well, welh’ said Clennam, ‘we must be hopeful, and we must 
at least try to be, if not generous (which, in this case, we have no 
opportumty of being), just. We will not disparage this gentleman, 
because he is successful in his addresses to the beautiful object 0 
his ambition, and we will not question her natural right to bestow 
her love on one whom she finds worthy of it.’ 

‘Maybe, my friend,’ said Doyce ‘Maybe also, that she is too 
young and petted, too confidmg and mexpenenced, to discriminate 
well.’ 

‘That,’ said Clennam, ‘would be far beyond our power 0 
correction ’ , 

Darnel Doyce shook his head gravely, and rejomed, ‘I fear so 
‘Therefore, in a word,’ said Clennam, ‘we should make up our 
minds that it is not worthy of us to say any ill of Mr Gowan. ^ 
would be a poor dung to gratify a prejudice against him. An 
resolve, for my part, not to depreaate him.’ 

‘I am not qiute so sure of myself, and therefore I reserve my 
pnvilege of objecting to him,’ returned the other. ‘But, if I ^m 
not sure of myself, I am sure of you, Clennam, and I know what^ 
upnght man you are, and how much to be respected Good mgub 
my fnend and partner'’ He shook his hand in saying this, as i 
there had been something senous at the bottom of their conversa 
tion; and they separated 

By this time they had visited the family on several occasions, 
and had alv/ays observed that even a passmg allusion to Mr Hcniy 
Gowan when he was not among them, brought back the clou 
which had obscured Mr Meagles’s sunshine on the morning of tnc 
chance encounter at the Ferry. If Clennam had ever adrmtted die 
forbidden passion into his breast, this penod miglit have been a 
penod of real tnal, under the actual circumstances, doubtless it w'as 
nothing — nothing. 

Equally, if his heart had given entertainment to that prohibited 
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guest, his silent fighting of his way through tlie mental condition 
of this period might have been a little mcntonous In the constant 
effort not to be betraj-cd into a new' phase of tlie besetting sin of 
liis expenence, tlie pursuit of selfish objects by low' and small means, 
and to hold instead to some high pnnciple of honour and generosity, 
there might have been a little ment. In the resolution not even to 
avoid Mr Meagles’s house, lest, in the selfish spanng of lumself, he 
should bring any slight distress upon the daughter through making 
her the cause of an estrangement wluch he believed the fatlier would 
regret, there might have been a little merit. In the modest trutlifijl- 
ness of al-ways keeping in view' the greater equality of Mr Gowan's 
years and the greater attractions of his person and manner, there 
might have been a little ment In doing all this and much more, in 
a perfectly unaffected way and with a manful and composed con- 
stancy, while the pain within him (peculiar as his life and history) 
was very sharp, tliere might have been some quiet strengtli of 
character. But, after the resolution he had made, of course he could 
have no such ments as these, and such a state of mind w'as nobody’p 
- nobody’s 

Mr Gowran made it no concern of his whether it was nobody’? 
or somebody’s He preserved his perfect serenity of manner on all 
occasions, as if the possibility of Clennam’s presuming to have 
debated the great question were too distant and ndiculous to be 
imagmed He had alwrays an affability to bestow on Clennara and 
an ease to treat him wnth, which rmght of itself (m the suppositi- 
tious case of his not having taken that sagacious course) have been 
a very uncomfortable element in his state of imnd. 

‘I qmte regret you were not ■with us yesterday,’ said Mr Henry 
Go'wan, calling on Clermam the next raommg ‘We had an agree- 
able day up the nver tliere.’ ~ 

So he had heard, Arthur said 

‘From your partner^’ returned Henry Gowan ‘What a dear old 
fellow he is' ’ 

‘I have a great regard for him ’ 

‘By Jove, he is the finest creaturel’ said Gowan ‘So fresh, so 
green, trusts in such wonderful'thingsr 

Here was one of the many httle rough points that had a tendency 
to grate on Clennam’s hearing He put it aside by merely repeating 
that he had a high regard for Mr Doyce. 
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‘He is chamungl To see him moomng along to that tune of life, 
laying down nothmg by the way and picking up nothing by the 
way, IS delightful It warms a man So unspoilt, so simple, such a 
good soul! Upon my life Mr Clennam, one feels desperately 
worldly and wicked in companson wnth such an innocent creature 
I speak for myself, let me add, without mcludmg you You are 
genume also ’ ^ 

‘ Thank you for the compliment,’ said Clennam, iU at ease, you 
are too, I hope?’’ 

‘So so,’ rejomed the other. ‘To be candid with you, toleraby 
I am not a great impostor. Buy one of my pictures, and I assure 
you, m confidence, it wnU not be worth the money. Buy one o 
another man’s — any great professor who beats me hollow - an 
the chances are that the more you give him, the more he 11 impose 
upon you They all do it.’ 

‘All pamters ^ ’ 

‘Painters, writers, patriots, all the rest who have stands in e 
market Give almost any man I know ten pounds, and he will im 
pose upon you to a corresponding extent, a thousand pounds - to 
a corresponding extent, ten thousand pounds — to a corresponding 
extent. So great the success, so great the imposition But what a 
capital world it is I’ cned Go wan with warm enthusiasm What a 
jolly, excellent, lovable world it is I’ 

‘I had rather thought,’ said Clennam, ‘that the pnnciple you 
mention was chiefly acted on by — ’ 

‘By the Barnacles^’ interrupted Gowan, laughing 
‘By the political gentlemen who condescend to keep tho 
cumlocution Office ’ 

‘Ah! Don’t he hard upon the Barnacles,’ said Gowan, laughing 
afresh, ‘they are darling fellows* Even poor htde Clarence, ^ 
bom idiot of the family, is the most agre^ble and most endearing 
blockhead* Ajid by Jupiter, with a kind of cleverness m him too 
that would astomsh you!’ 

‘It would Very much,’ said Clennam, dnly. 

‘And after all,’ cried Gowan, with tliat characteristic balancing 
of his which reduced everything in the wide world to the same 
light weight, ‘though I can’t deny that the Circumlocution Office 
may ultimately shipwreck everybody and everything, still, that 
will probably not be in our time — and it’s a school for gentlemen 
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‘Ifs a very dangerous, unsatisfactory, and expensive school to 
the people who pay to keep the pupils there, I am afraid,’ said 
Clennam, shaking his head 

‘Ahl You are a terrible fellow,’ returned Gowan, amly ‘I can 
understand how you have frightened that little donkey, Clarence, 
the most estimable of moon-calves (I really love him) nearly out 
of his wits But enough of him, and of aU the rest of them I want 
to present you to my mother, Mr Clennam. Pray do me the favour 
to give me the opportumty ’ 

In nobody’s state of mmd, there was nothmg Clennam would 
have desired less, or would have been more at a loss how to avoid. 

‘My mother lives in a most primitive manner down m that 
dreary red-bnck dungeon at Hampton Court,’ said Gowan ‘If you 
would make your own appointment, suggest your own day for 
permitting me to take you there to dmner, you would be bored and 
she would be charmed Really that’s the state of the case.’ 

What could Clennam say after this^ His retinng character m- 
cluded a great deal that was simple m the best sense, because un- 
practised and unused, and m Ms simphcity and modesty, he could 
only say that he was happy to place himself at Mr Gowan’s disposal 
Accordingly he said it, and the day was fixed And a dreaded day 
It Was on his part, and a very unwelcome day when it came and they 
went down to Hampton Court together. 

The venerable inhabitants of that venerable pile seemed, m those 
times, to be encamped there like a sort of civilised gipsies There 
was a temporary air about their estabhshments, as if they were 
going away the moment they could get anything better, there was 
also a dissatisfied air about themselves, as if they took it very ill 
that they had not already got somethmg much better Genteel 
blmds and makeshifts were more or less observable as soon as their 
doors were opened, screens not half high enough, wluch made 
dming-rooms out of arched passages, and warded off obscure 
comers where footboys slept at nights with then heads among the 
kmves and forks, curtams which called upon you to beheve that 
they didn’t hide anythmg, panes of glass which requested you not 
to see them, many objects of various forms, feigning to have no 
connection with their guilty secret, a bed, disguised traps m walls, 
which were clearly coal-cellars, affectations of no thoroughfares, 
which were evidendy doors to little kitchens Mental reservations 
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and artful mysteries grew out of these things Callers looking 
steadily mto the eyes of their receivers, pretended not to smell 
cookmg three feet off; people, confronting closets acadentally left 
open, pretended not to see bottles, visitors with their heads against 
a partition of thin canvas, and a page and a young female at higb 
words on the other side, made beheve to be sitting in a primeval 
silence There was no end to the small soaal accommodation-bills 
of this nature which the gipsies of gentility were constantly drawmg 
upon, and accepting for, one another. 

Some of these Bohemians^ were of an irritable temperament, as 
constantly soured and vexed by two mental trials the first, the 
consaousness that they had never got enough out of the public, 
the second, the consaousness that the public were admitted into 
the building. Under the latter great wrong, a few suffered drea - 
fully — particularly on Sundays, when they had for some time 
pected the earth to open and swallow the pubhc up, but wni 
desirable event had not yet occurred, in consequence of some 
reprehensible laxity in the arrangements of the Universe 

Mrs Gowan’s door was attended by a family servant of seve 
years’ standing, who had his own crow to pluck with the public 
concermng a situation in the Post-Office which he had been or _ 
some time expecting, and to which he was not yet appointed o 
perfealy knew that the pubhc could never have got him m, ou 
he gnrnly gratified himself with the idea that the public kept hi® 
out. Under the influence of this mjury (and perhaps of some li 
straitness and nregulanty m the matter of wages), he had grown 
neglectful of his person and morose in mind, and now beholdmg 
in Clennam one of the degraded body of his oppressors, receive 
him widi Ignominy 

Ivlrs Gowan, however, received hma wuth condescension, 
found her a courtly old lady, formerly a Beauty, and still sufficient y 
well-favoured to have dispensed with the powder on her nose an 
a certain impossible bloom under each eye She was a little lo ty 
with him, so v/as another old lady, dark-browed and high-nosed, 
and wdio must have had something real about her or she could not 
have existed, but it was certainly not her hair or her teeth or her 
figure or her complexion; so was a grey old gentleman of digninc 
and sullen appearance, both of whom had come to dinner. But, as 
die) had all been in the British Embassy way in sundiy parts of the 
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earth, and as a Bntish Embassy cannot better establish a character 
\\ath the Circumlocution Office tlian by treating its compatriots 
with illimitable contempt (else it would become like die Embassies 
of odier countries), Clennam felt iliat on the whole they let him 
off lightly 

The dignified old gentleman turned out to be Lord Lancaster 
Sultstalking, who had been maintained by die Circumlocution 
Office for many years as a representative of the Britannic Majesty 
abroad Tins noble Refrigerator had iced several European courts 
in his time, and had done it with such complete success that die 
very name of Englishman yet struck cold to the stomachs of 
foreigners who had the disnnguished honour of reraembenng him 
at a distance of a quarter of a century^ 

He was now in retirement, and hence (in a ponderous white 
cravat, hke a stiff snow-dnft) was so obliging as to shade die dmner 
There was a wffiisper of the pervading Bohemian character in die 
nomadic nature of the service and its cunous races of plates and 
dishes, but the noble Refngerator, mfinitely better than plate or 
porcelam, made it superb He shaded the dmner, cooled the wines, 
chilled the gravy, and bhglited the vegetables 

There was only one other person in the room* a microscopically 
small footboy, who waited on the malevolent man who hadn’t got 
into the Post-Office. Even this youth, if lus jacket could have been 
unbuttoned and his heart laid bare, would have been seen, as a 
distant^adherent of the Barnacle family, already to aspire to a 
situation under Government. 

Mrs Gowan with a gende melancholy upon her, occasioned by 
her son’s bang reduced to court the swinish pubhc as a follower 
of the low Arts, mstead of asserting his birthright and putting a 
ring through its nose as an acknowledged Barnacle, headed the 
conversation at dmner on the evil days It was then that Clennam 
learned for the first tune what httle pivots this great world goes 
round upon 

‘If John Barnacle,’ said Mrs Gowan, after the degeneracy of the 
times had been fully, ascertamed, ‘if Jolm Barnacle had but aban- 
doned his most unfortunate idea of conahating the mob, all would 
have been well, and I think the country would have been preserved ’ 

The old lady with tlie high nose assented, but added that if 
A.ugustus Sultstalking had m a general way ordered the cavalry 
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out With instructions to charge, she thought the counti^^ would 
have been preserved 

The noble Refrigerator assented, but added tliat if William Barn- 
acle and Tudor Saltstalking, when they came over to one another 
and formed their ever-memorable coalition, had boldly muzzled 
the newspapers, and rendered it penal for any Editor-person to 
presume to discuss the conduct of any appointed authority 
abroad or at home, he thought the country would have been 
preserved 

It was agreed that the country (another word for the Barnacles 
and Stiltstalkings) wanted preserving, but how it came to want 
preserving was not so clear. It was only clear that the question was 
all about John Barnacle, Augustus Stdtstalking, William Barnacle 
and Tudor Stiltstalking, Tom, Dick, or Harry Barnacle or Suit- 
stalking, because there was nobody else but mob. And this was 
the feature of the conversation which impressed Clennam, as a man 
not used to it, very disagreeably, making him doubt if it were quite 
nght to sit there, silently hearing a great nation narrowed to such 
little bounds. Reraembermg, however, that m the Parhamentaty 
debates, whether on the life of that nation’s body or the life of its 
soul, the question was usually all about and between John Barnacle, 
Augustus Stiltstcdking, Wilham Barnacle and Tudor Stiltstalkmg, 
Tom, Dick, or Htury Barnacle or Stiltstalking, and nobody else, 
he said nothmg on the part of mob, bethinking himself that mob 
was used to it. 

Mr Henry Gowan seemed to have a mahcious pleasure m playing 
off the three talkers against each other, and in seemg Clennani 
startled by what they said. Havmg as supreme a contempt for th^ 
class that had thrown him off as for the class that had not taken bun 
on, he had no personal disquiet m anythmg that passed. His healthy 
state of mind appeared even to denve a gratification from Clennam s 
position of embarrassment and isolation among the good company, 
and if Clennam had been in that condition with which Nobody was 
incessantly contending, he would have suspected it, and would 
have struggled with the suspicion as a meanness, even while he 
sat at the table 

In the course of a couple of hours the noble Refrigerator, at no 
time less than a hundred years behind the period, got about five 
centunes in arrears, and dehvered solemn pohacal oracles apprO" 
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pnate to that epoch He finished by freezing a cup of tea for his 
own drinking, and retiring at his lowest temperature 

Then Mrs Gowan, who had been accustomed m her days of 
state to retain a vacant arm-chair beside her to which to summon 
her devoted slaves, one by one, for short audiences as marks of her 
espeaal favour, mvited Clennjm with a turn of her fan to approach 
the presence. He obeyed, and took the tnpod recently vacated by 
Lord Lancaster Stiltstalking 

‘Mr Clennam,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘apart from the happmess I 
have m becommg known to you, though m this odiously 
mconvement place — a mere barrack — there is a subject on which 
I am dying to speak to you It is the subject m connection with 
which my son first had, I beheve, the pleasure of cultivating your 
acquamtance.’ 

Clennam mchned his head, as a generally smtable reply to what 
he did not yet qmte understand 

‘First,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘now, is she really pretty^’ 

In nobody’s difficulties, he would have found it very difficult to 
answer, very difficult mdeed to smile, and say ‘Who^’ 

‘Oh' You know'’ she returned ‘This flame of Henry’s This 
unfortunate fancy. There! If it is a point of honour that I should 
onginate the name — Miss Mickles — Miggles ’ 

‘Miss Meagles,’ said Clennam, ‘is very beautiful ’ 

‘Men are so often mistaken on those points,’ returned Mrs 
Gowan, shaking her head, ‘that I candidly confess to you I feel 
anything but sure of it, even now, though it is something to have 
Henry corroborated with so much gravity and emphasis He picked 
the people up at Rome, I think 

The phrase would have given nobody mortal offence Clennam 
replied, ‘Excuse me, I doubt if I imderstand your expression ’ 
‘Picked the people up,’ said Mrs Gowan, tappmg the sticks of 
her closed fan (a large green one, which she used as a hand-screen) 
upon her little table ‘ Came upon them Found them out. Stumbled 
agamst them ’ 

‘The people^’ ^ 

‘Yes The Miggles people ’ 

‘I really cannot say,’ said Clennam, ‘where my fnend Mr 
Meagles first presented Mr Henry Gov^n to his daughter ’ 

‘I am pretty sure he picked her up at Rome, but never mind 


LITTLE DORRIT 


364 

where — somewhere. Now (this is entirely between ourselves), w 
she very plebeian 

‘Really, ma’am,’ returned Clennam, ‘I am so undoubtedly 
plebeian myself, that I do not feel qualified to judge.’ 

‘ Very neat! ’ said Mrs Go wan, coolly unfurlmg her screen Veiy 
happy! From which I infer that you secredy think her manner 
equal to her looks^’ 

Clennam, after a moment’s stiffness, bowed. 

‘That’s comforting, and I hope you may be nght Did Henry 
tell me you had travelled with them^’ 

‘I travelled with my fnend Mr Meagles, and his wife an 
daughter, dunng some months ’ (Nobody* s heart might have been 
wrung by the remembrance ) 

‘ Really comforting, because you must have had a large experi- 
ence of diem You see, Mr Clennam, this thing has been going 00 
for a long time, and I find no improvement in it. Therefore to have 
the opportunity of speaking to one so well informed about it as 
yourself, is an immense relief to me Quite a boon. Quite ablessmg, 
I am sure ’ 

‘Pardon me,’ returned Clennam, ‘but I am not in Mr Henry 
Gowan’s confidence. I am far from being so well informed as you 
suppose me to be. Your mistake makes my position a very delicate 
one. No word on this topic has ever passed between Mr Hear} 
Gowan and myself.’ 

Mrs Gowan glanced at the other end of the room, where her son 
was playing dcartd on a sofa, with the old lady who was for a 
charge of cavalry. 

‘Not in Ins confidence^ No,’ said Mrs Gowan. ‘No word has 
passed between you^ No. That I can imagine. But there are un 
expressed confidences, Mr Clennam, and as you have been together 
intimately among these people, I cannot doubt that a confidence 0 
that sort exists in the present case. Perhaps you have heard that 
have suffered the keenest distress of mind from Henry’s having 
taken to a pursuit v/hich — welP’ shrugging her shoulders, a very 
respectable pursuit, I dare say, and some artists are, as artists, quite 
superior persons, still, we never yet in our family have gone beyon 
an Amateur, and it is a pardonable weakness to feel a little — 

As Mrs Gowan broke off to heave a sigh, Clennam, however 
resolute to be magnanimous, could not keep down tlie thought 
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that there was mighty httle danger of the family’s ever gomg 
beyond an Amateur, even as it was 

‘Heiuy,’ the mother resumed, ‘is self-willed and resolute, and 
as these people naturally stram every nerve to catch him, I can 
entertam very httle hope, Mr Clennam, that the thmg will be 
broken off I apprehend the girl’s fortune will be very small; Henry 
rmght have done much better, there is scarcely anythmg to com- 
pensate for the connection still, he acts for himself; and if I find 
no improvement withm a short time, I see no other course than to 
resign myself and make the best of these people I am infimtely 
obhged to you for what you have told me,’ 

As she shrugged her shoulders, Clennam stiffly bowed again 
With an uneasy flush upon his face, and hesitation m his manner, 
he then said m a stiU lower tone than he had adopted yet. 

‘Mrs Gowan, I scarcely know how to acqmt myself of what I 
feel to be a duty, and yet I must ask you for your kmd considera- 
tion in attempting to discharge it. A misconception on your part, 
a very great misconception if I may venture to call it so, seems to 
require setting right. You have supposed Mr Meagles and his family 
to stram every nerve, I thmk you said — ’ 

‘Every nerve,’ repeated Mrs Gowan, lookmg at him m calm 
obstinacy, with her green fan between her face and the fire. 

‘To secure Mr Henry Gowan 
The lady plaadly assented 

‘Now that is so far,’ said Arthur, ‘from bemg the case, that I 
know Mr Meagles to be unhappy m this matter, and to have mter- 
posed all reasonable obstacles with die hope of putting an end to it ’ 
Mrs Gowan shut up her great green fan, tapped him on the arm 
with It, and tapped her smihng bps. ‘Why, of course,’ said she 
‘Just what I mean ’ 

Arthur watched her face for some explanation of what she did 
mean 

‘Are you really senous, Mr Clennam^ Don’t you see^’ 

Arthur did not see, and said so 

‘Why, don’t I know my son, and don’t I know diat this is 
exacdy the way to hold him^’ said Mrs Gowan, contempmously, 
‘and do not these Miggles people know it, at least as well as Oh, 
sluewd people, Mr Clennam. endendy people of business! I believe 
Miggles belonged to a Bank- It ought to have been a very profitable 
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Bank, if he had much to do with its managemenL This is veiy well 
done, mdeed/ 

T beg and entreat you, ma’am — ’ Arthur interposed. 

‘Oh, Mr Clennam, can you really be so credulous^’ 

It made such a painful impression upon him to hear her talking 
in this haughty tone, and to see her patting her contemptuous lips 
with her fan, diat he said very earnestly, ‘Beheve me, ma’am, this 
is unjust, a perfectly groundless suspiaon.’ 

‘Suspicion?’ repeated Mrs Gowan ‘Not suspicion, Mr Clennam, 
Certainty. It is very knowmgly done indeed, and seems to have 
taken you in completely,’ She laughed, and again sat tapping ha 
bps with her fan, and tossing her head, as if she added, ‘Don t ten 
me. I know such people will do anything for the honour of such 
an alliance.’ 

At this opportune moment, the cards were thrown up, and Mt 
Henry Gowan came across the room saying, ‘Mother, if you 
spare Mr Clennam for this tune, v/e have a long way to go, and its 
gettmg late.’ Mr Clennam thereupon rose, as he had no choice bi^ 
to do; and Mrs Gowan showed him, to the last, the same look an 
the same tapped contemptuous lips. 

‘You have had a portentously long audience of ray mother,’ sai 
Gowan, as the door closed upon them. ‘I fervently hope she has 
not bored you?’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Clennam. 

They had a httle open phaeton for the journey, and were soon 
m It on the road home. Gowan, driving, hghted a cigar; Clennam 
declined one. Do what he would, he fell into such a mood of 
abstraction that Gowan said again, ‘I am very much afraid my 
mother has bored you^’ To which he roused himself to answer, 
‘Not at alh’ and soon relapsed again. 

In that state of mind which rendered nobody uneasy, his 
thoughtfulness would have turned principally on the man at his 
side. He would have thought of the morning when he first saw 
him rooting out the stones with his heel, and would have asked 
himself, ‘Does he jerk me out of the path in the same careless, 
cruel v/ay'^’ He would have thought, had this mtroduction to his 
mother been brought about by him because he knew what she 
v/ould say, and that he could thus place his position before a rival 
and loftily warn him off, without himself reposing a word of confi- 
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dencc in him^ He "W’ould have tliought, even if tliere were no such 
design as that, had he brought him tliere to play with his repressed 
emotions, and torment him^ Tlie current of these meditations 
would have been stayed sometimes by a rush of shame, bearing a 
remonstrance to lumself from his own open nature, representing 
that to shelter such suspicions, even for the passing moment, was 
not to hold the lugh, unenvious course he had resolved to keep 
At those times, the striving vnthin him W'ould have been hardest, 
and looking up and catching Gow'an’s eyes, he would have started 
as if he liad done lum an injury - 

Then, looking at the dark road and its uncertain objects, he 
would have gradually trailed off again into tliinking, ‘Wliere are 
we dnving, he and I, I wonder, on tlie darker road of hfe^ How 
will It be vtnth us, and witli her, m the obscure distance^’ Tlunking 
of her, he would have been troubled anew witli a reproacliful 
misgivmg diat it was not even loj'al to her to dislike him, and tliat 
in being so easily prejudiced against him he was less deserving of 
her than at firsu 

‘You are evidently out of spirits,’ said Gowan, ‘I am very much 
afraid my mother must have bored you dreadfully.’ 

‘Believe me, not at all,’ said Clennam ‘It’s nothing — nothing!’ 


CHAPTER 27 
Five-and-Twenty 

A FREQUENTLY recumng doubt, whether Mr Pancks’s desue to 
collect information relative to the Domt family could have any 
possible bearmg on the misgivings he had imparted to his modier 
on his return from his long exile, caused Arthur Clennam much 
uneasmess at this period What Mr Pancks aheady knew about the 
Domt family, what more he really wanted to find out, and why 
he should trouble his busy head about them at all, were questions 
that often perplexed him. Mr Pancks was not a man to waste his 
time and trouble m researches prompted by idle cunosity. That he 
had a specific object Clennam could not doubn And whether the 
attainment of that object by kfr Pancks’s mdustry might brmg to 
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light, in some untimely way, secret reasons which had induced his 
mother to take Little Domt by the hand, was a serious speculation. 

Not that he ever wavered either in his desire or his determination 
to repair a wrong that had been done m his father’s time, should a 
wrong come to light, and be reparable. The shadow of a supposed 
act of injustice, which had hung over him since his father’s death, was 
so vague and formless that it might be the result of a reahty widely 
remote from his idea of it. But, if his apprehensions should prove 
to be well founded, he was ready at any moment to lay down all 
he had, and begin the world anew. As the fierce dark teaching of 
his childhood had never sunk into his heart, so that first article 
in his code of morals was, that he must begin, m practical huraihty, 
v/ith looking well to his feet on Earth, and that he could never 
mount on wings of words to Heaven Duty on earth, restitution 
on earth, action on earth, these first, as the first steep steps upward 
Strait was the gate and narrow was the way; far straiter and nar- 
rower tlian the broad high road paved wnth vain professions and 
vain repetitions, motes from other men’s eyes and liberal delivety 
of others to the judgment — all cheap materials costmg absolutely 
nothing. 

No. It was not a selfish fear or hesitation that rendered him un- 
easy, but a mistrust lest Pancks might not observe his part of the 
understanding between them, and, making any discovery, might 
take some course upon it without imparting it to him. On the other 
hand, when he recalled his conversation with Pancks, and the little 
reason he had to suppose that there was any likelihood of that 
strange personage bemg on that track at all, there were times when 
he wondered that he made so much of it Labouring in this sea, as 
all barks labour in cross seas, he tossed about and came to no haven 

The removal of Little Domt herself from their customary 
association, did not mend the matter. She was so much out, and 
so much in her own room, that he began to miss her and to find 
a blank in her place. He had wntten to her to inquire if she were 
better, and she had wntten back, very gratefully and earnestly tell" 
ing him not to be uneasy on her behalf, for she was qmte well, but 
he had not seen her, for what, in their intercourse, was a long time. 

He returned home one everung from an interview with her father, 
who had mentioned that she was out visiting — which was what he 
always said when she was hard at work to buy his supper — and 
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found Mr Meagles m an exated state walking up and down his 
room On his openmg the door, Mr Meagles stopped, faced round, 
and said 

‘Clennam' — Tattycoraml’ 

‘What’s the matter^’ 

‘Lost'’ 

‘Why, bless my heart ahve'’ cried Clennam m amazement 
‘What do you mean^’ 

‘Wouldn’t count five-and-twenty, sur, couldn’t be got to do it, 
stopped at eight, and took herself off ’ 

‘Left your house 

‘Never to come back,’ said Mr Meagles, shaking his head ‘You 
don’t know that girl’s passionate and proud character A team of 
horses couldn’t draw her back now, the bolts and bars of the old 
Bastille couldn’t keep her.’ 

‘How did It happen^ Pray sit down and tell me ’ 

‘As to how It happened, it’s not so easy to relate because you 
must have the unfortunate temperament of the poor impetuous girl 
herself, before you can fully understand it But it came about in 
this way Pet and Mother and I have been havmg a good deal of 
talk together of late. I’ll not disguise from you, Clennam, that 
those conversations have not been of as bnght a kind as I could 
wish, they have referred to our gomg away agam In proposing to 
do which, I have had, in fact, an object ’ 

Nobody’s heart beat cjuickly 

‘An object,’ said Mr Meagles, after a moment’s pause, ‘that I 
will not disguise from you, either, Clennam There’s an mclmation 
on the part of my dear chdd which I am sorry for Perhaps you 
guess the person Henry Gowan ’ 

‘I was not unprepared to hear it ’ 

‘Well!’ said Mr Meagles, with a heavy sigh, ‘I wish to God you 
had never had to hear it. However, so it is Mother and I have done 
all we could to get the better of it, Qennam We have tried tender 
advice, we have tned time, we have tned absence- As yet, of no 
use. Our late conversations have been upon the subject of gomg 
away for anotlier year at least, in order that there might be an 
entire separauon and breaking off for that term Upon that cjuestion. 
Pet has been unhappy, and therefore Mother and I have been un- 
happy.’ 



LITTLE DOHRIT 


370 

Clennam said that he could easily believe it. 

‘ WelW’ continued Mr Meagles m an apologetic way, ‘I admit as 
a practical man, and I am sure Mother would admit as a practical 
woman, that we do, in families, magnify our troubles and make 
mountains of our molehills in a way that is calculated to be rather 
trying to people who look on - to mere outsiders, you knov?, 
Clennam. Still, Pet’s happiness or unhappiness is quite a life or 
death question with us, and we may be excused, I hope, for making 
much of It. At all events, it might have been borne by Tattycoram 
Now, don’t you tliink so^’ 

‘I do indeed think so,’ returned Clennam, in most emphatic 
recognition of this very moderate expectation 

‘No, sir,’ said Mr Meagles, shaking his head ruefully. She 
couldn’t stand it. The chafing and hnng of that girl, the wearing 
and tearing of that girl within her own breast, has been such that 
I have softly said to her again and again in passing her, ‘Five-and' 
twenty, Tattycoram, five-and-twenty] ’ I heartily wish she could 
have gone on counting five-and-twenty day and night, and then 
It wouldn’t have happened ’ 

Mr Meagles with a despondent countenance in which the good' 
ness of his heart was even more expressed than in his times o 
cheerfulness and gaiety, stroked his face down from his forehead 
to his dun, and shook his head again 

‘I said to Mother (not that it was necessary, for she would have 
thought it all for herself), we are practical people, my dear, and we 
know her story; we see m this unhappy girl some reflecuon of what 
was ragmg in her mother’s heart before ever such a creature as this 
poor thing was in the world; we’ll gloss her temper over, Mother, 
we won’t notice it at present, my dear, we’ll take advantage of some 
better disposition in her another time. So we said nothing But, 0 
what we would, it seems as if it was to be, she broke out violently 
one mght.’ 

‘How, and why^’ 

‘If you ask me Why,’ said Mr Meagles, a little disturbed by 
question, for he was far more intent on softenine her case than the 


allow}, and she had attended Pet up-stairs — you remember she was 


lily's, ‘I can only refer you to what I have just repeated as 
/mg been pretty near my words to Mother As to How, we ha 
d Good night to Pet in her presence (verv affectionately, I must 
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her maid Perhaps Pet, having been out of sorts, may have been a 
httle more mconsiderate than usual in requinng services of her 
but I don’t know tliat I have any nght to say so, she was always 
thoughtful and gentle.’ 

‘The gentlest mistress m the world ’ 

‘Thank you, Clennam,’ said Mr Meagles, shaking him by the 
hand, ‘you have often seen them together Well' We presently 
heard this unfortunate Tattycoram loud and angry, and before we 
could ask what was the matter, Pet came back in a tremble, saymg 
she was fiightened of her. Close after her came Tattycoram m a 
flammg rage. “I hate you all three,” says she, stamping her foot at 
us “I am bursting with hate of the whole house.”’ 

‘Upon which you — 

‘1'“’ said Mr Meagles, with a plain good faith that might have 
commanded the belief of Mrs Gowan herself ‘I said, count five- 
and-twenty, Tattycoram ’ 

Mr Meagles agam stroked his face and shook his head, with an 
air of profoimd regret 

‘She was so used to do it, Clennam, that even then, such a 
picture of passion as you never saw, she stopped short, looked me 
full m the face, and coimted (as I made out) to eight- But she 
couldn’t control herself to go any further There she broke down, 
poor thing, and gave the other seventeen to the foiu winds Then 
It all burst out She detested us, she was miserable with us^ she 
couldn’t bear it, she wotildn’t bear it, she was determined to go 
away. She was younger than her young nustress, and would she 
remam to see her always held up as the only creature who was young 
and mterestmg, and to be chenshed and loved No.’ She wouldn’t, 
she wouldn’t, she wouldn’t! What did we think she, Tattycoram, 
might have been if she had been caressed and cared for m her child- 
hood, like her young mistress^ As good as her? Ah' Perhaps fifty 
tunes as good When we pretended to be so fond of one another, 
we exulted over her, that was what we did, we exulted over her 
and shamed her And all in the house did the same They talked 
about their fathersand mothers, and brothers and sisters, they liked 
to drag them up before her face. There was Mrs Ticlat, only yester- 
day, when her httle grandchild was with her, had been amused by 
die child’s trymg to call her (Tattycoram) by the wretched name 
we gave her, and had laughed at the name ''^y, who didn’t, and 
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‘And you hnov' no more of her^' .. 

‘No more,* returned Mr Mtagles ‘I In/e Ircen hunting about 3 ^ 
day. She* must have gone very early and very silently. I have loun 
no trace of her down about us ’ , 

‘Stay! You want,’ said Clennam, after a moment’s reflection, t® 
sec her? I assume that^’ ^ , 

‘Yes, assuredly, I want 10 give her another chance, 

Pet want to give her another chance, come* You yourself, saiu ' 
Meagles, persuasively, as if the pros ocaiion to be angry were n 
his own at all, 'want to give the poor passionate girl anotlier cliauce, 
I knov/, Clennam.’ 

‘It would be strange and hard indeed if I did nog’ said Clennam, 
‘when you are all so forgiving What I was going to ask you was, 
have you tliought of that Miss Wade?’ 

‘I have. I did not think of her until I had pervaded the who e 
of our neighbourhood, and I don’t know that I should have done 
so then but for finding Mother and Pet, when I went home, fu'* ^ 
the idea that Tattycoram must have gone to her. Then, of course* 
I recalled what she said that day at dinner when you were first witn 
us ’ 

‘Have you any idea where Miss Wade is to be found'*’ 

‘To tell you the truth,’ returned Mr Meagles, ‘it’s because I have 
an addled jumble of a notion on that subject that you found me 
watting here. There is one of those odd impressions in my house, 
which do mystenously get into houses sometimes, which nobody 
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seems to have picked up m a distmct form from anybody, and yet 
which everybody seems to have got hold of loosely from somebody 
and let go agam, that she hves, or was hvmg, thereabouts ’ Mr 
Meagles handed him a shp of paper, on which was written the name 
of one of the dull by-streets m the Grosvenor region, near Park 
Lane. 

‘Here is no number,’ said Arthur lookmg over it 
‘No number, my dear Clennam^’ returned his friend ‘No any- 
thpigl The very name of the street may have been floating m the 
air, for, as I tell you, none of my people can say where they got it 
from However, it’s worth an mquiry, and as I would rather make 
It in company than alone, and as you too were a fellow-traveller of 
that immovable woman’s, I thought perhaps — ’ Clennam finished 
the sentence for him by taking up his hat agam, and saying he was 
ready. 

It was now summer-time, a grey, hot, dusty evenmg They rode 
to the top of Oxford Street, and there alighting, dived in among the 
great streets of melancholy stateUness, and the httle streets diat try 
to be as stately and succeed in being more melancholy, of which 
there is a labyrmth near Park Lane, Wildernesses of comer houses, 
with barbarous old porticoes and appurtenances, horrors that came 
mto existence under some wrong-headed person in some wrong- 
headed time, still demandmg the blind admiration of all ensuing 
generations and determined to do so until they tumbled down, 
frowned upon the twihght. Parasite little tenements, with the 
cramp m their whole frame, from the dwarf hall-door on the giant 
model of His Grace’s in the Square to the squeezed window of the 
boudoir commanding the dunghills in die Mews, made the evening 
doleful. Rickety dwellings of undoubted fasluon, but of a capacity 
to hold nodiing comfortably except a dismal smell, looked like the 
last result of die great mansions’ breeding in-and-in, and, where 
dieir little supplemcntarj' bows and balconies were supported on 
dun iron columns, seemed to be scrofulously resting upon crutches 
Here and there a Hatcliment, widi the whole saence of Heraldry' 
in n, loomed dowm upon die street, like an Archbishop discoursing 
on Vaniti Tlie shops, few in number, made no show, for popular 
opinion was as nodiing to diem The pastrycook knew who was 
on lus bools, and in that kno-riledgc could be calm, wadi a few 
glass cvdindcrs of dow’ngcr peppermint-drops m his wandow-, and 
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half-a-dozen ancient speamens of currant-jelly A few oranges 
formed the greengrocer’s whole concession to the vulgar mmd. A 
smgle basket made of moss, once containing plovers’ eggs, held 
all that the poulterer had to say to the rabble Everybody in those 
streets seemed (v/hich is always the case at that hour and season) to 
be gone out to dinner, and nobody seemed to be giving the dinners 
they had gone to. On the doorsteps there were lounging footmen 
with bnght parti-coloured plumage and white polls, like an extinct 
race of monstrous birds, and butlers, solitary men of recluse de- 
meanour, each of whom appeared distrustful of all other butlers 
The roll of carnages in the Park v/as done for the day; the street 
lamps were lightmg, and wicked little grooms in the tightest fitting 
garments, with twists in their legs answenng to the twists in their 
minds, hung about in pairs, chewing straws and exchanging fraudu- 
lent secrets The spotted dogs^ who went out with the carnages, 
and who were so assoaated with splendid eqtupages that it looked 
like a condescension in those ammals to come out without them, 
accompanied helpers to and fro on messages Here and there was a 
retinng public-house which did not require to be supported on the 
shoulders of the people, and where gentlemen out of livery were 
not much wanted 

This last discovery was made by the two fnends in pursuing 
their inqumes Nothing was there, or anywhere, known of such a 
person as Miss Wade, in connection with the street they sought It 
was one of the parasite streets, long, regular, narrow, dull and 
gloomy, like a bnck and mortar funeral. They inquired at several 
little area gates, where a dejected youth stood spilang his chin on 
the summit of a preapitous little shoot of wooden steps, but could 
gam no information They walked up the street on one side of the 
v/ay, and down it on the other, what tune two vociferous news- 
sellers, announang an extraordinary event that had never happened 
and never would happen, pitched their hoarse voices into the secret 
chambers, but nothing came of it. At length they stood at the comer 
from which they had begun, and it had fallen quite dark, and they 
v/ere no wiser. 

It happened that m the street they had several tunes passed a 
dmgy house, apparently empty, widi bills in the windows, an- 
nounang that it was to let. The bills, as a vanety m the funeral 
procession, almost amounted to a decoration. Perhaps because they 



kept the house separated m his mind, or perhaps because Mr 
Meagles and himself had twice agreed m passing, ‘It is clear she 
don’t hve there,’ Clennam now proposed that they should go back 
and try that house before finally gomg away. Mr Meagles agreed, 
and back they went. 

They knocked once, and they rang once, without any response 
‘Empty,’ said Mr Meagles, listenmg ‘Once more,’ said Clennam, 
and knocked again After tliat knock they heard a movement below, 
and somebody shufihng up towards the door. 

The confined entrance was so dark that it was impossible to 
make out distinctly what kind of person opened the door, but it 
appeared to be an old woman ‘Excuse our troubling you,’ said 
Clennam ‘ Pray can you tell us where Miss Wade lives ? ’ The voice 
m the darkness unexpectedly rephed, ‘Lives here ’ 

‘Is she at home^’ 

No answer conung, Mr Meagles asked again ‘Pray is she at home 
After another delay, ‘I suppose she is,’ said the voice abruptly, 
‘you had better come in, and I’ll ask ’ 

They were summanly shut into the close black house, and the 
figure rusdmg away, and speaking firom a higher level, said, ‘ Come 
up, if you please, you can’t tumble over anythmg ’ They groped 
their way up-staurs towards a faint light, wluch proved to be tlie 
light of the street slunmg through a window, and tlie figure left 
them shut in an auless room 

‘This IS odd, Clennam,’ said Mr Meagles, softly 
‘Odd enough,’ assented Clennam in the same tone, ‘but we have 
succeeded, tliat’s tlie mam point Here’s a light coming* ’ 

The light was a lamp, and the bearer was an old woman very 
dirty, very wrmkled and dry ‘She’s at home,’ she said (and the 
voice was the same that had spoken before), ‘she’ll come duectly.’ 
Having set the lamp down on the table, the old woman dusted her 
hands on her apron, wluch she might have done for e^'•er wntliout 
cleaning them, looked at tlie visitors witli a dim pau of eyes, and 
backed out 

Tlie lady whom tliey had come to see, if she were tlie present 
occupant of the house, appeared to have taken up her quarters 
diere as she might have established herself in an Eastern caravan- 
serai A small square of carpet in tlie middle of the room, a few 
articles of furniture diat e\ndentl\' did not belong to the room, and 
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a disorder of trunks and travelling articles, formed tlie whole of her 
surroundings Under some former regular inhabitant, the stifling 
htde apartment had broken out into a pier-glass and a gilt table, 
but the gilding was as faded as last year’s flowers, and the glass was 
so clouded that it seemed to hold in magic preservation all the fogs 
and bad weather it had ever reflected. The visitors had had a minute 
or two to look about them, when the door opened and Miss 
Wade came in. 

She was exacdy the same as when they had parted Just as hand- 
some, )ust as scornful, just as repressed She manifested no surpnse 
in seeing them, nor any other emotion She requested them to be 
seated, and dechned to take a seat herself, at once anticipated any 
mtroduction of their business. 

T apprehend,’ she said, ‘that I know the cause of your favouring 
me with this visit We may come to it at once.’ 

‘The cause then, ma’am,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘is Tattycoram ’ 

‘So I supposed.’. 

‘Miss Wade,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘will you be so kind as to say 
whether you know anything of her 

‘Surely I know she is here with me ’ 

‘Then, ma’am,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘allow me to make known to 
you that I shall be happy to have her back, and that my wife and 
daughter will be happy to have her back. She has been with us a 
long time we don’t forget her claims upon us, and I hope we 
know how to make allowances ’ 

‘You hope to know how to make allowances.^’ she returned, in 
m a level, measured voice ‘For what^’ 

‘I think my fnend would say. Miss Wade,’ Arthur Clennam 
interposed, seeing Mr Meagles rather at a loss, ‘for the passionate 
sense that sometimes comes upon the poor girl, of being at a dis- 
advantage. Which occasionally gets the better of better remem- 
brances ’ 

The lady broke into a smile as she turned her eyes upon him 
‘Indeed^’ was all she answered 

She stood by the table so perfectly composed and still after this 
acknowledgment of his remark that Mr Meagles stared at her under 
a sort of fasanation, and could not even look to Clennam to 
make another move After v/aiting, awkwardly enough, for some 
moments, Arthur said* 



‘Perhaps it would be well if Mr Meagles could see her, Miss 
Wade?’ 

‘That IS easily done,’ said she. ‘Come here, child ’ She had 
opened a door while saying this, and now led the girl m by the 
hand It was very curious to see them standmg together the girl 
with her disengaged fingers plaitmg the bosom of her dress, half 
irresolutely, half passionately. Miss Wade with her composed face 
attentively regardmg her, and suggesting to an observer, with 
extraordinary force, m her composure itself (as a veil will suggest 
the form it covers), the unquenchable passion of her own nature 
‘See here,’ she said, 4n the same level way as before ‘Here is 
your patron, your master He is wilhng to take you back, my dear, 
if you are sensible of the favour and choose to go You can be, 
agam, a foil to his pretty daughter, a slave to her pleasant wdfulness, 
and a toy m the house showmg the goodness of the family. You 
can have your droll name agam, playfully pointmg you out and 
setting you apart, as it is nght that you should be pomted out and 
set aparti (Your birth, you know, you must not forget your birth ) 
You can again be shown to this gentleman’s daughter, Harriet, and 
kept before her, as a hvmg reminder of her own supenonty and 
her graaous condescension. You can recover all these advantages 
and many more of the same kmd which I dare say start up m your 
memory while I speak, and which you lose m takmg refuge with 
me-— you can recover them all by telhng these gentlemen how 
humbled and pemtent you are, and by going back to them to be 
forgiven What do you say, Harriet^ Will you gO''’ 

The girl who, imder the influence of these words, had gradually 
nsen m anger and hei^tened m colour, answered, raismg her 
lustrous black eyes for the moment, and clenchmg her hand upon 
the folds It had been puckenng up, ‘I’d die sooner'’ 

Miss Wade, still standing at her side holdmg her hand, looked 
quiedy round and said with a smile, ‘ GentlemenI What do you do 
upon that''’ 

Poor Mr Meagles’s inexpressible consternation m hearmg his 
motives and actions so perverted, had prevented him firom interpos- 
ing any word until now, but now he regamed the power of speech. 

Tattycoram,’ said he, ‘for I’ll call you by that name still, my 
good girl, conscious that I meant nothing but kmdness when I gave 
It to you, and consaous that you know it — ’ 
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‘I don’t'’ said she, looking up again, and almost rending herself 
with the same busy hand 

‘No, not now, perhaps,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘not with that lady’s 
eyes so intent upon you, Tattycoram,’ she glanced at them for a 
moment, ‘and that power over you, which we see she exercises, 
not now, perhaps, but at another time Tattycoram, I’ll not ask that 
lady whether she beheves what she has said, even m the anger and 
ill blood in which I and my fnend here equally know she has spoken, 
though she subdues herself, with a determination that any one who 
has once seen her is not likely to forget I’ll not ask you, with your 
remembrance of my house and all belonging to it, whether you 
believe it I’ll only say that you have no profession to make to me 
or mine, and no forgiveness to entreat, and that all in the world 
that I ask you to do, is, to count five-and-twenty, Tattycoram.’ 

She looked at him for an instant, and then said frownmgly, ‘I 
won’t Miss Wade, take me away, please.’ 

The contention that raged within her had no softemng in it now, 
it was wholly between passionate defiance and stubborn defiance 
Her nch colour, her quick blood, her rapid breath, were aU setting 
themselves agamst the opportunity of retraang their steps ‘I 
won’t I won’t I won’t! ’ she repeated m a low, thick voice ‘I’d be 
tom to pieces first I’d tear myself to pieces firstl ’ 

Miss Wade, who had released her hold, laid her hand protectmgly 
on the girl’s neck for a moment, and then said, looking round with 
her former smile and speaking exacdy in her former tone, ‘ Gentle- 
men' What do you do upon that^’ 

‘Oh, Tattycoram, Tattycoram!’ cned Mr Meagles, adjuring her 
besides with an earnest hand ‘Hear that lady’s voice, look at that 
lady’s face, consider what is in that lady’s heart, and think what a 
future hes before you My child, whatever you may think, that 
lady’s influence over you — astonishing to us, and I should hardly 
go too far in saymg terrible to us to see — is founded in passion 
fiercer than yours, and temper more violent than yours What can 
you two be together^ What can come of it?’ 

‘I am alone here, gentlemen,’ observed Miss Wade, with no 
change of voice or manner. ‘Say anything you will ’ 

‘Politeness must yield to this misguided girl, ma’am,’ said Mr 
Meagles, ‘at her present pass, though I hope not altogether to dis- 
miss It, even witli the injurj'’ you do her so strongly before me. 
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Excuse me for reraindmg you in her hearing — I must say it — that 
you were a mystery to all of us, and had notlung in common with 
any of us when she unfortunately fell m your way. I don’t know 
what you are, but you don’t hide, can’t hide, what a dark spmt 
you have withm you If it should happen that you are a woman, 
who, from whatev^er cause, has a perverted delight in making a 
sister-woman as wretched as she is (I am old enough to have heard 
of such), I warn her against you, and I warn you against yourself ’ 
‘Gentlemen*’ said Miss Wade, calmly. ‘\^Tien you have con- 
cluded — Mr Clennam, perhaps you will induce your fnend — ’ 
‘Kot without another effort,’ said Mr Meagles, stoutly. ‘Tatty- 
coram, my poor dear girl, count five-and-rw'^enty ’ 

‘Do not reject the hope, the certainty, this kind man offers you,’ 
said Clennam m a low emphatic voice. ‘Turn to the friends you 
have not forgotten Think once more*’ 

‘I won’t* Miss Wade,’ said the girl, with her bosom swelhng 
high, and speakmg with her hand held to her throat, ‘take me 
away*’ 

‘Tattycoram,’ said Mr Meagles ‘Once more yet* The only thmg 
I ask of you in the world, ray child* Count five-and-twentyl’ 

She put her hands tightly over her ears, confusedly tumbling 
dovm her bnght black hair in the vehemence of the action, and 
turned her face resolutely to the wall Miss Wade, who had watched 
her under this final appeal with that strange attentive smile, and 
that repressing hand upon her own bosom with which she had 
watched her m her struggle at Marseilles, then put her arm about 
her waist as if she took possession of her for evermore- 

And there was a visible triumph in her face when she turned it 
to dismiss the visitors 

‘As It is the last time I shall have the honour,’ she said, ‘and as 
you have spoken of not knowmg what I am, and also of the founda- 
tion of my mfiuence here, you may now know that it is founded m 
a common cause. What your broken playthmg is as to birth, I am 
She has no name, I have no name Her wrong is my wrong. I have 
nothmg more to say to you ’ 

This was addressed to Mr Meagles, who sorrowfully went out. 
As Clennam followed, she said to him, with the same external com- 
posure and m the same level voice, but with a smile that is only 
seen on cruel faces- a very faint smile, lifting the nostril, scarcely 
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touching the lips, and not breaking away gradually, but instantly 
dismissed when done with: 

'I hope the wife of your dear fnend Mr Gowan, may be happy 
in the contrast of her extraction to this girl’s and mine, and in the 
high good fortune that awaits her.’ 


CHAPTER 28 

Nobody^ s Disappearance 

N OT resting satisfied with the endeavours he had made to recover 
his lost charge, Mr Meagles addressed a letter of remonstrance, 
breathing nothing but goodwil4 not only to her, but to Miss Wade 
too. No ansv/er coming to these epistles, or to another wntten to 
the stubborn girl by die hand of her late young mistress, which 
might have melted her if anything could (all three letters were re- 
turned v/eeks afterwards as having been revised at the house-door), 
he deputed Mrs Meagles to make the experiment of a personal inter- 
view- Thar v/orthy lady being unable to obtain one, and being 
steadfastly denied admission, Mr Meagles besought Arthur to essay 
once more v/hat he could do AJl that came of his compliance was, 
his discovery that the empty house was left in charge of the old 
v/oman, that Miss Wade v/as gone, diat the waifs and str^,^ of 
furniture were gone, and that the old woman would accept any 
number of half-crowns and thank the donor kindly, but had no 
information v/hatever to exchange for those coins, beyond con- 
stantly offenng for perusal a memorandum relauve to fixtures, 
v/hich the house-agent’s young man had left in the hall. 

Unwilling, even under this discomfiture, to resign themgrate and 
leave her hopeless, in case of her better dispositions obtaining the 
mastery over the darker side of her character, Mr Meagles, for six 
successive days, pubhshed a discreetly covert advertisement in the 
morning papers, to the effect that if a certain young person who had 
lately left home without reflection, would at any time apply to his 
address at Tv/ickenham, everything would be as it had been before, 
and no reproaches need be appr<fliended The unexpected conse- 
quences of this notification suggested to the dismayed Mr Meagles 
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for the first time that some hundreds of young persons must be 
leavmg their homes without reflection every day; for shoals of 
wrong young people came down to Twickenham, who, not finding 
themselves received with enthusiasm, generally demanded com- 
pensation by way of damages, in addition to coach-hire there and 
back. Nor were these the only umnvited chents who the advertise- 
ment produced The swarm of beggmg-letter writers, who would 
seem to be always watching eagerly for any hook, however small, 
to hang a letter upon, wrote to say that having seen the advertise- 
ment, they were induced to apply with confidence for various sums, 
rangmg from ten shilhngs to fifty pounds* not because they knew 
anythmg about the young person, but because they felt that to part 
with those donations would gready reheve the advertiser’s mind 
Several projectors, likewise, availed themselves of the same oppor- 
tunity to correspond with Mr Meagles, as, for example, to appnse 
him that their attention havmg been called to the advertisement by 
a friend, they begged to state that if they should ever hear anythmg 
of the young person, they would not fail to make it known to him 
immediately, and that m the meantime if he would obhge them with 
the funds necessary for brmgmg to perfection a certam entirely 
novel descnption of Pump, the happiest results would ensue to 
mankmd 

Mr Meagles and his frumly, xmder these combmed discourage- 
ments, had begun reluctandy to give up Tattycoram as irrecover- 
able, when the new and active firm of Doyce and Clennam, m their 
private capacities, went down on a Saturday to stay at the cottage 
until Monday. The semor partner took the coach, and the junioir 
partner took his walkmg-stick. 

A tranquil summer simset shone upon him as he approached 
the end of his walk, and passed through the meadows by the nver 
side He had that sense of peace, and of being hghtened of a weight 
of care, which country qmet awakens m the breasts of dwellers m 
towns Everything withm his view was lovely and placid The nch 
fohage of the trees, the luxuriant grass diversified with wnld flowers, 
the httle green islands m the nver, the beds of rushes, the tvater- 
hhes floating on the surface of the stream, the distant voices in boats 
borne musically towards him on the npple of the water and the 
evening aur, were all expressive of rest In the occasional leap of a 
fish, or dip of an oar, or twittering of a bird not yet at roost, or 
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distant barking of a dog, or lowing of a cow - in all such sounds, 
there was the prevailing breath of rest, which seemed to encompass 
him in every scent that sweetened the fragrant air. The long lines 
of red and gold in tlie sky, and the glonous track of the descending 
sun, were all divinely calm Upon the purple tree-tops far away, and 
on the green height near at hand up which the shades were slowly 
creeping, there was an equal hush. Between the real landscape and 
Its shadow in the water, there was no division, both were so un- 
troubled and clear, and, while so fraught with solemn mystery of 
life and death, so liopefully reassunng to the gazer’s soothed heart, 
because so tenderly and merafiilly beaunful. 

Clennam had stopped, not for the first time by many times, to 
look about him and suffer what he saw to sink into his soul, as the 
shadows, looked at, seemed to sink deeper and deeper into tlie 
water. He was slowly resuming his way, when he saw a figure in 
the path before him which he had, perhaps, already associated with 
the evening and its impressions. 

Mmnie was there, alone She had some roses in her hand, and 
seemed to have stood still on seeing him, waiting for him Her 
face was towards him, and she appeared to have been coming from 
the opposite direction. There was a flutter in her manner, which 
Clennam had never seen in it before; and as he came near her, it 
entered his mind all at once that she was there of a set purpose to 
speak to him 

She gave him her hand, and said, ‘You wonder to see me here 
by myself? But the evemng is so lovely, I have strolled further 
than I meant at first I thought it likely I might meet you, and that 
made me more confident. You always come tins way, do you not^ 
As Clennam said that it was his favourite way, he felt her hand 
falter on his arm, and saw the roses shake 

‘Will you let me give you one, Mr Clennam? I gathered them 
as I came out of the garden. Indeed, I almost gathered them for you, 
thinking it so likely I might meet you Mr Doyce ainved more than 
an hour ago, and told us you were walking down ’ 

His own hand shook, as he accepted a rose or two from hers 
and thanked her. They were now by an avenue of trees. Whether 
they turned into it on his movement or on hers matters little He 
never knew how that was 

‘It IS very grave here,’ said Clennam, ‘but very pleasant at this 
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hour Passing along this deep shade, and out at that arch of light 
at the other end, we come upon the ferry and the cottage by die 
best approach, I think.’ 

In her simple garden-hat and her light summer dress, with her 
nch brown hair naturally clustenng about her, and her wonderful 
eyes raised to his for a moment with a look m which regard for him 
and trustfulness in him were stnkmgly blended with a kmd of 
timid sorrow for him, she was so beautiful that it was well for his 
peace - or ill for his peace, he did not qmte know which — that he 
had made that vigorous resolution he had so often thought about 
She broke a momentary silence by mqumng if he knew tliat 
pdpa had been thinkmg of another tour abroad^ He said he had 
heard it mentioned She broke another momentary silence by add- 
mg, with some hesitation, that papa had abandoned the idea 
At this, he thought directly, ‘they are to be mamed.’ 

‘Mr Clennam,’ she said, hesitating more timidly yet, and speak- 
ing so low that he bent his head to hear her. ‘I should very much 
like to give you ray confidence, if you would not mind having 
the goodness to receive it I should have very much liked to have 
given It to you long ago, because - 1 felt that you were becommg 
so much our fnend ’ 

‘Hpw can I be otherwise than proud of it at any time! Pray give 
It to me. Pray trust me ’ 

‘I could never have been afraid of trusting you,’ she returned, 
raismg her eyes frankly to his face ‘I think I would have done so 
some time ago, if I had known how. But I scarcely know how, even 
now ’ 

‘Mr Go wan,’ said Arthur Clennam, ‘has reason to be very 
happy God bless his wife and him!’ 

She wept, as she tried to thank him He reassured her, took her 
hand as it lay with the trembhng roses m it on his arm, took the 
remaining roses from it, and put it to his bps At that time, it 
seemed to hun, he first finally resigned the dymg hope that had 
frckered m nobody’s heart so much to its pam and trouble, and 
from that time he became m his own eyes, as to any similar hope 
or prospect, a Very much older man who had done with that part 
of life. 

He put the roses m his breast and they walked on for a little 
while, slowly and silently, under the umbrageous trees Then he 
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asked her, in a voice of cheerful kindness, was tliere anything else 
that she v/ould say to him as her fnend and her father’s fnend, 
many years older than herself, was there any trust she would re- 
pose in him, any service slie would ask of him, any little aid to her 
happiness that she could give him the lasting gratification of believ- 
ing It was in his pov/er to render? 

She was going to answer, when she was so touched by some little 
hidden sorrow or sympatliy - wliat could it have been ^ — that she 
said, bursting into tears again* ‘O Mr Clennam! Good, generous, 
Mr Clennam, pray tell me you do not blame me.’ 

‘I blame you ^ ’ said Clennam ‘My dearest girl 1 1 blame you ^ No*’ 
After clasping both her hands upon his arm, and looking con- 
fidentially up into his face, with some burned words to the effect 
that she thanked him from her heart (as she did, if it be the source 
of earnestness), she gradually composed herself, witli now and 
then a word of encouragement from him, as they walked on slowly 
and almost silently under the darkening trees. 

‘And, now, Minnie Gowan,’ at length said Clennam, smiling, 
‘will you ask me nothing?’ 

‘Oh! I have very much to ask of you.’ 

‘That’s well* I hope so, I am not disappointed.’ 

‘You know how I am loved at home, and how I love home. 
You can hardly think it perhaps, dear Mr Clennam,’ she spoke 
with great agitation, ‘seeing me going from it of my own free 
will and choice, but I do so dearly love it*’ 

‘I am sure of that,’ said Clennam ‘ Can you suppose I doubt it*^ 
‘No, no. But it IS strange, even to me, that loving it so much 
and being so much beloved in it, I can bear to cast it away. It seems 
so neglectful of it, so unthankful ’ 

‘My dear girl,’ said Clennam, ‘it is in the natural progress and 
change of time All homes are left so ’ 

‘Yes, I know, but all homes are not left with such a blank m 
them as there will be in mine when I am gone. Not that there is 
any scaraty of far better and more endeanng and more accom- 
plished girls than I am, not that I am much, but that they have 
made so much of me!’ 

Pet’s affectionate heart was overcharged, and she sobbed while 
she pictured what would happen 

‘I know what a change papa will feel at first, and I know that 
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at first I cannot be to him anything like what I have been these 
many years And it is then, Mr Clennam, then more than at any 
time, that I beg and entreat you to remember him, and sometimes 
to keep him company when you can spare a little while, and to tell 
him that you know I was fonder of him when I left him, than I 
ever was m all my life For there is nobody — he told me so himself 
when he talked to me this very day — there is nobody he hkes so 
well as you, or trusts so much ’ 

A clue to what had passed between the father and daughter 
dropped hke a heavy stone into the well of Clennam’s heart, and 
swelled the water to lus eyes He said, cheerily, but not quite so 
cheenly as he tried to say, ^at it should be done that he gave her 
his faithful Jiromise 

‘If I do not speak of mama,’ said Pet, more moved by, and more 
pretty in, her innocent gnef, dian Clennam could trust himself 
even to consider — for which reason he counted the trees between 
them and the fading light as they slowly dimimshed m number - 
*it is because mama will understand me better m tins action, and 
will feel my loss in a different way, and will look forward m a 
different manner But you know what a dear, devoted mother she 
IS, and you will remember her too, will you not^’ 

Let Minnie trust him, Clennam said, let Minnie trust him to do 
all she wished 

‘And, dear Mr Clennam,’ said Mirmie, ‘because papa and one 
whom I need not name, do not fully appreciate and understand one 
anoilier yet, as they will by-and-by, and because it wdl be the duty, 
and the pnde, and pleasure of my new life, to draw them to a better 
knowledge of one another, and to be a happiness to one another, 
and to be proud of one anodier, and to love one another, both 
loving me so dearly, oh, as you are a kind, true man' when I am 
first separated from home (I am going a long distance away), try 
to reconale papa to him a little more, and use your great influence 
to keep lum before papa’s mind free from prejudice and in his real 
form Will you do diis for me, as you are a noble-hearted friend'^’ 
Poor Pet' Self-deceived, mistaken child! When were such clianges 
ever made m men’s natural relations to one another when was 
sucli reconcilement of ingrain differences ever effected! It has been 
tned many times by otlier daughters, Minnie, it has never suc- 
ceeded, notliing has ever come of it but fadure 
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So Clennam thought. So he did not say; it was too late. He bound 
himself to do all she asked, and she knew full well that he would do 
It 

They were nov/ at the last tree m the avenue. She stopped, and 
withdrew her arm. Speaking to him witli her eyes lifted up to his, 
and with the hand that had lately rested on his sleeve trembling by 
touching one of the roses in his breast as an additional appeal to 
him, she said* 

‘Dear Mr Clennam, in my happiness — for I am happy, though 
you have seen me crying - I cannot bear to leave any cloud be- 
tween us If you have anytiung to forgive me (not anythmg that I 
have wilfully done, but any trouble I may have caused you with- 
out meaning it, or having it in my power to help it), forgive me 
to-night out of your noble heart* ’ 

He stooped to meet the guileless face that met his without shrink- 
ing He kissed it, and answered, Heaven knew that he had nothing 
to forgive. As he stooped to meet the innocent face once again, 
she whispered, ‘Good-bye!’ and he repeated it It was taking leave 
of all his old hopes — all nobody’s old resdess doubts They came 
out of the avenue next moment, arm-m-arm as they had entered it 
and the trees seemed to close up behind them ip, the darkness, like 
their own perspective of the past 

The voices of Mr and Mrs Meagles and Doyce were audible 
directly, speaking near the garden gate Heanng Pet’s name among 
them, Clennam called out, ‘She is here, with me ’ There was some 
htde wondenng and laughing until they came up, but as soon as 
they had all come together, it ceased, and Pet ghded away 

Mr Meagles, Doyce, and Clennam, without speakmg, walked 
up and down on the bnnk of the river, in the li^it of the rising 
moon, for a few ramutes; and then Doyce lingered behind, and 
went into the house Mr Meagles and Clennam walked up and down 
together for a few rmnutes more without speaking, until at length 
the former broke silence 

‘Arthur,’ said he, using that famihar address for the first tune m 
their communication, ‘do you remember my telling you, as we 
walked up and down one hot mormng, looking over the harbour 
at Marseilles, that Pet’s baby sister who was dead seemed to Mother 
and me to have grown as she had grown, and changed as she had 
changed,^’ 
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‘Yen' v-ell ’ 

‘You remember m} saving that our thoughts had ne\er been 
able to separate those tvan sisters, and that, in our fanc}', whatever 
Pet was, tlie odier was^’ 

‘Yes, -verj' well ’ 

‘Artliur.’ said Mr Meagles, mucli subdued, ‘I carr>' tltat fancy 
furtlier to-nighi I feel to-night, m\ dear fellow', as ifjou had loved 
my dead cliild very tenderly, and had lost lier when she was like 
what Pet IS now' ’ 

‘Thank you’’ murmured Clcnnam, ‘thank you*’ And pressed 
his hand 

‘Y'lll you come m?’ said Mr Meagles, presently 
‘In a little while ’ 

Mr Meagles fell away, and he was left alone. When he had walked 
on die nver’s bnnk in tlie peaceful moonbght for some half an 
hour, he put his hand m his breast and tenderly took out the handful 
of roses Perhaps he put them to his heart, perhaps he put them to 
his lips, but certainly he bent down on die shore and gently 
launched them on die flowmg nver Pale and unreal in the moon- 
hght, the nver floated them away 

The hghts W'ere bnglit wnthin doors when he entered, and the 
faces on which they shone, his owm face not excepted, were soon 
quietly cheerful They talked of many subjects (Ins partner never 
had had such a ready store to draw upon for the beguihng of the 
tune), and so to bed, and to sleep While the flowers, pale and unreal 
in the moonlight, floated away upon the nver, and Aus do greater 
things that once were in our breasts, and near our hearts, flow from 
us to the eternal seas 


CHAPTER 29 

Mrs Flinnvmch goes on Dreaming 

The house in the aty presert'ed its heavy dulness through all these 
transactions, and the invalid wnthin it turned the same unvarying 
round of life. Mormng, noon, and night, mommg, noon, and mght, 
each recumng wnth its accompanying monotony, alw'ays the same 
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reluctant return of the same sequences of machinery, hke a dragging 
piece of clockwork- 

The wheeled chair had its associated remembrances and reveries, 
one may suppose, as every place that is made the station of a human 
being has Pictures of demohshed streets and altered houses, as 
they formerly were when the occupant of the chair was familiar 
with them, images of people as they too used to be, with httle or 
no allov/ance made for the lapse of time since they were seen; of 
these, there must have been many in the long routme of gloomy 
days. To stop the clock of busy existence at the hour when we were 
personally sequestered from it, to suppose mankind stricken 
motionless when we were brought to a stand-stil4 to be unable to 
measure the changes beyond our view by any larger standard than 
the shrunken one of our ov/n uniform and contracted existence, is 
the infirmity of many invalids, and the mental unhealthiness of 
almost all recluses 

What scenes and actors the stem woman most reviewed, as she 
sat from season to season m her one dark room, none knew but 
herself. Mr Flmtwinch, with his wry presence brought to bear upon 
her daily hke some eccentric mechamcal force, would perhaps have 
screwed it out of her, if there had been less resistance in her; but she 
was too strong for him So far as Mistress Affery was concerned, to 
regard her hege-Iord and her disabled mistress with a face of blank 
v/onder, to go about the house after dark with her apron over her 
head, always to listen for the strange noises and sometimes to hear 
them, and never to emerge from her ghostly, dreamy, sleep-waking 
state, v/as occupation enough for her. 

Tliere v/as a fair stroke of busmess doing, as Mistress Affery 
made out, for her husband had abundant occupation m his httle 
office, and saw more people than had been used to come there for 
some years. This might easily be, the house having been long 
deserted; but he did receive letters, and comers, and keep books, 
and correspond Moreover, he v/ent about to other counting-houses, 
and to wharves, and docks, and to the Custom House,^ and to 
Garrav/ay’s Coffee House, and the Jerusalem Coffee House, and 
on ’Change, so that he was much in and out. He began, too, some- 
times of an evcmng, when Mrs Clennam expressed no particular 
wish for his soaety, to resort to a tavern in the neighbourhood to 
look at the shipping nev^s and closing pnces in the evening paper, 
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and even to exchange small soaahaes with mercantile Sea Captains 
who frequented that establishment At some penod of every day, 
he and Mrs Clennam held a council on matters of busmess, and it 
appeared to Affery, who v/as always groping about, listemng and 
watching, that the two clever ones were making money 

The state of mind into which Mr Flintwinch’s dazed lady had 
fallen, had now begun to be so expressed in all her looks and actions 
that she was held m very low account by the two clever ones, as a 
person, never of strong intellect, who was becommg foolish Per- 
haps because her appearance was not of a commeraal cast, or per- 
haps because it occurred to him that his having taken her to "wife 
might expose his judgment to doubt in the minds of customers, Mr 
Fhntwmch laid his commands upon her that she should hold her 
peace on the subject of her conjugal relations, and should no longer 
call him Jereimah out of the domestic mo Her frequent forgetful- 
ness of this admomtion mtensified her startled manner, smce Mr 
Flmtwmch’s h?bit of avengmg himself on her remissness by raak- 
mg springs after her on the staircase, and shaking her, occasioned 
her to be always nervously uncertam when she might be thus way- 
laid next. 

" Little Domt had finished a long day’s work m Mrs Clennam’s 
room, and was neatly gathermg up her shreds and odds and ends 
before gomg home Mr Pancks, whom Affery had just shown m, was 
addressmg an inquiry to Mrs Clennam on the subject of her health, 
coupled with the remark that, ‘happemng to find himself m that 
direction,’ he had looked m to mqmre, on behalf of his proprietor, 
how she found herself Mrs Clennam, with a deep contraction of 
her brows, was looking at him 

‘Mr Casby knows,’ said she, ‘that I am not subject to changes 
The change that I await here is the great change ’ 

Indeed, ma’am returned Mr Pancks, with a wandering eye 
towards the figure of the little seamstress on her knee picking 
threads and friaying of her work from the carpet. ‘You look nicely, 
ma’am ’ 

I bear what I have to bear,’ she answered ‘Do you what you 
have to do ’ 

Thank you, ma’am,’ said Mr Pancks, ‘such is my endeavour ’ 

‘You are often m this direction, are you not^’ asked Mrs Clen- 
nam 
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‘Why, yes, ma’am,’ said Pancks, ‘radier so lately, I have 
lately been round this v/ay a good deal, owing to one thing and 
another.’ 

‘Beg Mr Casby and his daughter not to trouble themselves, by 
deputy, about me When they v/ish to see me, they know I am here 
to see them. They have no need to trouble tliemselves to send 
You have no need to trouble yourself to come.’ 

‘Not the least trouble, ma’am,’ said Mr Pancks ‘You really 
are looking uncommonly nicely, ma’am ’ 

‘Thank you Good evening,’ 

The dismissal, and its accompanying finger pointed straight at 
the door, v/as so curt and direct that Mr Pancks did not see his 
-way to prolong his visit. He stirred up his hair v/ith his spnghthest 
expression, glanced at die little figure again, said ‘ Good evening, 
ma’am, don’t come dov/n, Mrs Affery, I know the road to the 
door,’ and steamed out. Mrs Clennam, her chin resnng on her hand, 
followed him with attentive and darkly distrustful eyes, and Affery 
stood looking at her as if she were spell-bound. 

Slowly and thoughtfully, Mrs Clennam’s eyes turned from the 
door by which Pancks had gone out, to Little Domt, nsmg from 
the carpet With her chin drooping more heavily on her hand, and 
her eyes vigilant and lov/enng, the sick v/oman sat lookmg at her 
until she attracted her attention Little Domt coloured under such 
a gaze, and looked dov/n. Mrs Clennam still sat intent. 

‘Little Domt,’ she said, v/hen she at last broke silence, ‘what 
do you know of that man?’ 

‘I don’t knov/ anything of him, ma’am, except that I have seen 
him about, and that he has spoken to me.’ 

‘What has he said to you^’ 

‘I don’t understand what he has said, he is so strange. But nothing 
rough or disagreeable.’ 

‘Why does he come here to see you^’ 

‘I don’t know, ma’am,’ said Little Domt, v/ith perfect frankness 

‘You Imov/ that he does come here to see you^’ 

T have fanaed so,’ said Little Domt. ‘But why he should come 
here or anywhere for that, ma'am, I can’t think.’ 

Mrs Clennam cast her eyes towards the ground, and with her 
strong, set face, as intent upon a subject in her mind as it had lately 
been upon the form that seemed to pass out of her view, sat ab- 
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sorbed Some minutes elapsed before she came out of tins thought- 
fulness, and resumed her hard composure 

Little Domt in die meanwhile had been waiting to go, but afraid 
to disturb her bj' moving She notv ventured to leave the spot wlierc 
she had been standing since she had nsen, and to pass gently round 
by the wheeled chair. She stopped at us side to say ‘ Good night, 
ma’am ’ 

Mrs Clennam put out her hand, and laid it on her arm Little 
Domt, confused under die touch, stood faltering Perhaps some 
momentary'^ recollection of the story of the Princess may have been 
m her mind 

‘Tell me, Little Domt,’ said Mrs Clennam, ‘have you many 
fnends now?’ 

‘Very few, ma’am. Besides you, only Miss Flora and — one more ’ 
‘Meamng,’ said Mrs Clennam, with her unbent finger again 
pointing to die door, ‘that man?’ 

‘Oh no, ma’am'’ 

‘Some fnend of his, perhaps^’ 

‘No ma’am’ Little Domt eamesdy shook her head ‘Oh no' 
No one at all like lum, or belonging to him ’ 

‘Well!’ said Mrs Clennam, almost smiling ‘It is no affair of 
mine I ask, because I take an mterest m you, and because I believe 
I was your fnend when you had no odier who could serve you Is 
diat so^’ 

‘Yes, ma’am, indeed it is I have been here many a time when, 
but for y ou and the work you gave me, we should have wanted 
everything ’ 

‘We,’ repeated Mrs Clennam, looking towards the watch, once 
her dead husband’s, which always lay upon her table ‘Are there 
many of you^’ 

Only father and I, now I mean, only father and I to keep regu- 
larly out of what we get ’ 

Have you undergone many privations'* You and your fadier 
and who else there may be of you^’ asked Mrs Clennam, speaking 
dehberately, and meditatively turmng the watch over and over 
‘Sometimes it has been rather hard to live,’ said Little Domt, in 
her soft voice, and timid uncomplaimng way, ‘but I think not 
harder — as to that — than many people find in’ 

That's well said!’ Mrs Clennam quickly returned ‘That’s the 
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truth* You are a good, thoughtful girl You are a grateful girl too, 
or I much mistake you.’ 

‘It IS only natural to be that. There is no ment m bemg that, 
said Little Domt. ‘I am indeed ’ 

Mrs Clennam, v/ith a gentleness of which the dreaming Affery 
had never dreamed her to be capable, drew down the face of her 
little seamstress, and kissed her on the forehead. 

‘Now go, Little Dorrit,’ said she, ‘or you will be late, poor child* 
In all the dreams Mistress Affery had been piling up since she 
first became devoted to the pursuit, she had dreamed nothing more 
astonishing than this Her head ached with the idea that she would 
find the other clever one kissing Little Dorrit next, and then the 
two clever ones embracing each other and dissolving mto tears of 
tenderness for all mankind. The idea quite stunned her, as she 
attended the light footsteps down the stairs, that the house door 
might be safely shut. 

On opening it to let Little Dornt out, she found Mr Pancks, 
instead of having gone his v/ay, as in any less wonderful place and 
among less wonderful phenomena he might have been reasonably 
expected to do, fluttenng up and down the court outside die house 
The moment he saw Little Dornt, he passed her briskly, said with 
his finger to his nose (as Mrs Affery distmctly heard), ‘Pancks the 
gipsy, fortune-telling,’ and went away. ‘Lord save us, here’s a gipsy 
and a fortune-teller in it now*’ cned Mistress Affery''. ‘What next! 

She stood at the open door, staggering herself with this enigma, 
on a rainy, diundery evening The clouds were flying fast, and the 
wind was coming up in gusts, banging some neighbouring shutters 
that had broken loose, twirling the rusty chimney-cowls and 
v/cather-cocks, and nishing round and round a confined adjacent 
churchyard as if it had a mind to blow die dead citizens out of their 
graves The lov/ thunder, muttering in all quarters of the sky at 
once, seemed to threaten vengeance for this attempted desecration, 
and to mutter, ‘Let them rest* Let diem rest*’ 

Mistress Affery, whose fear of thunder and lightning was only 
to be equalled by her dread of the haunted house with a premature 
and preternatural darkness in it, stood undecided whether to go in 
or not, until the question "was settled for her by die door blowing 
upon lier in a violent gust of wind and shutting her out. ‘Whats 
to be done now, what’s to be done nov/1’ cried Mistress Affery) 
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wnnging her hands in this last uneasy dream of all, ‘when she’s all 
alone by herself inside, and can no more come down to open it than 
the churchyard dead tliemselves'’ 

In this dilemma, Mistress Affery, with her apron as a hood to 
keep the ram off, ran crymg up and down the solitary paved en- 
closure several times Why she should then stoop down and look 
m at the keyhole of the door as if an eye would open it, it would be 
difficult to say, but it is none the less what most people would have 
done in the same situation, and it is what she did 

From this posture she started up suddenly, with a half scream, 
f(?ehng something on her shoulder It was the touch of a hand, of 
a man’s hand 

The man was dressed like a traveller, in a foragmg cap with fur 
about it, and a heap of cloak He looked hke a foreigner He had a 
quantity of hair and moustache — jet black, except at the shaggy 
ends, where it had a tinge of red - and a high hook nose He laughed 
at Mistress Affery’s start and cry, and as he laughed, his moustache 
went up under lus nose, and his nose came down over his mous- 
tache 

‘What’s the matter^’ he asked in plam English ‘What are you 
fnghtened at^’ 

‘At you,’ panted Affery 
‘Me, madam 

‘And the dismal evemng, and — and everythmg,’ said Affery 
‘And here' The wmd has been and blown the door to, and I can’t 
get m ’ 

‘Hahr said the gentleman, who took that very coolly ‘Indeed! 
Do you know such a name as Clennam about here^’ 

‘Lord bless us, I should think I did, I should think I did! ’ cned 
Affery, exasperated into a new wrmgmg of hands by the inquiry 
‘ Where about here ^ ’ 

‘Where*’ cried Affery, goaded mto another inspection of the 
keyhole ‘ Where but here in this house ^ And she’s all alone in her 
room, and lost the use of her limbs and can’t stir to help herself or 
me, and t’other clever one’s out, and Lord forgive me!’ cned Affery, 
dnven mto a frantic dance by these accumulated considerations, ‘ if 
I ain’t a-going headlong out of my mind!’ 

Takmg a warmer view of the matter now that it concerned 
himself, tlie gentleman stepped back to glance at the house, and 
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his eye soon rested on the long narrow window of die htde room 
near the hall-door. 

Where may the lady be who has lost the use of her lunbs, 
madam ^ he inquired, with that peculiar smile which Mistress 
Afiery could not choose but keep her eyes upon 

^Up there* said Affeiy. ‘Them two windows ’ 

Hahl I am of a fair size, but could not have the honour of pre- 
senting myself in that room without a ladder. Now, madam, frankly ^ 
— frankness is a part of my character— shall I open the door for you?’ 

Yes,^ bless you, sir, for a dear creetur, and do it at once/ cried 
Affery , for she may be a-calling to me at this very present minute, 
or may be setting herself a fire and burning herself to death, or 
there s no knowing what may be happemng to her, and me a-going 
out of my mmd at thinking of it*’ 

Stay, my good madam! * He restrained her impatience with a 
smooth white hand. ‘Business-hours, I apprehend, are over for the 
day?’ 

^Yes, yes, yes,’ cried Affery. ‘Long ago.’ 

Let me make, then, a fair proposal. Fairness is a part of my 
" ^ ^ landed from the packet-boat, as you may see ’ 

He showed her that his cloak was very wet, and that his boots were 
ratt^ted with water, she had previously observed that he was 
IS evelled and sallow, as if from a rough voyage, and so chilled 
at he could not keep his teeth from chattenng. ‘I am just landed 
rom the packet-boat, madam, and have been delayed by the 
wea er the infernal weather* In consequence of this, madam, 
^me necessary business that I should otherwise have transacted 
ere wi m the regular hours (necessary -business because money- 
usmess), still remains to be done Now, if you will fetch any 
au (^sed neighbouring somebody to do it m return for my open- 
ing the door, ril open the door. If th,s arrangement should be 
objectionable, I'll-’ and with the same smile he made a significant 
lemt of backing away 

Mistr^s AfFery, heartily glad to effect the proposed compromise, 
gave in her willing adhesion to it. The gentleman at once requested 
cr to o im the favour of holding his cloak, took a short run at the 
narao V window, made a leap at the sill, clung his way up the bricks, 
and in a moment had his hand at the sasli, raising it. His eyes looked 
so very sinister, as he put his leg into the room and glanced round at 
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Mistress AfFery, tliat she tliought v 'itli a sudden coldness, if he were 
to go straight up-stairs to murder the m\'ahd, what could she do to 
prevent him^ 

Happily he had no such purpose, for fie reappeared, in a moment, 
at the house door ‘Now, my dear madam,’ he said, as he took back 
his cloak and threw it on, 'if you have the goodness to— what tlie 
Dev^^s that* ’ 

Tlie strangest of sounds Evidenly close at hand from the pecu- 
har shock it communicated to tlie air, yet subdued as if it were far 
off A tremble, a rumble, and a fell of some light dry matter 
‘What the De\nl is it^’ 

‘I don’t know what it is but I’ve heard the like of it over and 
over agam,’ said Aifery, who had caught his arm 

He could hardly be a very brave man, even she thought in her 
dreamy start and fright, for his tremblmg bps had turned colour- 
less ^ After listening a few moments, he made light of it 

‘Bah! Nothing' Now, my dear madam, I think you spoke of 
some clever personage. Will you be so good as to confront me with 
that gemus^’ He held the door in his hand, as though he were qmte 
ready to shut her out agam if she failed 

‘Don’t you say anything about the door and me, then,’ whis- 
pered Affery 
‘Not a word ’ 

‘And don’t you stir from here, or speak if she calls, while I run 
round the comer ’ 

‘Madam, I am a statue.’ 

Affery had so vivtd a fear of his going stealthily up-statrs the 
moment her back was turned, that after hurrying out of sight, she 
returned to the gateway to peep at him. Seeing him still on the 
threshold, more out of the house than m it, as if he had no love for 
darkness and no desire to probe its mystenes, she flew mto the next 
street, and sent a message into the tavern to Mr Flmtwmch, who 
came out directly. The two retummg together — the lady in ad- 
\’ance, and Mr Fhntwinch coming up briskly behmd, animated 
with the hope of shakmg her before she could get housed — saw 
the gentleman standmg m the same place m the dark, and heard ihe 
strong voice of Mrs Clennam calhng from her room, ‘Who is it** 
What is it? Why does no one answer? Who zs that, down there 
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CHAPTER 30 

The Word of a Gentleman 

When Mr and Mrs Flintwmch panted up to the door of the old 
house in the tr/ilight, Jeremiah within a second of Affer}'^, die 
stranger started back. ‘Death of my souU’ he exclaimed ‘Mdiy, 
how did you get here^’^ 

Mr Fhntwinch, to whom these words were spoken, repaid the 
stranger’s wonder in full. He gazed at him v/ith blank astonishment, 
he looked over his own shoulder, as expecting to see some one he 
had not been aware of standing behind him, he gazed at the 
stranger again, speechlessly, at a loss to know what he meant, he 
looked to his wife for explanation; receiving none, he pounced 
upon her, and shook her with such heartiness that he shook her 
cap off her head, saying between his teeth, with gnm raillery, as 
he did It, ‘Affery, my woman, you must have a dose, my woman' 
This IS some of your tricks' You have been dreaming again, 
mistress Wliat’s it about^ Who is it^ What does it mean' Speak out 
or be choked! It’s the only choice I’ll give you ’ 

Supposing Mistress Affery to have any power of election at the 
moment, her choice was decidedly to be 6hoked, for she answered 
not a syllable to this adjuration, but, with her bare head wagging 
violently backwards and forwards, resigned herself to her punish- 
ment The stranger, however, picking up her cap v/ith an air of 
gallantry, interposed. 

‘ Permit me,’ said he, laying his hand on the shoulder of Jeremiah, 
v/ho stopped and released his victim. ‘Thank you Excuse me. 
Husband and wife I know, from this playfulness Haha' Always 
agreeable to see that relauon playfully mamtained. Listen! May I 
suggest that somebody up-stairs, in the dark, is becoming ener- 
geucally curious to know what is going on here ’ 

This reference to Mrs Clennam’s voice reminded Mr Fhntwinch 
to step into the hall and call up the staircase ‘It’s all right, I am 
here, Affery is coming with your light ’ Then he said to the latter 
flustered woman, who was putting her cap on, ‘ Get out widi you, 
and get up-stairs!’ and then turned to the stranger and said to him, 
‘Now, sir, what might you please to want^’ 




Mr Flmtwmch has a mtld attack of imtability 
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‘1 am afraid,’ said tlie stranger, ‘1 must be so troublesome as to 
propose a candle ’ 

‘True,’ assented Jeremiali ‘I was going to do so Please to stand 
where you are while I get one ’ 

The visitor was standing in the doorway, but turned a little into 
the gloom of the house as Mr Flmtwinch turned, and pursued him 
with his eyes into the httle room, where he groped about for a 
phosphorus box When he found it, it was damp, or otherwise out 
of order, and match after match that he struck mto it lighted 
sufficiently to throw a dull glare about his groping face, and to 
spnnkle his hands with pale little spots of fire, but not suffiaently 
to light the candle The stranger, taking advantage of this fitful 
illummation of his visage, looked intently and wondlenngly at him 
Jeremiah, when he at last lighted the candle, knew he had been 
doing this, by seeing the last shade of a lowering watchfulness clear 
away from his face, as it broke into the doubtful smile that was a 
large mgredient m its expression 

‘Be so good,’ said Jeremiah, closing the house door, and taking 
a pretty sharp survey of the smiling visitor m his turn, ‘as to step 
into my counting-house - It’s all nght, I tell you!’ petulantly 
breaking off to answer the voice up-stairs, still unsausfied, though 
Affery was there, speaking in persuasive tones ‘Don’t I tell you 
It’s all right? Preserve the woman, has she no reason at all m 
her!’ 

‘Timorous,’ remarked the stranger. 

‘Timorous^’ said Mr Flmtwinch, turning his head to retort, as 
he went before with the candle ‘More courageous than ninety men 
in a hundred, sir, let me tell you ’ 

‘Though an invalid^’ 

‘Many years an invalid Mrs Clennam. The only one of that name 
left in the House now. My partner ’ 

Saying something apologetically as he crossed the hall, to die 
effect that at that ume of night they were not m the habit of re- 
ceiving any one, and v/ere always shut up, Mr Fbntwinch led die 
way into liis own office, v/hich presented a sufficiently business-hke 
appearance Here he put the light on his desk, and said to the 
stranger, with his v/iyest twist upon him, ‘Your commands ’ 

‘My name is Blandois ’ 

‘Blandois I don’t know it,’ said Jeremiali 



LITTLE DORRIT 399 

‘I thought It possible,’ resumed the other, ‘that you raiglit have 
been ad\used from Pans 

‘We have had no ad\nce from Pans respecting anybody of die 
name of Blandois,’ said Jeremiah 
‘No?’ 

‘No’ 

Jeremiah stood in his favounte attitude. Tlie smiling Mr Blan- 
dois, opening his cloak to get his hand to a breast-pocket, paused 
to say, witli a laugh in his glittcnng ej'cs, whicli it occurred to Mr 
Flintwinch were too near together 

‘You are so like a fnend of mine’ Not so identically the same as 
I supposed vhen I really did for the moment take you to be the 
same in die dusk — for which I ought to apologise, permit me to do 
so, a readiness to confess my errors is, I hope, a part of the frankness 
of my character — sail, however, uncommonly like ’ 

‘Indeed?’ said Jeremiah, perversely. ‘But I have not received any 
letter of advice from anywhere respecang anybody of the name of 
Blandois ’ 

‘Just so,’ said the stranger 
'Just so,’ said Jeremiah 

hir Blandois, not at all put out by this omission on the part of 
die correspondents of the house of Clennam and Co , took his 
pocket-book from his breast-pocket, selected a letter from that 
receptacle, and handed it to Mr Flmtwmch. ‘No doubt you are well 
acquainted with the wnung Perhaps the letter speaks for itself, 
and requires no advice. You are a far more competent judge of such 
aSairs than I am. It is my misfortune to be, not so much a man of 
business, as what the world calls (arbitrarily) a gendeman.’ 

Mr Flmtwmch took the letter, and read, under date of Pans, 
‘We have to present to you, on behalf of a highly esteemed corres- 
pondent of our Firm, M. Blandois, of this aty,’ &c. &c- ‘Such 
fecilittes as he may require and such attenttons as may he m your 
power,’ &C. &C. ‘Also have to add that if you will honour M. 
Blandois’ drafts at sight to the extent of, say Fifty Pounds sterlmec 

(£50),’ &C. &C. 

‘Very good, su-,’ said Mr Flmtwmch. ‘Take a chair. To the 
extent of anything that our House can do — we are m a retired, 
old-fashioned, steady way of busmess, sir - we shall be happy to 
render you our best assistance I observe, from the date of this, 
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that we could not yet be advised of it. Probably you came over 
with the delayed mail that brings the advice ’ 

‘Tliat I came over witli the delayed mail, sir,’ returned Mr 
Blandois, passing his white hand down his high-hooked nose, ‘I 
know to the cost of my head and stomach* the detestable and in- 
tolerable weather having racked them both You see me in the 
plight in which I came out of the packet within this half-hour I 
ought to have been here hours ago, and tlien I should not have to 
apologise — permit me to apologise — for presenting myself so un- 
reasonably, and fnghtening- no, by-the-bye, you said notfnghten- 
ing, permit me to apologise again— the esteemed lady, Mrs Clennam, 
in her invalid chamber above stairs ’ 

Swagger and an air of authonsed condescension do so much, 
that Mr Flintwinch had already begun to think tins a highly gentle- 
manly personage. Not the less unyielding witli him on tliat account, 
he scraped his chm and said, what could he have the honour of 
doing for Mr Blandois to-mglit, out of business hours ^ 

‘Faith!’ returned that gentleman, shrugging his cloaked shoul- 
ders, ‘I must change, and eat and dnnk, and be lodged somewhere. 
Have the kindness to advise me, a total stranger, where, and money 
is a matter of perfect indifference until to-morrow The nearer the 
place, the better. Next door, if that’s all ’ 

Mr Flintwinch was slowly beginning, ‘For a gentleman of your 
habits, there is not in this immediate neighbourhood any hotel — 
when Mr Blandois took him up 

‘So much for my habits^ my dear sir,’ snapping his fingers 
‘A atizen of the world has no habits That I am, in my poor way, a 
gentleman, by Heaven’ I will not deny, but I have no unaccom- 
modating prejudiced habits A clean room, a hot dish for dinner, 
and a bottle of not absolutely poisonous wine, are all I want tonight 
But I want that much without the trouble of going one unnecessary 
inch to get it ’ 

‘There is,’ said Mr Flintwinch, with more than his usual delibera- 
tion, as he met, for a moment, Mr Blandois’ shining eyes, whicli 
were restless, ‘ there is a coffee-house and tavern close here, which, 
so far, I can recommend, but there’s no style about it ’ 

‘I dispense with style’’ said Mr Blandois, waving his hand. ‘Do 
me the honour to show me the house, and introduce me there (if 
I am not too troublesome), and I shall be infinitely obliged ’ 
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Mr Flintmnch, upon this, looked up his hat, and hghted Mr 
Blandois across the hall again As he put the candle on a bracket, 
where the dark old panelling almost served as an extmguisher for 
It, he bethought lumself of going up to tell the mvalid that he 
would not be absent five mmutes 

‘ Obhge me,’ said the nsitor, on his saymg so, ‘ by presenting my 
card of visit Do me the favour to add that I shall be happy to wait 
on Mrs Clennam, to offer my personal comphments, and to 
apologise for having occasioned any agitation m this tranqml 
comer, if it should suit her convemence to endure the presence 
of a stranger for a few minutes, after he shall have changed 
his wet clothes and fortified himself with something to eat and 
dnnk ’ 

Jeremiah made all despatch, and said, on his return, ‘She’ll be 
glad to see you, sir, but, being conscious that her sick room has no 
attracuons, wishes me to say that she won’t hold you to your offer, 
m case you should think better of it ’ 

‘To think better of it,’ returned the gallant Blandois, ‘would be 
to shght a lady, to slight a lady would be to be deficient m chivalry 
towards the sex, and chivalry towards the sex is a part of my 
character' ’ Thus ex'pressing himself, he direw die draggled skirt 
of his cloak over his shoulder, and accompamed Mr Flmtwmch 
to the tavern, takmg up on the road a porter who was waiting with 
his portmanteau on the outer side of the gateway. 

The house was kept m a homely manner, and the condescension 
of Mr Blandois was infimte It seemed to fill to mconvemence the 
httle bar in which the widow landlady and her two daughters re- 
ceived him, it was much too big for the narrow wamscoted room 
with a bagatelle-board m it, that was first proposed for his recep- 
tion, It perfecdy swamped the htde pnvate hohday sitting-room 
of the family, which was finally given up to him. Here, m dry 
clothes and scented Imen, with sleeked hair, a great nng on each 
forefinger and a massive show of watch-cham, Mr Blandois waiting 
for his dinner, lollmg on a window-seat with his knees drawn up, 
looked (for all the difference in the setting of the jewel) fearfully 
and wonderfully like a certain Monsieur Rigaud who had once so 
waited for his breakfast, lying on the stone ledge of the iron grating 
of a cell in a villamous dungeon at Marseilles 

His greed at dinner, too, was closely in keepmg with the greed 
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of Monsieur Rigaud at breakfast. His avanaous manner of collect- 
ing all the eatables about him, and devounng some with his eyes 
while devounng others with his jav/s, was the same manner. His 
utter disregard of otlier people, as shown in his v/ay of tossing the 
little womanly toys of furniture about, flinging favounte cushions 
under his boots for a softer rest, and crushing delicate covenngs 
v/ith his big body and his great black head, had the same brute 
selfishness at the bottom of it. The softly moving hands that were 
so busy among the dishes had the old wicked facility of the hands 
that had clung to the bars And when he could eat no more, and 
sat sucking his delicate fingers one by one and wiping them on a 
cloth, there v/anted nodung but the substitution of vmeleaves to 
finish the picture 

On this man, v/ith his moustache going up and his nose coming 
down in that most evil of smiles, and with his surface eyes looking 
as if they belonged to his dyed hair, and had had their natural 
pov/er of reflecting light stopped by some similar process, Nature, 
always true, and never working in vain, had set the mark, Bewarel 
It was not her fault, if the warning were fruidess She is never to 
blame in any such instance. 

Mr Blandois, having finished his repast and cleaned his fingers, 
took a agar from his pocket, and, lying on the window-seat again, 
smoked it out at his leisure, occasionally apostrophising the smoke 
as It parted from his thin lips in a thin stream 

‘Blandois, you shall turn the tables on society, my little child 
Hahaf Holy blue, you have begun v/ell, Blandois’ At a pinch, an 
excellent master in English or French, a man for the bosom of 
families! You have a quick perception, you have humour, you have 
ease, you have insinuating manners, you have a good appearance, 
in effect, you are a gentleman’ A gentleman you shall live, my small 
boy, and a gentleman you shall die You shall win, however the 
game goes They shall all confess your ment, Blandois You shall 
subdue the soaety which has grievously wronged you, to your own 
high spint Death of my soul’ You are high spinted by nght and 
by nature, my Blandois’ ’ 

To such soothing murmurs did this gentleman smoke out his 
cigar and dnnk out his bottle of wine Both being finished, he 
shook himself into a sitting attitude, and with the concluding 
serious apostrophe, ‘Hold, then! Blandois, you ingenious one, 
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ha\e all your ^^ts about jou*’ arose and went back to the house 
of Clennam and Co. 

He was received at die door by Mistress Affery, who, under 
instructions from her lord, had lighted up m'o candles in die hall 
and a third on the staircase, and who conducted him to Mrs 
Clennam’s room Tea was prepared there, and such little company 
arrangements had been made as usually attended die reception of 
erpeaed visitors Tliey were slight on die greatest occasion, 
never extendmg beyond the production of die Chma tea-servuce, 
and the covenng of the bed wadi a sober and sad drapery For the 
rest, there was die bier-like sofa widi die block upon it, and the 
figure in the widow’s dress, as if attired for execution, die fire 
topped by the mound of damped ashes, die grate wndi its second 
litde mound of ashes, the kettle and die smell of black dye, all as 
they had been for fifteen years 

Mr Rmtmnch presented the gentleman commended to the 
consideration of Clennam and Co Mrs Clennam, w'ho had the 
letter lying before her, bent her head and requested him to sit 
They looked very closely at one another. Tliat was but natural 
cunosity 

T diank you, sir, for thinking of a disabled woman like me Few 
who come here on business have any remembrance to bestow on 
one so removed from observation It would be idle to expect diat 
they should have. Out of sight, out of mind Wlule I am grateful 
for the exception, I don’t complam of the rule. ’ 

Mr Blandois, m his most gendemanly manner, was afraid he had 
disturbed her by unhappily presenting himself at such an uncon- 
scionable time. For which he had already offered his best apologies 
to klr— he begged pardon - but by name had not the distingmshed 
honour — 

‘Mr Fhntwmch has been connected with the House many years ’ 

Ivir Blandois was Mr Flmtwmch’s most obedient humble servant. 
He entreated Mr Flmtwinch to receive the assurance of his pro- 
foundest consideration 

My husband bemg dead,’ said Mrs Clennam, ‘and my son pre- 
ferring another pursuit, our old House has no other representative 
in these days than Mr Fhntwmch ’ 

What do you call yourself^’ was the surly demand of that 
gendeman ‘You have the head of two men ’ 
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' Mv sc\ disqualifies me/ she proceeded witli merely a slight turn 
of her eyes m Jeremiah’s direction^ ‘from taking a responsible part 
in the business, c\'cn if I had the ability, and therefore Mr Flint- 
V incli combines my interest with his own, and conducts it It is 
not vdiat it used to be, but some of our old friends (pnncipall} the 
V'^nters of tins letter) have die kindness not to forget us, and we 
retain the power of doing what diey entrust to us as efficiently as 
VC ever did This hov'ever is not interesting to you You are 
English, sir?’ 

‘Faith, madam, no, I am neidicr bom nor bred in England In 
eficci, I am of no country,’ said Mr Blandois, stretclung out his 
leg and smiting if *I descend from half-a-dozen countries.’ 

‘You have been mucli about die world 

‘It is true. By Heaven, madam, I hav^e been here and there and 
c’ erv whcrcl’ 


‘You have no ties, probably. Arc not married^’ 

‘Madam/ said Mr Blandois, with an ugly fall of his eyebrows, 
‘I adore )our sex, but I am not married ~ never was ’ 

Mistress A ficr/, who stood at die table near him, pounngoui the 
ti’w, happened in her dreamv state to look at liim as he said these 
ords and to fancy diat she caught an expression in his c} es w Inch 
attvct'.d her ov n eyes so dial she could not get diem away, flic 
eiicci of this fines was to keep her staring at him W'lth the lea-pd^ 
1*' jar Iwr'd, not only to her own great uneasiness, but manift'^th 
to 1 j‘. too, and, dirough them both, 10 Mrs Clcnnam’s and M’' 
I inf' mcl/s 7 lui > .1 f'v gho3tl> moments supervened, v/hen d't; 
(.'V a!' confu'tchv tanng v itnom J nowing why. 
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my peace of mind, I adore but too readily It may be a vice, it may 
be a virtue, but adoration of female beauty and merit constitutes 
three parts of my character, madam ’ 

Mr Flintwinch had by this time poured himself out another cup 
of tea, wluch he was swallowing in gulps as before, with his eyes 
directed to the invalid 

‘You may be heart-free here, sir,’ she returned to Mr Blandois 
‘Those letters are not intended, I believe, for the initials of any 
name ’ 

‘ Of a motto, perhaps,’ said Mr Blandois, casually 
‘Of a sentence They have always stood, I beheve, for Do Not 
Forget!’ 

‘And naturally,’ said Mr Blandois, replacing the watch and step- 
ping backward to his former chair, ‘you do not forget.’ 

Mr Flintwinch, finishing his tea, not only took a longer gulp 
than he had taken yet, but made his succeeding pause under new 
arcumstances. tliat is to say, with his head thrown back and his 
cup held still at lus lips, while his eyes were still directed at the 
invalid She had that force of face, and that concentrated air of 
collecting her firmness or obstinacy, which represented in her case 
wdiat would have been gesture and action in another, as she replied 
w'Uh her deliberate strengtli of speech* 

‘No, sir, I do not forget To lead a life as monotonous as mine 
has been during many years, is not die way to forget To lead a 
life of self-correction is not the way to forget. To be sensible of 
having (as v/c all have, cverj* one of use, all the children of Adam!) 
ofTcnccs to c^piate and peace to make, does not justify the desire 
to forget Tlicreforc I have long dismissed it, and I neidier forget 
nor v/ish to forget ’ 

^Ir Flintvmch, who had latterly been shaking die sediment at 
the bottom of lus ica-cup, round and round, here gulped it down, 
and putting the cup in the tea-tray, as done with, turned his eyes 
upon \Ir Blandois as if to ask him what he thought of diat.'' 

‘Ah C'.prcjV.d, madam,’ said Mr Blandois, vith his smoothest 
bo ’ and his * lute hand on Ins breast, ‘by the v ord “naturalb, 
s h'ch I am prf'iici to have h'>d sufficient apprehension and appre- 
C! 01 M (b'O iihout npprcciition I could not be Blandoi'^) to 

K ' 

■i 'f M 

‘Ikvdon m , ‘U, 'ihe r^torntd, ‘if I doubt the h! thhood <>> a 
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gentleman of pleasure, and change, and pohteness, accustomed to 
court and to be courted — ’ 

‘Oh madam! By Heaven’’ 

If I doubt the likelihood of such a character quite compre- 
hending what belongs to mine m my ctrciirastances Not to 
obtrude doctrine upon you,’ she looked at the rigid pile of hard pale 
books before her, ‘(for you go your own way, and the consequen- 
ces are on your own head), I wiU say this much that I shape my 
course by pilots, stnctly by proved and tried pilots, under whom 
I cannot be shipwrecked — can not be — and that if I were uiurundiul 
of the admomtion conveyed m those diree letters, I should not be 
half as chastened as I am.’ 

It was curious how she seized the occasion to argue with some 
invisible opponent Perhaps with her own better sense, always 
turmng upon herself and her own deception 

‘If I forgot my ignorances in my hfe of health and freedom, I 
might complam of the life to which I am now condemned. I never 
do, I never have done If I forgot diat this scene, the Earth, is 
expressly meant to be a scene of gloom, and hardship, and dark 
tnal, for the creatures who are made out of its dust, I might have 
some tenderness for its vanities But I have no such tenderness If 
I did not know that we are, every one, the subject (most justly the 
subject) of a wrath diat must be satisfied, and agamst which mere 
actions are nothmg, I might repme at the difference between me, 
impnsoned here, and the people who pass that gateway yonder. 
But I take it as a grace and favour to be elected to make the satis- 
faction I am makmg here, to know what I know for certam here, 
and to work out what I have worked out here My affliction nught 
otherwise have had no meamng to me Hence I would forget, and 
I do forget, nothmg Hence I am contented, and say it is better 
with me than with millions ’ 

As she spoke these words, she put her hand upon the watch, 
and restored it to the precise spot on her htde table which it always 
occupied With her touch Imgermg upon it, she sat for some 
moments afterwards, looking at it steadily and half-defiantly. 

Mr Blandois, durmg this exposition, had been stnctly attentive, 
keeping his eyes fastened on the lady, and thoughtfully stroking 
his moustache with his two hands Mr Fhntwinch had been a 
little fidgety, and now struck m 
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‘Ther6, there, therel’ said he ‘That is quite understood, Mrs 
Clennam, and you have spoken piously and well Mr Blandois, I 
suspect, IS not of a pious cast.’ 

‘ On the contrary, sir' ’ that gentleman protested, snapping his 
fingers ‘Your pardoni It’s a part of my character I am sensitive, 
ardent, conscientious, and imaginative A sensitive, ardent, con- 
saentious, and imaginative man, Mr Flintwmch, must he that, or 
nothing!’ 

There was an inkling of suspiaon in Mr Flintwinch’s face that 
he might be nothing, as he swaggered out of his chair (it was 
charactensQc of this man, as it is of all men similarly marked, that 
whatever he did, he overdid, though it were sometimes by only a 
hair’s-breadth), and approached to take his leave of Mrs Clennam 

‘With what will appear to you the egotism of a sick old woman, 
sir,’ she then said, ‘though really through your acadental allusion, 
I have been led away into the subject of myself and my infirmities 
Being so considerate as to visit me, I hope you will be likewise so 
considerate as to overlook that. Don’t compliment^ me, if yon 
please ’ For he was evidently going to do it, ‘Mr Fhntwmch will be 
happy to render you any service, and I hope your stay in this city 
may prove agreeable ’ 

Mr Blandois thanked her, and kissed his hand several times. 
‘Tins IS an old room,’ he remarked, with a sudden spnghthness 01 
manner, looking round when he got near the door, ‘I have been so 
interested that I have not obseiwed it But it’s a genuine old room 

‘It IS a genuine old house,’ said Mrs Clennam, with her frozen 
smile ‘A place of no pretensions, but a piece of antiquity.’ 

'Faitli'’ cried the \isitor ‘If hlr Flintwmch would do me the 
favour to take me througli the rooms on my way out, he could 
hardly oblige me more An old house is a weakness witli me. I have 
many w eaknesses, bur none greater. I love and study die picturesque 
m all Its varieties I have been called picturesque myself. It no 
menf to be picturesque — I have greater ments, perhaps — hut I 
may be, b} an accident Sympath}’-, sympadiy*’ 

‘I tell \ ou beforehand, Mr Blandois, that you’ll find it very clingy 
and ver}' bare,' said Jcrcmiali, taking up the candle ‘It’s not worth 
your looking at.’ But Mr Blandois, smiting him m a fncndly manner 
on the bjcJ,, only laugbeci, so die said Blandois kissed his hand 
attain to Mrs Cleninm, .and die/ vent out of the room together 
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‘You don’t care to go up-stairs^’ said Jeremiah, on tile landing 
‘On the contrar}', Mr Flinrwanch, if not tiresome to you, I shall 
be raMshed’’ 

Mr FhntT\inch, dierefore, wormed himself up tlie staircase, and 
Mr Blandois follo’ned close. Tliej ascended to the great garret 
bed-room which Artliur had occupied on the night of his return 
‘There, Mr Blandois!’ said Jeremiali, shouing it, ‘I hope ^ou may 
tliink tliat wortli coming so high to see I confess I don’t.’ 

Mr Blandois being enraptured, they walked tlirough otlier 
garrets and passages, and came down die staircase again By this 
time Mr Flintinnch had remarked that he never found die \ isitor 
looking at any room, after dirowing one quick glance around, but 
always found die visitor looking at lum, Mr Flintn'inch Widi this 
discovery m his dioughts, he turned about on the staircase for 
another experiment He met his eyes directly, and on the instant of 
their fixmg one another, die visitor, widi diat ugly play of nose 
and moustache, laughed (as he had done at every similar moment 
since the}' left Mrs Clennam’s chamber) a diabolically silent laugh 
As a much shorter man than the visitor, Mr Flintwinch was at 
the physical disadvantage of being thus disagreeably leered at from 
a height, and as he went first down the staircase, and was usually a 
step or tv'o lower than the odier, dus disadvantage was at die time 
mcreased He postponed looking at Ivlr Blandois agam until this 
acadental inequality was removed by dieir having entered die late 
Mr Clennam’s room But, dien twisting himself suddenly round 
upon him, he found his look unchanged 

‘A most admirable old house,’ smiled Mr Blandois ‘So 
mystenous Do you never hear any haunted noises here^’ 
‘Noises,’ returned Mr Flmtmnch ‘No ’ 

‘Nor see any devils^’ 

‘Not,’ said Mr Fhntwmch, grimly screwing himself at his 
questioner, ‘not any that introduce themselves under that name 
and in that capacity.’ 

‘Haha' A portrait here, I see.’ 

(Still lookmg at Mr Fhntwmch, as if he were the portrait.) 

‘It’s a portrait, sir, as you observe.’ 

‘May I ask the subject, Mr Flmtwmch^" 

‘Mr Clennam, deceased Her husband ’ 

Former owner of the remarkable watch, perhaps ^ ’ said the visitor 
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Mr Flintwinch, who had cast his eyes towards the portrait, 
twisted himself about again, and again found himself the subject 
of the same look and smile ‘Yes, Mr Blandois,’ he replied tartly. 
‘It was his, and his uncle’s before him, and Lord knows who before 
him, and that’s all I can tell you of its pedigree.’ 

‘That’s a strongly marked character, Mr Flmtwmch, our fnend 
up-stairs.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Jeremiah, twisting himself at the visitor again, 
as he did during the whole of this dialogue, like some screw- 
machine that fell short of its gnp, for the jither never changed, and 
he alv/ays felt obliged to retreat a little ‘She is a remarkable woman 
Great fortitude — great strength of mind.’ 

‘ They must have been very happy,’ said Blandois. 

‘Who^’ demanded Mr Flintwinch, with another screw at 
him. 

Mr Blandois shook his nght forefinger towards the sick room, 
and his left: forefinger towards the portrait, and then, putting his 
arras akimbo and stnding his legs wide apart, stood smiling down 
at Mr Flmtwmch with the advancing nose and the retreating 
moustache. 

‘As happy as most other married people, I suppose,’ returned 
Mr Flmtwmch ‘I can’t say. I don’t know There are secrets in all 
families ’ 

‘Secrets!’ cned Mr Blandois, quickly ‘Say it again, my son. 

‘I say,’ replied Mr Fhntwinch, upon whom he had swelled him- 
self so suddenly that Mr Flmtwmch found his face almost brushed 
by the dilated chest ‘I say there are secrets m all families ’ 

‘So tliere are,’ cned the other, clapping him on both shoulders, 
and rolling him backwards and forwards. ‘Haha! you are right. So 
there are* Secrets* Holy Blue* There are the devil’s own secrets in 
some families, Mr Fhntwinch!’ With that, after clapping Mr Flint- 
winch on bodi shoulders several times, as if m a fnendly and 
humorous way he were rallying him on a joke he had made, he 
tlirew up his arms, threw back his head, booked his hands together 
behind it, and burst into a roar of laughter. It was m vam for Mr 
Flintwinch to try another screw at him He had his laugh out. 

‘But, favour me with the candle a moment,’ he said, when he 
had done ‘Let us have a look at the husband of the remarkable 
lady. Hahl’ holding up the light at arm’s length ‘A decided 
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expression of face here too, though not of the same character Looks 
as if he were sajnng, what is it — Do Not Forget — does he not, 
Mr Fhntwinch^ By Heaven, sir, he does*’ 

As he returned Ae candle, he looked at him once more, and then, 
leisurely strollmg out witli him mto the hall, declared it to be a 
charming old house indeed, and one which had so greatly pleased 
him that he would not have missed inspecting it for a hundred 
pounds 

Throughout these smgular freedoms on the part of Mr Blandois, 
which mvolved a general alteration in his demeanour, making it 
much coarser and rougher, much more violent and audacious than 
before, Mr Fhntwinch, whose leathern face was not hable to many 
changes, preserved its immobikty mtacL Beyond now appearing 
perhaps, to have been left hanging a trifle too long before diat 
fiaendly operation of cutting down, he outwardly mamtained an 
equable composure They had brought their survey to a close in 
the httle room at the side of the hall, and he stood there, eyemg Mr 
Blandois 

T am glad you are so well satisfied, sir,’ was his calm remark T 
didn’t expect it. You seem to be qmte in good spmts ’ 

‘In admirable spmts,’ returned Blandois ‘Word of honour* 
never more refreshed m spmts Do you ever have presentiments, 
Mr Fhntwinch ^ ’ 

‘I am not sure that I know what you mean by the term, sir,’ 
rephed that gentleman 

‘Say, m this case, Mr Fhntwinch, undefined anticipations of 
pleasure to come ’ 

‘I can’t say I’m sensible of such a sensation at present,’ returned 
Mr Flmtwmch with the utmost gravity. ‘If I should find it coming 
on, I’ll mention it ’ 

‘Now I,’ said Blandois, ‘I, my son, have a presentiment to-night 
that we shall be well acquamted Do you find it coming on ^ ’ 

N — no,’ returned Mr Flmtwmch, deliberately mqumng of 
himself ‘I can’t say I do ’ 

I have a strong presentiment that we shall become intimately 
acquamted — You have no feelmg of that sort yet^’ 

‘Not yet,’ said Mr Flmtwmch 

Mr Blandois, taking him by both shoulders again, rolled lum 
about a httle m liis former merry way, then drew his arm through 
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his own, and invited him to come off and dnnk a bottle of wine 
like a dear deep old dog as he was 

Without a moment’s indecision, Mr Fhntwmch accepted the 
invitation, and they went out to the quarters where the traveller 
was lodged, through a heavy ram which had rattled on the windows, 
roofs, and pavements, ever smce mghtfall. The thunder and 
lightnmg had long ago passed over, but the ram was furious On 
their arnval at Mr Blandois’ room, a bottle of port wme was 
ordered by that gallant gentleman, who (crushing every pretty 
thing he could collect, m the soft disposition of his dainty figure) 
coiled himself upon the wmdow-seat, while Mr Fhntwmch took a 
chair opposite to him, with the table between them Mr Blandois 
proposed havmg the largest glasses m the house, to which Mr 
Flmtwmch assented The bumpers filled, Mr Blandois, with a 
roystermg gaiety, clinked the top of his glass against the bottom or 
Mr Fimtwmch’s, and the bottom of his glass against the top of 
Mr Flmtwinch’s, and drank to the mtimate acquamtance he fore- 
saw Mr Flmtwmch gravely pledged him, and drank all the wine he 
could get, and said ndthmg. As often as Mr Blandois chnked glasses 
(which was at every replemshment), Mr Flmtwmch stohdly did his 
part of the chnkmg, and would have stohdly done his companion s 
part of the wine as well as his own; being, except m the article o 
palate, a mere cask. 

In short, Mr Blandois found that to pour port wme into the re- 
ticent Fhntwmch was. not to open him but to shut him up. More- 
over, he had the appearance of a perfect abihty to go on all mght, 
or, if occasion were, all next day and all next mght; whereas 
Blandois soon grew mdistinctly consaous of swaggermg too fiercely 
and boastfully. He therefore terminated the entertainment at the 
end of the third bottle 

‘You will draw upon us to-morrow, sir,’ said Mr Fhntwmch, 
v/ith a business-hke face at parting 

‘My Cabbage,’ returned the other, takmg him by the collar 
with both hands, ‘I’ll draw upon you, have no fear Adieu, my 
Fhntwmch. Receive at parting,’ here he gave him a southern 
embrace, and kissed him soundly on both cheeks; ‘the word of a 
gentleman* By a thousand Tliunders, you shall see me again!’ 

He did not present himself next day, though the letter of advice 
came duly to hand Inquinng after him at mght, Mr Flmtwmch 
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found, with surpnse, that he had paid his bill and gone back to the 
Continent by way of Calais Nevertheless, Jeremiah scraped out 
of his cogitating fece a lively conviction that Mr Blandois would 
keep his word on this occasion, and would be seen again. 


CHAPTER 31 

Spirit 

Anybody may pass, any day, m the thronged thorou^feres of 
the metropohs, some meagre, wnnkled, yellow old man (who 
might be supposed to have dropped from the stars, if there were any 
star m the Heavens dull enough to be suspected of casting olf so 
feeble a spark), creepmg along with a scared air, as though be- 
wildered and a htde frightened by the noise and bustle. This old 
man is always a htde old man. If he were ever a big old man, he 
has shrunk mto a htde old man, if he were always a little old man, 
he has dwindled into a less old man His coat is a colour, and cut, 
that never was the mode anywhere, at any penod Clearly, it was 
not made for him, or for any individual mortal Some wholesale 
contractor measured Fate for five thousand coats of such quahty, 
and Fate has lent this old coat to this old man, as one of a long un- 
finished line of many old men It has always large dull metal buttons, 
similar to no other buttons This old man wears a hat, a thumbed 
and napless and yet an obdurate hat, which has never adapted itself 
to the shape of his poor head His coarse shut and his coarse neck- 
cloth have no more individuality than his coat and hat, they have 
the same character of not bemg his — of not bemg anybody’s Yet 
this old man wears these clothes with a certain unaccustomed air of 
bemg dressed and elaborated for the pubhc irays, as though he 
passed the greater part of his time in a mghtcap and gown And so, 
like the country mouse m the second year of a famme, come to see 
the town mouse, and timidly threading his tvay to the town-mouse’s 
lodgmg through a aty of cats, this old man passes m the streets 
Sometimes, on hohdays towards evemng, he will be seen to 
walk wnth a shghtly increased infirmity, and his old eyes will 
ghmmer with a moist and marshy hght Then the little old man is 
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drunk, A very small measure will overset him; he may be bowled 
off his unsteady legs with a half-pint pot. Some pitying acquain- 
tance — chance acquamtance very often — has warmed up his v/eak- 
ness with a treat of beer, and the consequence will be the lapse of a 
longer time than usual before he shall pass agam. For the httle 
old man is going home to the Workhouse, and on his good be- 
haviour they do not let him out often (though methinks they might, 
considenng the few years he has before him to go out in, under the 
sun), and on his bad behaviour they shut him up closer than ever 
m a grove of two score and nineteen more old men, every one of 
whom smells of all the others 

Mrs Plornish’s father, — a poor httle reedy piping old gentleman, 
like a worn-out bird, who had been in what he called the music- 
binding business, and met v/ith great misfortunes, and who had 
seldom been able to make his way, or to see it or to pay it, or to do 
anything at all with it but find it no thoroughfare, — had retired of 
his own accord to the Workhouse which was appointed by law to 
be the Good Samaritan of his district (without the twopence,^ which 
was bad political economy), on the settlement of that execution 
which had earned Mr Plomish to the Marshalsea College. Previous 
to his son-m-law’s difficulties coming to that head. Old Nandy 
(he was always so called in his legal Retreat, but he was Old Mr 
Nandy among the Bleeding Hearts) had sat in a corner of the 
Plomish fireside, and taken his bite and sup out of the Plomish 
cupboard He still hoped to resume that domestic position when 
Fortune should smile upon his son-in-law, in the meantime, whde 
she preserved an immovable countenance, he was, and resolved to 
remain, one of these little old men in a grove of little old men with 
a community of flavour 

But no poverty in him, and no coat on him that never was the 
mode, and no Old Men’s Ward for his dwelling-place, could quench 
Ins daughter’s admiration Mrs Plomish was as proud of her fatlier’s 
talents as she could possibly have been if tliey had made him Lord 
Chancellor She had as firm a belief in die sweetness and propriety 
of his manners as she could possibly have had if he had been Lord 
Chamberlain The poor httle old man knew some pale and vapid 
little songs, long out of date, about Chloe, and Phyllis, and 
Sirephon being wounded by the son of Venus, and for Mrs 
Plomish dicre was no such music at the Opera as the small internal 
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fluttenngs and chirpings wherein he would discharge lumself of 
these ditties, like a we^, little, broken barrel-organ, ground by a 
baby On lus 'days out,’ those flecks of light in his flat vista of 
pollard old men,” it was at once Mrs Plomish’s debght and sorrow, 
when he was strong witli meat, and had taken his full halfpenny- 
worth of porter, to say, ‘Sing us a song, Fatlier ’ Then he would 
give them Chloe, and if he were in pretty good spirits, Phyllis also - 
Strephon he had hardly been up to since he went into retirement — 
and then would Mrs Plomish declare she did beheve diere never 
■was sucli a singer as Father, and wipe her eyes 

If he had come from Court on tliese occasions, nay, if he had 
been the noble Refngerator come home triumphantly from a 
foreign court to be presented and promoted on lus last tremendous 
failure, Mrs Plomish could not have handed him wnth greater 
elevation about Bleeding Heart Ytird ‘Here’s Father,’ she would 
say, presenting him to a neighbour ‘Father -will soon be home 
•witli us for good, now Ain’t Fatlier looking welP Father’s a 
sweeter smger than ever, you’d never have forgotten it, if you’d 
aheard him just now ’ As to Mr Plomish, he had mamed these 
articles of belief m many'mg Mr Nandy’s daughter, and only 
wondered how it ■was that so gifted an old gentleman had not made 
a fortune This he attributed, after much reflection, to lus musical 
gemus not havmg been saennfically developed in his youth ‘For 
why,’ argued Mr Plomish, ‘why go a-bmding music when you’ve 
got It in yourself^ That’s where it is, I consider ’ 

Old Nandy had a patron one patron He had a patron who in 
a certam sumptuous way - an apologetic way, as if he constantly 
took an admmng audience to wimess that he really could not help 
bemg more free with this old fellow than they might have expected, 
on account of his simphcity and poverty — was mightily good to 
him Old Nandy had been several times to the Marshalsea College, 
communicating witli his son-in-law dunng his short durance there, 
and had happily acquired to himself, and had by degrees and in 
course of time much improved, the patronage of ^e Fatlier of that 
national institution 

Mr Domt was in the habit of receivmg this old man as if the old 
man held of him m vassalage under some feudal tenure. He made 
little treats and teas for him, as if he came in "with his homage from 
some outljnng district where the tenantry were m a primitive state 



LITTLE DORRIT 


416 

It seemed as if there were moments when he could by no means 
have sworn but that the old man was an ancient retamer of his, 
who had been mentonously faithful When he mentioned him, he 
spoke of him casually as lus old pensioner. He had a wonderful 
satisfaction in seeing him, and in commenting on his decayed con- 
dition after he was gone. It appeared to him amazmg that he could 
hold up his head at all, poor creature ‘In the Workhouse, sir, the 
Umon, no privacy, no visitors, no station, no respect, no speciahty 
Most deplorablel’ 

It was Old Nandy’s birthday, and they let him out. He said 
nodiing about its being his birthday, or they might have kept lum 
in, for such old men should not be bom. He passed along the 
streets as usual to Bleeding Heart Yard, and had his dinner with his 
daughter and son-m-Iaw, and gave them Phyllis. He had hardly 
concluded, when Little Domt looked in to see how they all were 
‘Miss Domt,’ said Mrs Plornish, ‘here’s Fatlierl Ain’t he looking 
nice^ And such voice he’s ml’ 

Little Dorrit gave him her hand, and smilingly said she had not 
seen him this long time. 

‘No, they’re rather hard on poor Father,’ said Mrs Plomish 
v/idi a lengdienmg face, ‘and don’t let him have half as much change 
and fresh air as would benefit him But he’ll soon be home for good, 
now. Won’t you, Father?’ 

‘Yes, my dear, I hope so In good time, please God ’ 

Here Mr Plomish delivered himself of an oration which he 
invariably made, v/ord for word the same, on all such opportunities 
It v^as couched in the follov/ing terms 

‘John Edward Nandy. Sir While there’s a ounce of wittles or 
dnnk of any sort in diis present roof, you’re fully welcome to your 
share on it- While there’s a handful of fire or a mouthful of bed m 
this present roof, you’re fully welcome to your share on it If 
be as diere should be nodiing in this present roof, you should be as 
V'clcomc to your share on it as if it was something, much or httic 
/\nd this is v/hat I mean and so I don’t deceive you, and consequent- 
1} which IS to stand out is to entreat of you, and therefore why not 
do it^' 

To this lucid address, which Mr Plomish always delivered as if 
he had composed it (as no doubt he had) v/idi enormous labour, 
Mrs Plomish 's father p5pingl> replied. 
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‘I thank you kindlv, Tliomas, and I knov. jour intentions well, 
uhidi IS tlie same I thank jou kindly for But no, Thomas Until 
such ames as it’s not to take it out of jour children’s mouths, 
uludi tal'c It IS, and call it bj hat name you v,’ill it do remain and 
equallj depri\e, though maj thej come, and too soon llicj' can 
not come, no Tliomas, no>’ 

Mrs Plomish, tv ho had been turning her face a little avvaj' Tvidi 
a comer of her apron in her hand, brought herself back to the 
comersanon again bj'^ telling Miss Dornt tliat Fatlier was going 
OT er the water to pay his respects, unless she knew of anj' reason 
whj It might not be agreeable. 

Her answer -was, T am going straight home, and if he uill come 
Tvath me I shall be so glad to take care of him - so glad,’ said Little 
Domt, alTvajs tlioughtful of the feelings of die weak, ‘of his 
company ’ 

‘There, Father'’ cned Mrs Plomish ‘Ain’t jmu a gay young 
man to be going for a t\ alk along with Miss Domt' Let me tie your 
neck-handkerchief into a regular good boTV, for you're a regular 
beau j ourself, Fadier, if ever there tv'as one ’ 

With this filial Joke his daughter smartened him up, and gave him 
a loving hug, and stood at die door with her weak child in her arms, 
and her strong child tumbling down die steps, looking after her litde 
old father as he toddled awaj’- widi lus arm under Little Domt’s 
They -walked at a slow pace, and Litde Domt took him by the 
Iron Bndge and sat him down diere for a rest, and they looked 
over at the water and talked about die shipping, and the old man 
mennoned what he would do if he had a slup full of gold coming 
home to him (his plan was to take a noble lodging for die Plomishes 
and himself at a Tea Gardens, and live there all die rest of their lives, 
attended on by the w'aiter), and it was a special birdiday of the old 
man They were Tvithin five minutes of their destination, when, at 
the comer of her own street, they came upon Fanny m her new 
bonnet bound for the same port. 

Why, good graaous me, Amy*' cned that young lady starting 
‘You never mean it'’ 

‘Mean Tvhat, Fanny dear?’ 

Well' I could have believed a great deal of you,’ returned the 
young lady -with bummg indignation, ‘but I don’t think even I 
could have beheved this, of even you!’ 
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‘Fanny! ’ cried Little Domt, wounded and astonished 

‘ Oh’ Don’t Fanny me, you mean little thing, don’t! The idea 
of coming along the open streets, in the broad hght of day, with a 
Pauper!’ (firmg olf the last word as if it were a ball from an air- 
gun). 

‘O Fanny’’ 

‘I tell you not to Fanny me, for Fll not submit to it! I never knew 
such a dung. The way m which you are resolved and determined to 
disgrace us on all occasions, is really infamous You bad little 
dung!’ 

‘Does It disgrace anybody,’ said Little Dornt, very gently, tt) 
take care of this poor old man?’ 

‘Yes, miss,’ returned her sister, ‘and you ought to know it does 
And you do know it does, and you do it because you know it does 
Tlie pnncipal pleasure of your life is to remind your family of their 
misfortunes. And the next great pleasure of your, existence is to 
keep low company. But, however, if you have no sense of decency, 
I have You’ll please to allow me to go on the other side of the way, 
unmolested ’ 


With this, she bounced across to the opposite pavement. The old 
disgrace, who had been deferentially bowing a pace or two off (fo^ 
Little Dorrit had let his arm go in her wonder, when Fanny began), 
and who had been hustled and cursed by impatient passengers for 
stopping the way, rejoined his companion, rather giddy, and sai , 
T hope nothing’s wrong with your honoured father, Miss^ I hope 
there’s nothing the matter in the honoured family^’ 

‘No, no,’ returned Little Domt. ‘No, thank you. Give me your 
arm again, Mr Nandy. We shall soon be tlieie now.’ 

So she talked to him as she had talked before, and they came to 
the Lodge and found Mr Chivery on the lock, and went in Now, i* 
happened that the Father of the Marslialsea was sauntering towards 
the Lodge at the moment when tliey were coming out of it, entering 
the prison arm in arm As die spectacle of their approach met his 
view, he displayed the utmost agitauon and despondency of mind, 
and — altogether regardless of Old Nandy, who, making his 
nrv'crence, stood with his hat in his hand, as he always did m that 
gracious presence — turned about, and hurried m at his own door- 
way and up the staircase 

Leaving the old unfortunate, whom m an evil hour she had taken 
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under her protection, with a humed promise to return to him 
directly, Little Domt hastened after her fadier, and, on the stair- 
case, found Fanny following her, and flounang up with offended 
digmty Tlie tliree came into the room almost together, and the 
Father sat down m his chair, buried his face in Ins hands, and 
uttered a groan 

‘Of course,’ said Fann}’^ ‘Very proper. Poor, afflicted Pa' Now, 

I hope you believe me, Miss^’ 

‘ What IS It, father? ’ cned Litde Dornt, bending over Inm ‘ Have 
I made you unhappy, father^ Not I, I hope!’ 

‘You hope, indeed' I dare say! Oh, you’ - Fanny paused for a 
suffiaently strong expression — ‘you Common-mmded little Amy 
You complete pnson-child'’ 

He stopped fflese angry reproaches with a wave of his hand, and 
sobbed out, raismg bis face and shaking his melancholy head at his 
younger daughter, ‘Amy, I know that you are innocent m intention 
But you have cut me to the soul ’ 

‘Innocent in mtention!’ the implacable Fanny struck m 
‘Stuff in intention! Low in mtention! Lowermg of the family m 
mtention!’ 

‘Father'’ cned Little Domt, pale and trembhng ‘I am very 
sorry Pray forgive me Tell me how it is, that I may not do it 
agaml’ 

‘How It is, you prevancatmg bttle piece of goods! ’ cned Fanny 
‘You know how it is I have told you already, so don’t fly m the 
face of Providence by attempting to deny it' ’ 

‘Hush! Amy,’ said the father, passmg his pocket-handkerchief 
several times across his face, and then graspmg it convulsively in 
the hand that dropped across his knee, ‘I have done what I could 
to keep you select here, I have done what I could to retam you a 
position here. I may have succeeded, I may not You may know it, 
you may not. I give no opmion I have endured everything here 
but humihation That I have happily been spared — imtil this day ’ 
Here his convulsive grasp imclosed itself, and he put his pocket- 
handkerchief to his eyes again Little Domt, on the ground beside 
him, with her implormg hand upon his arm, watched him remorse- 
fully Coming out of his fit of gnef, he clenched his pocket-hand- 
kerchief once more 

Humiliation I have happily been spared imtil this day Through 
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all my troubles there has been tliat - Spint m myself, and tliat - 
that submission to it, if I may use the term, in diose about me, 
which has spared me— ha — humiliation But this day, tins minute, I 
have keenly felt it.’ 

‘Of course* How could it be otherwise^’ exclaimed the irre- 
pressible Fanny. ‘Careering and prancing about with a Pauper*’ 
(air-gun again) 

‘But, dear father,’ cried Little Dorrit, ‘I don’t justify myself for 
having wounded your dear heart — no* Heaven knows I don’t*' 
She clasped her hands in quite an agony of distress ‘I do nothing 
but beg and pray you to be comforted and overlook it But if I had 
not known that you were kind to the old man yourself, and took 
much notice of him, and were always glad to see him, I would not 
have come here with him, father, I would not, indeed. What I have 
been so unhappy as to do, I have done in mistake I would not 
wilfully bring a tear to your eyes, dear love*’ said Little Dorrit, 
her heart well-nigh broken, ‘for anything the world could give me, 
or anything it could take away ’ 

Fanny, widi a partly angry and partly repentant sob, began to 
cry herself, and to say — as this young lady always said when she 
was half in passion and half out of it, half spiteful with herself and 
half spiteful with everybody else - that she wished she were dead 
The Father of the Marshalsea in the meantime took his younger 
daughter to his breast, and patted her head 

‘There, there* Say no more, Amy, say no more, my child I will 
forget It as soon as I can I,’ with hystencal cheerfulness, ‘I — shall 
soon be able to dismiss it It is perfectly true, my dear, that I am 
always glad to see my old pensioner — as such, as such — and that I 
do — ha — extend as much protection and kindness to the — hum — 
the bruised reed^ — I trust I may so call him without impropriety - 
as in my circumstances, I can It is quite true that this is the case, 
my dear child At the same time, I preserve in doing this, if I may- 
ha— if I may use the expression— Spint Becoming Spmt And there 
are some things which are,’ he stopped to sob, ‘irreconcilable with 
that, and wound that — v/ound it deeply It is not that I have seen 
my good Amy attentive, and — ha — condescending to my old 
pensioner — it is not that that hurts me It is, if I am to close the 
painful subject by being explicit, that I have seen my child, my own 
child, my ov/n daughter, coming into this College out of the 
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public streets - smiling’ smihngl — arm in arm witli — O my God, 
a lt\ery’’ 

This reference to tlie coat of no cut and no time, the unfortunate 
gentleman gasped forth, in a scarcelj’^ audible voice, and with his 
clenched pocket-handkerchief raised m tlie air His excited feelings 
might have found some further pamful utterance, but for a knock 
at the door, wludi had been already twice repeated, and to which 
Fanny (still wishmg herself dead, and indeed now going so far as 
to add, buned) cned ‘ Come in’’ 

‘Ah, Young John’’ said the Father, in an altered and calmed 
voice ‘What is it. Young John 

‘A letter for you, sir, bemg left in the Lodge just this minute, 
and a message with it, I tliought, happening to be tliere myself, 
sir, I would bnng it to your room ’ The speaker’s attention was 
much distracted by the piteous spectacle of Little Dornt at her 
fatlier’s feet, with her head turned away 
‘Indeed, John^ Thank you ’ 

‘The letter is from Mr Clennam, sir - it’s the answer - and tlie 
message was, sir, that Mr Clennam also sent his compliments, and 
word that he would do himself the pleasure of calling this after- 
noon, hopmg to see you, and likewise,’ attention more distracted 
than before, ‘ Miss Amy ’ 

‘ Oh’ ’ As the Father glanced into the letter (there was a bank- 
note in It), he reddened a httle, and patted Amy on the head afresh 
‘Thank you, Young John Qmte nght Much obhged to you for 
your attention No one waiting*'’ 

‘No, sir, no one waiting ’ 

‘Thank you, John How is your mother. Young John^’ 
‘Thank you, sir, she’s not qmte as well as we could wish — m 
feet, we none of us are, except father — but she’s pretty well, sir ’ 
‘Say we sent our remembrances, will jmu? Say kind remem- 
brances, if you please. Young John ’ 

‘Thank you, sir, I will ’ And Mr Cluvery jumor went his way, 
havmg spontaneously composed on the spot an entirely new 
epitaph for himself, to the effect tliat Here lay the body of John 
Chivery, Wlio, Havmg at such a date, Belield the idol of his hfe, 
In gnef and tears, And feehng unable to bear the harrowmg spec- 
tacle, Immediately repaired to the abode of lus mconsolable parents. 
And termmated lus existence by his own rash act 
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‘There, there, Amy!’ said the Father, when Young John had 
closed the door, ‘let us say no more about it ’ The last few minutes 
had improved his spirits remarkably, and he was quite lightsome. 
‘Where is my old pensioner all this while ^ We must not leave him 
by himself any longer, or he will begin to suppose he is not wel- 
come, and that would pain me. Will you fetch him, my child, or 
shall I?’ 

‘If you wouldn’t mind, father,’ said Little Dorrit, trying to bnng 
her sobbing to a close. 

‘ Certainly I v/ill go, my dear. I forgot, your eyes are rather red 
There! Cheer up, Amy. Don’t be uneasy about me. I am quite 
myself again, my love, quite myself. Go to your room, Amy, and 
make yourself look comfortable and pleasant to receive Mr 
Clennam.’ 

‘I would rather stay in my own room. Father,’ returned Little 
Domt, finding it more difficult than before to regam her com- 
posure. ‘I would far rather not see Mr Clennam.’ 

‘ Oh, fie, fie, my dear, that’s folly. Mr Clennam is a very gentle- 
manly man - very gentlemanly A little reserved at times, but I 
v/ill say extremely gentlemanly I couldn’t think of your not being 
here to receive Mr Clennam, my dear, especially this afternoon So 
go and freshen yourself up, Amy, go and freshen yourself up, 
like a good girl ’ 

Thus directed, Little Domt dutifully rose and obeyed only 
pausing for a moment as she went out of the room, to give her sister 
a kiss of reconaliation Upon which, that young lady, feeling 
much harassed in her mind, and having for the time worn out the 
wish with which she generally reheved it, conceived and executed 
the brilliant idea of wishing Old Nandy dead, rather than that he 
should come bothenng there like a disgusting, tiresome, wicked 
wretch, and making mischief between two sisters 

The Father of the Marshalsea, even humming a tune, and wear- 
ing his black velvet cap a little on one side, so much improved were 
his spints, went down into the yard, and found his old pensioner 
standing there hat in hand just withm the gate, as he had stood all 
this time ‘ Come, Nandy!’ said he, with great suavity. ‘Come up- 
stairs, Nandy, you know the way, why don’t you come up-stairs^’ 
He went the length, on dus occasion, of giving him his hand and 
saying, ‘Hov/ are you, Nandy? Are you pretty well?’ To which 
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that vocalist returned, ‘I thank you, honoured su:, I am all the 
better for seeing your honour ’ As they went along the yard, the 
Father of the Marshalsea presented him to a Collegian of recent 
date ‘An old acquaintance of mine, sir, an old pensioner ’ And then 
said, ‘Be covered, my good Nandy, put your hat on,’ widi great 
consideration 

His patronage did not stop here, for he charged Maggy to get 
the tea ready, and mstnicted her to buy certam tea-cakes, fresh 
butter, eggs, cold ham, and shnmps to purchase which collation 
he gave her a bank-note for ten pounds, laymg strict injunctions on 
her to be careful of the change. These preparations were in an 
advanced stage of progress, and his daughter Amy had come back 
with her work, when Clennam presented himself, whom he most 
graciously received, and besought to join their meal 

‘Amy, my love, you know Mr Clennam even better than I have 
the happiness of doing Fanny, my dear, you are acquainted with 
Mr Clennam ’ Fanny acknowledged him haughtily, the position 
she tacitly took up in aU such cases bemg that there was a vast 
conspiracy to insult the family by not understandmg it, or suffiaent- 
ly defemng to it, and here was one of the conspirators ‘This, 
Mr Clennam, you must know, js an old pensioner of mine, Old 
Nandy, a very faithful old man ’ (He always spoke of him as an 
object of great antiqmty, but he was two or three years younger 
than himself ) ‘ Let me see. You know Plomish, I think? I think my 
daughter Amy has mentioned to me that you know poor Plomish 
‘O yesl’ said Arthur Clennam 
‘Well, sir, this is Mrs Plomish’s fadier ’ 

‘Indeed^ I am glad to see him ’ 

‘You would be more glad if you knew his many good quahties, 
Mr Clennam ’ 

‘I hope I shall come to know them through knowing him,’ said 
Arthur, secretly pitying the bowed and submissive figure, 

‘It is a hohday with him, and he comes to see his old friends, 
who are always glad to see him,’ observed the Father of the 
Marshalsea. Then he added behind his hand, (‘Umon, poor old 
fellow Out for the day ’) 

By this time Maggy, qmedy assisted by her Little Mother, had 
spread the board, and the repast was ready. It bemg hot weadier 
and the pnson very close, the window was as wide open as it could 
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be pushed ‘If Maggy will spread that newspaper on the window- 
sill, my dear,’ remarked tlic Father complacently and in a half 
whisper to Little Domt, ‘my old pensioner can have his tea there, 
wlule we are having ours ’ 

So, witli a gulf between him and the good company of about 
a foot in width, standard measure, Mrs Plomish’s father was 
handsomely regaled. Clennam had never seen anytliing like his 
magnanimous protection by that other Fatlier, he of the 
Marshalsea, and was lost in the contemplation of its many 
wonders 

The most sinking of these was perhaps the relishing manner in 
which he remarked on the pensioner’s infirmities and failings, as 
if he were a gracious Keeper making a running commentary on the 
decline of the harmless animal he exlubited 

‘Not ready for more ham yet, Nandy ^ Why, how slow you arel 
(His last teeth,’ he explamed to the company, ‘are going, poor old 
boy ’) 

At another time, he said, ‘No shnmps, Nandy^’ and on his not 
instantly replying, observed, (‘His heanng is becoming very 
defective. He’ll be deaf directly.’) 

At another time he asked him, ‘Do you walk much, Nandy, 
about the yard within the walls of that place of yours 

‘No, sir, no I haven’t any great likmg for that.’ 

‘No, to be sure,’ he assented ‘Very natural.’ Then he pnvately 
informed the circle (‘Legs going ’) 

Once he asked the pensioner, in that general clemency which 
asked him anything to keep him afloat, how old his younger grand- 
child was^ 

‘John Edward,’ said the pensioner, slowly laying down his knife 
and fork to consider ‘How old, sir^ Let me think now.’ 

The Father of the Marshalsea tapped his forehead (‘Memory 
weak,’) 

‘John Edward, sir^ Well, I really forget I couldn’t say at this 
minute, sir, whether it’s two and two months, or whether it’s two 
and five months It’s one or the other.’ 

‘Don’t distress yourself by worrymg your mmd about it,’ he 
returned, with infinite forbearance (‘Faculties evidently decaying 
- old man rusts in the life he leads’’) 

The more of these discovenes that he persuaded himself he made 




The Pensioner — Entertainment 



LITTLE DORRIT 


426 

in tlie pensioner, the better he appeared to like him, and when he 
got out of his chair after tea to bid die pensioner good-bye, on Ins 
intimating diat he feared, honoured sir, liis time was running out, 
he made himself look as erect and strong as possible 

‘^Ve don’t call this a shilling, Nandy, you know,’ he said, 
putting one in his hand. ‘We call it tobacco ’ 

‘Honoured sir, I thank you It shall buy tobacco My thanks and 
duty to Miss Amy and Miss Fanny I wish you good night, Mr 
Clennam ’ 

‘And mind you don’t forget us, you know, Nandy,’ said the 
Father ‘You must come again, mind, whenever you have an 
afternoon You must not come out without seeing us, or we shall 
be jealous Good night, Nandy. Be very careful how you descend 
the stairs, Nandy; they are radier uneven and worn ’ With that he 
stood on the landing, watching the old man down and when he 
came into the room again, said, with a solemn satisfaction on him, 
‘A melancholy sight that, Mr Clennam, though one has the con- 
solation of knowing tliat he doesn’t feel it himself. The poor old 
fellow is a dismal wreck Spint broken and gone - pulverised - 
crushed out of him, sir, completely’’ 

As Clennam had a purpose in remaining, he said what he could 
responsive to these sentiments, and stood at the window with tlieir 
enunaator, while Maggy and her Little Mother washed the tea- 
service and cleared it away. He noticed that his companion stood 
at the window with the air of an affable and accessible Sovereign, 
and that, when any of his people in the yard below looked up, his 
recognition of their salutes just stopped short of a blessing 

When Little Dornt had her work on the table, and Maggy hers 
on the bedstead, Fanny fell to tying her bonnet as a preliminary 
to her departure- Arthur, still having his purpose, still remained 
At this time the door opened, without any notice, and Mr Tip 
came in He kissed Amy as she started up to meet him, nodded to 
Fanny, nodded to his father, gloomed on the visitor without 
further recognition, and sat down 

‘Tip, dear,’ said Little Dornt, mildly, shocked by this, ‘don’t 
you see — ’ 

‘Yes, I see, Amy If you refer to the presence of any visitor you 
have here — I say, if you refer to that,’ answered Tip, jerking his 
head with emphasis towards his shoulder nearest Clennam, ‘I see’’ 
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‘Is that all you say?’ 

‘That’s all I say And I suppose,’ added the lofty young man, 
after a moment’s pause, ‘ that visitor will understand me, when I 
say that’s all I say In short, I suppose the visitor will understand 
that he hasn’t used me like a gentleman ’ 

‘I do not undersland that,’ obser\'ed die obnoxious personage 
referred to with tranquillity 

‘No? Why, then, to make it clearer to you, sir, I beg to let you 
know that when I address what I call a properly-worded appeal, 
and an urgent appeal, and a dehcate appeal, to an individual, for a 
small temporary accommodation, easily widim his power — easily 
within his power, mmd' — and when that indmdual writes back 
word to me that he begs to be excused, I consider diat he doesn’t 
treat me hke a gendeman ’ 

Tile Father of the Marshalsea, who had surveyed his son in 
silence, no sooner heard this sentiment, than he began in angry 
voice 

‘How dare you — ’ But his son stopped him 
‘Now, don’t ask me how I dare, father, because that’s bosh 
As to the fact of the Ime of conduct I choose to adopt towards die 
mdividual present, you ought to be proud of my showing a proper 
spint ' 

‘I should think so'’ cned Fanny 

‘A proper spirit?’ said the Father ‘Yes, a proper spirit, a 
becormng spmt Is it come to this that my son teaclies me — me - 
spirit' ’ 

‘Now, don’t let us bother about it, father, or have any row on 
the subject I have fully made up my mind that the mdividual 
present has not treated me like a gentleman And there’s an end of 
il’ 

‘But there is not an end of it, sir,’ returned the Father ‘But there 
shall not be an end of it. You have made up your mind? You have 
made up your mmd ? ’ 

‘Yes, / have What’s the good of keepmg on like that?’ 
‘Because,’ returned die Father, m a great heat, ‘you had no 
right to make up your mind to what is monstrous, to what is — 
ha — immoral, to what is — hum — pamcidal No, Mr Clennam, I 
beg, sir Don’t ask me to desist, there is a — hum — a general 
prmaple mvolved here, which rises even above considerations 
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of - ha - hospitality I object to the assertion made by my son. 
I - ha - 1 personally repel it ’ 

‘Why, v/hat is it to you, father^’ returned the son, over his 
shoulder. 

‘What IS It to me, sir? I have a — hum - a spint, sir, that will not 
endure it I,’ he took out his pocket-handkerchief again and 
dabbed his face ‘I am outraged and insulted by it. Let me suppose 
the case that I myself may at a certain time - ha - or times, have 
made a — hum — an appeal, and a properly-worded appeal, and a 
delicate appeal, and an urgent appeal to some individual for a 
small temporary accommodation Let me suppose that that accom- 
modation could have been easily extended, and was not extended, 
and that that individual informed me that he begged to be excused 
Am I to be told by my own son, that I therefore received treatment 
not due to a gentleman, and that I — ha — I submitted to it?’ 

His daughter Amy gently tried to calm him, but he would not 
on any account be calmed He said his spirit was up, and wouldn’t 
endure this 

Was he to be told that, he wished to know again, by his own 
son on his own hearth, to his own face^ Was that humiliation to be 
put upon him by his own blood ^ 

‘You are putting it on yourself, father, and getting into all this 
injury of your own accord'’ said the young gentleman morosely 
‘What I have made up my mind about has nothing to do with 
you What I said had nothing to do with you Why need you go 
trying on other people’s hats^’^ 

‘I reply it has everything to do with me,’ returned the Fatlier 
‘I point out to you, sir, with mdignation, that — hum — the — ha - 
delicacy and peculiarity of your father’s position should strike you 
dumb, sir, if nothing else should, in laying down such — ha - such 
unnatural pnnaples Besides, if you are not fihal, sir, if you discard 
that duty, you are at least — hum — not a Chnstian ^ Are you — ha - 
an Atheist^ And is it Chnstian, let me ask you, to stigmatise and 
denounce an individual for begging to be excused this time, when 
the same individual may — ha — respond with the required accom- 
modation next ome^ Is it the part of a Chnstian not to - hum - 
not to try him again He had worked himself into quite a religious 
glow and fervour. 

‘I see precious well,’ said Mr Tip, rising, ‘that I shall get no 
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sensible or fair argument here to-mght, and so the best dung I can 
do IS to cut Good mght, Amy Don’t be vexed I am very sorry it 
happens here, and you here, upon my soul I am, but I can’t alto- 
gether part vnth my spint, even for your sake, old girl ’ 

With those words he put on his hat and went out, accompanied 
by Miss Fanny, who did not consider it spirited on her part to take 
leave of Clennam with any less opposmg demonstration than a 
stare, importmg that she had always known him for one of the large 
body of conspirators. 

When they were gone, the Fadier of the Marshalsea was at first 
mchned to sink into despondenc}’^ again, and would have done so, 
but that a gendeman opportunely came up within a rmnute or two 
to attend ham to the Snugger5% It was the gendeman Clennam had 
seen on the night of his own acadental detention there, who had 
that impalpable grievance about die misappropnated Fund on 
which the Marshal was supposed to batten He presented himself as 
a deputation to escort the Father to the Chair, it being an occasion 
on which he had promised to preside over the assembled Collegians 
m the enjoyment of a htde Harmony 

‘Such, you see, Mr Clennam,’ said the Father, ‘are the mcongrm- 
ties of my position here. But a public dutyl No man, I am sure, 
would more readily recognise a pubhc duty than yourself ’ 
Clennam besought him not to delay a moment. 

‘Amy, my dear, if you can persuade Mr Clennam to stay longer, 
I can leave the honours of our poor apology for an estabhshment 
with confidence m your hands, and perhaps you may do somedung 
towards erasmg from Mr Clennam’s mmd the - ha — untoward and 
unpleasant curcurastance which has occurred smce tea-time ’ 

Clennam assured him that it had made no impression on his 
mind, and dierefore required no erasure 

‘My dear sur,’ said the Father, with a removal of his black cap 
and a grasp of Clennam’s hand, combimng to express the safe 
receipt of his note and enclosure that afternoon, ‘Heaven ever bless 
you'’ 

So, at last, Clennam’s purpose m remainmg was at tain ed, and 
he could speak to Litde Domt with nobody by. Maggy counted 
as nobody, and she was by. 
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CHAPTER 32 

More Fortune-Telling 

Maggy sat at her work in her great white cap with its quantity 
of opaque foiling hiding what profile she had (she had none to 
spare), and her serviceable eye brought to bear upon her occupation, 
on the v/indow side of the room. What with her flapping cap, and 
what with her unserviceable eye, she was quite partitioned off from 
her Little Mother, whose seat was opposite the window The tread 
and shuffle of feet on the pavement of the yard had much diminished 
since the taking of the Chair, the tide of Collegians having set 
strongly in the direction of Harmony. Some few who had no music 
in their souls, or no money in their pockets, dawdled about, and 
the old spectacle of the visitor-wife and the depressed unseasoned 
prisoner still lingered in comers, as broken cobwebs and such un- 
sightly discomforts draggle in comers of other places It was the 
quietest time the College knew, saving the night hours when the 
Collegians took the benefit of the act of sleep. The occasional 
rattle of applause upon the tables of the Snuggery, denoted the 
successful termination of a morsel of Harmony; or the responsive 
acceptance, by the united children, of some toast or sentiment 
offered to them by their Father. Occasionally, a vocal strain more 
sonorous than the generahty informed the listener that some boast- 
ful bass v/as in blue water, or in die hunting field, or with the rein- 
deer, or on the mountain, or among the heather, but the Marshal of 
the Marshalsea knew better, and had got him hard and fast 

As Arthur Clennam moved to sit down by the side of Little 
Dorrit, she trembled so that she had much ado to hold her needle 
Clennam gently put his hand upon her work, and said, ‘Dear 
Little Dornt, let me lay it down ’ 

She yielded it to him, and he put it aside. Her hands were then 
nervously clasping together, but he took one of them 
‘How seldom I have seen you lately, Little Dorrit'’ 

‘I have been busy, sir ’ 

‘But I heard only to-day,’ said Clennam, ‘by mere accident, of 
your having been with those good people close by me Why not 
come to me, then^’ 
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‘I — I don’t know. Or rather, I tliought you might be busj’^ too 
You generally are now, are you not^’ 

He saw her trembling little form and her downcast face, and die 
eyes that drooped the moment diey were raised to his — he saw them 
almost with as much concern as tenderness 
‘My child, your manner is so changed!' 

The trembling was now quite beyond her control. Sofdy ^^nth- 
dravnng her hand, and la}ang it in her odier hand, she sat before 
him with her head bent and her whole form trembling 
‘My own Little Domt,’ said Clennam, compassionately 
She burst into tears Magg}’’ looked round of a sudden, and stared 
for at least a mmute, but did not interpose Clennam waited some 
litde while before he spoke agam 

‘I cannot bear,’ he said then, ‘to see ^mu weep, but I hope dus is 
a relief to an overcharged heart.’ 

‘Yes It IS, sir. Nothing but diat ’ 

‘Well, well! I feared you would think too much of what passed 
here just now It is of no moment, not die least I am only unfor- 
tunate to have come in die way Let it go by with diese tears It is 
not worth one of them One of them^ Such an idle thing should be 
repeated, with my glad consent, fifty times a day, to save you a 
moment’s heart-ache. Little Domt ’ 

She had taken courage now, and answered, far more in her 
usual manner, ‘You are so good' But even if there was nodung 
else in it to be sorry for and ashamed of, it is such a bad return 
to you — ’ 

‘Hushr said Clennam, smihng and touclimg her bps with his 
hand ‘Forgetfulness in you who remember so many and so much, 
would be new indeed Shall I remind you that I am not, and that I 
never was, any dung but the fnend whom you agreed to trust? No 
You remember it, don’t you^’ 

‘I try to do so, or I should have broken the promise just now, 
v/hen my mistaken brother was here You will consider lus bnng- 
ing-up m this place, and will not judge him hardly, poor fellow, I 
know'’ In raismg her eyes with these words, she observed his face 
more nearly than she had done yet, and said, with a qmck change of 
tone, ‘You have not been ill, Mr Clennam?’ 

‘No’ 

‘Nor tried'' Nor hurt^’ she asked him, anxiously 
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It fell to Clennam nov/, to be not quite certain hov/ to answer. 
He said m reply. 

To speak the truth, I have been a little troubled, but it is over. 
Do I shov/ It so plainly? I ought to have more fortitude and self- 
command than thaL I thought I had I must learn them of you 
Who could teach me betterl ’ 

He never thought that she saw in him what no one else could see. 
He never thought that in the v/hole world diere were no other eyes 
that looked upon him with the same light and strength as hers 

But It bnngs me to something that I wish to say,’ he continued, 
and therefore I will not quarrel even with my own face for telling 
tales and being unfaithful to me Besides, it is a privilege and plea- 
sure to confide in my Little DorriL Let me confess then, that, for- 
getting how grave I v/as, and how old I was, and hov/ the time for 
such things had gone by me with the many years of sameness and 
little happiness that made up my long life far away, without 
marking it — that, forgetting all this, I fancied I loved some one-’ 

‘Do I knov/ her, sir^’ asked Little Dornt 

‘No, my child.’ 

Not the lady who has been kind to me for your sake^’ 

‘Flora. No, no. Do you think-’ 

I never quite thought so,’ said Little Domt, more to herself 
than him. T did wonder at it a little ’ 

WelB said Clennam, abiding by the feeling that had fallen on 
him in the avenue on the night of the roses, the feehng that he was 
an older man, who had done with that tender part of life, ‘I found 
out my mistake, and I thought about it a little — in short, a good 
deal — and got wiser. Being wiser, I counted up my years and 
considered what I am, and looked back, and looked forward, and 
found that I should soon be grey I found that I had climbed the 
hiU, and passed the level ground upon the top, and was descending 
quickly ’ 

If he had known the sharpness of the pain he caused the patient 
heart, in speaking thus* While doing it, too, with the purpose of 
easing and serving her. 

I found that the day when any such thing would have been 
graceful in me, or good in me, or hopeful or happy for me or any 
one in connection with me, was gone, and would never shine 
again ’ 
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O’ If he had kno\\Ti, if he had known' If he could have seen the 
dagger in his hand, and the cruel wounds it struck in the faidiful 
bleeding breast of his Little Domt! 

‘All tliat IS over, and I have turned my face from it "'SHiy do I 
speak of this to Little Dornt'* Why do I show you, my child, the 
space of years that there is between us, and recall to you that I have 
passed, by the amount of your whole life,’- the time that is present 
to you^’ 

‘Because you trust me, I hope Because you know that nothmg 
can touch you without touclung me, that nothmg can make you 
happy or unhappy, but it must make me, who am so grateful to 
you, the same.’ 

He heard the thnll in her voice, he saw her earnest face, he saw 
her clear true eyes, he saw the qmckened bosom that would have 
jojduUy thrown itself before him to receive a mortal wound directed 
at his breast, with the dying cry, ‘I love him'’ and the remotest 
suspiaon of the truth never dawned upon his mmd. No He saw 
the devoted httle creature widi her worn shoes, in her common 
dress, m her jail-home; a slender child m body, a strong herome 
m soul, and the hght of her domestic story made all else dark 
to him 

‘For those reasons assuredly, Little Domt, but for another too 
So far removed, so different, and so much older, I am the better 
fitted for your friend and adviser I mean, I am the more easily to 
be trusted, and any little constraint that you might feel with ano Aer, 
may vanish before me Why have you kept so retired from me^ 
Tell me,’ 

‘I am better here My place and use are here I am much better 
here,’ said Little Domt, faintly. 

‘So you said that day upon the bndge I thought of it much 
afterwards Have you no secret you could entrust to me, with hope 
and comfort, if you would' ’ 

Secret^ No, I have no secret,’ said Little Domt in some trouble 

They had been speaking m low voices, more because it was 
natural to what they said to adopt that tone, than with any care to 
reserve it from Maggy at her work. All of a sudden Maggy stared 
again, and this time spoke 

‘I sayl Little Motlierl’ 

‘Yes, Maggy ’ 
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‘If you an’t got no secret of your own to tell him, tell lum that 
about the Princess She had a secret, you know/ 

‘The Princess had a secret?’ said Clennam, in some surpnse 
‘What Pnncess was tliat, Maggy 

‘Lor> How you do go and botlier a gal of ten,’ said Maggy, 
‘catching the poor thing up in tliat way. Whoever said the Pnncess 
had a secret^ I never said so,’ 

‘I beg your pardon I thought you did 

‘No, I didn’t. How could I, when it was her as wanted to find it 
out^ It was the little woman as had the secret, and she was always 
a spinning at her wheel. And so she says to her, why do you keep 
It there ^ And so the t’other one says to her, no I don’t, and so the 
t’other one says to her, yes you do, and then they both goes to the 
cupboard, and there it is And she wouldn’t go into the Hospital, 
and so she died You know, Little Mother, tell him that For it was 
a reg’lar good secret, that was> ’ cried Maggy, hugging herself. 

Arthur looked at Little Domt for help to comprehend this, and 
was struck by seemg her so timid and red But, when she told him 
that It was only a Fairy Tale she had one day made up for Maggy, 
and that there was nodiing in it which she wouldn’t be ashamed to 
tell again to anybody else, even if she could remember it, he left 
the subject where it was 

However, he returned to his own subject by first entreating her 
to see him oftener, and to remember that it was impossible to have 
a stronger interest m her welfare than he had, or to be more set 
upon promoting it than he was When she answered fervently, 
she well knew that, she never forgot it, he touched upon his second 
and more delicate point — the suspicion he had formed 

‘Little Dornt,’ he said, taking her hand again, and speaking 
lower dian he had spoken yet, so that even Maggy in the small 
room could not hear him, ‘another word I have wanted very much 
to say this to you, I have tried for opportunities Don’t mind me, 
who, for the matter of years, might be your father or your uncle 
Always think of me as quite an old man I know that all your devo- 
tion centres in this room, and that nothing to the last will ever 
tempt you away from the duties you discharge here If I were not 
sure of It, I should, before now, have implored you, and implored 
your father, to let me make some provision for you in a more 
suitable place But you may have an interest — I will not say, now, 
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though even that might be - may have, at anotlier time, an interest 
m some one else, an interest not incompatible witli your affecuon 
here.’ 

She was ver}", very pale, and silently shook her head 
‘It may be, dear Little Dornt ’ 

‘No No No ’ She shook her head, after each slow repetiuon 
of the word, with an air of quiet desolation that he remembered 
long afterwards The time came when he remembered it well, 
long afterwards, withm those prison walls, witliin that very 
room 

‘But, if It ever should be, tell me so, ray dear cliild Entrust die 
truth to me, point out die object of sucli an interest to me, and I 
vull try with all die zeal, and honour, and fnendship and respect 
that I feel for you, good Little Domt of my heart, to do you a 
lastmg service ’ 

‘O thank you, thank you! But, O no, O no, O nol’ She said 
this, looking at him with her work-worn hands folded together, 
and m the same resigned accents as before 

‘I press for no confidence now. I only ask you to repose un- 
hesitating trust in me ’ 

‘ Can I do less than diat, when you are so good! ’ 

‘Then you will trust me fully ^ Will have no secret unhappiness, 
or anxiety, concealed from me^’ 

‘Almost none ’ 

‘And you have none now ^ ’ 

She shook her head But she was very pale 
‘When I he down to-raght, and my thoughts come back — as 
they will, for they do every night, even when I have not seen you — 
to this sad place, I may believe that there is no gnef beyond this 
room, now, and its usual occupants, which preys on Little Domt’s 
mind^’ 

She seemed to catch at these words — that he remembered, too, 
long afterwards — and said, more brightly, ‘Yes, Mr Clennam, 
yes, you may' ’ 

The crazy staircase, usually not slow to give notice when any one 
was commg up or down, here creaked under a qmck tread, and a 
further sound was heard upon it, as if a little steam-engme with 
more steam than it knew what to do with, were working towards 
the room As it approached, which it did very rapidly, it laboured 
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with increased energy, and, after knocking at the door, it sounded 
as if It were stooping down and snorting in at the keyhole 

Before Maggy could open the door, Mr Pancks, opening it from 
without, stood without a hat and with his bare head in the wildest 
condition, looking at Clennam and Little Dorrit, over her shoulder 
He had a lighted cigar in his hand, and brought with him airs of 
ale and tobacco smoke 

‘Pancks the gipsy,’ he observed out of breath, ‘fortune-telhng ’ 

He stood dingily smiling, and breathing hard at them, with a 
most curious air, as if, mstead of being his propnetor’s grubber, he 
were the triumphant propnetor of die Marshalsea, the Marshal, all 
the turnkeys, and all the Collegians In his great self-satisfaction 
he put his agar to his bps (being evidently no smoker), and took 
such a pull at it, with his right eye shut up tight for the purpose, 
that he underwent a convulsion of shuddermg and chokmg But 
even in the imdst of that paroxysm, he still essayed to repeat his 
favourite introduction of himself, ‘Pa-ancks the gi-ipsy, fortune- 
telhng ’ 

‘I am spending the evemng with the rest of ’em,’ said Pancks 
‘I’ve been smging I’ve been takmg a part in White sand^ and grey 
sand / don’t know an3uhing about it Never mind I’ll take any 
part in anything It’s all the same, if you’re loud enough ’ 

At first Clennam supposed him to be intoxicated But he soon 
perceived that though he rmght be a litde the worse (or better) 
for ale, the staple of his exatement was not brewed from malt, or 
distilled from any grain or berry. 

‘How d’ye do. Miss Domt^’ said -Pancks ‘I thought you 
wouldn’t mind my running round, and looking m for a moment 
Mr Clennam I heard was here, from IVir Domt. How are you, 
sir^’ 

Clennam tlianked him, and said he was glad to see him so gay 

‘Gay>’ said Pancks ‘I’m in wonderful feather, sir I can’t stop 
a minute, or I shall be missed, and I don’t want ’em to miss me. - 
Eh, Miss Dornt^’ 

He seemed to have an insatiate delight in appealing to her and 
looking at her, exatedly sucking his hair up at the same moment, 
like a dark species of cockatoo. 

‘I haven’t been here half an hour. I knew Mr Domt was in the 
chair, and I said, “I’ll go and support him! ’’ I ought to be down in 
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Bleeding Heart Yard by nghts, but I can worry them to-morrow - 
Eh, Miss Domt^’ 

His little black eyes sparkled electrically. His very hair seemed 
to sparkle as he roughened it. He was m that highly-charged state 
that one might have expected to draw sparks and snaps from him by 
presenting a knuckle to any part of his figure 

‘Capital company here,’ said Pancks — ‘Eh, Miss Domt^’ 

She was half afraid of him, and irresolute what to say. He 
laughed, with a nod towards Clennam 

‘Don’t nund him, Miss Dornt He’s one of us We agreed that 
you shouldn’t take on to mind me before people, but we didn’t 
mean Mr Clennam He’s one of us He’s m it An’t you, Mr 
Clennam^ — Eh, Miss Domt^’ 

The excitement of this strange creature was fast communicating 
Itself to Clennam .Litde Domt with amazement, saw this, and 
observed that they exchanged qmck looks 

‘I was raakmg a remark,’ said Pancks, ‘but I declare I forget 
what It was Oh, I know' Capital company here I’ve been treating 
’em all round - Eh, Miss Domt^’ 

‘Very generous of you,’ she returned, noticing another of the 
quick looks between the two 

‘Not at all,’ said Pancks ‘Don’t mention it I’m commg mto my 
property, that’s the fact. I can afford to be hberal I think I’ll give 
’em a treat here Tables laid m the yard Bread m stacks Pipes m 
faggots ® Tobacco m hayloads Roast beef and plum-pudding for 
every one. Quart of double stout a head Pmt of wme too, if they 
like It, and the authonties give permission - Eh, Miss Domt'^’ 
She was thrown mto such a confusion by his manner, or rather 
by Clennam’s growing understanding of his manner (for she looked 
to him after every fresh appeal and cockatoo demonstration on the 
part of Mr Pancks), that she only moved her bps m answer. Without 
forming any word 

‘And oh, by-the-bye'’ said Pancks, ‘you were to hve to know 
what was behmd us on that little hand of yours And so you shall, 
you shall, my darlmg - Eh, Miss Domt^’ 

He had suddenly checked himself Where he got all the additional 
black prongs from, that now flew up all over his head hke the 
myriads of points that break out in the large change of a great 
firework, was a wonderful mystery. 
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‘But I shall be missed,’ he came back to that, ‘and I don’t 
want ’em to miss me Mr Clennam, you and I made a bargain I 
said you should find me stick to it. You shall find me stick to it now, 
sir, if you’ll step out of the room a moment Miss Dornt, I wish you 
good night. Miss Domt, I wish you good fortune ’ 

He rapidly shook her by both hands, and puffed down stairs 
Arthur followed him with such a humed step, that he had very 
nearly tumbled over him on the last landing, and rolled him down 
into the yard. 

‘What is It, for Heaven’s sake*’ Arthur demanded, when they 
burst out there both together. 

‘Stop a moment, sir Mr Rugg Let me introduce him ’ 

With those words he presented another man without a hat, 
and also with a cigar, and also surrounded v/ith a halo of ale and 
tobacco smoke, which man, though not so excited as himself, 
was in a state v/hich would have been akin to lunacy but for its 
fading into sober method when compared with the rampancy of 
Mr Pancks 

‘Mr Clennam, Mr Rugg,’ saidPanks ‘Stop a moment. Come to 
the pump ’ 

They adjourned to the pump. Mr Pancks, instantly putting his 
head under the spout, requested Mr Rugg to take a good strong 
turn at the handle. Mr Rugg complying to the letter, Mr Pancks 
came forth snorting and blowing to some purpose, and dried him- 
self on his handkerchief 

‘I am the clearer for that,’ he gasped to Clennam standing 
astomshed ‘But upon my soul, to hear her father making speeches 
in that chair, knowing what we know, and to see her up in that 
room in that dress, knowing v/hat we know, is enough to — give 
me a back, Mr Rugg — a little higher, sir, — that’ll do!’ 

Then and there, on that Marshalsea pavement, in the shades of 
evening, did Mr Pancks, of all mankind, fly over the head and 
shoulders of Mr Rugg of Pentonville, General Agent, Accountant, 
and Recoverer of Debts Alighting on his feet, he took Clennam 
by the button-hole, led him behind the pump, and pantingly pro- 
duced from his pocket a bundle of papers 

Mr Rugg, also, pantingly produced from his pocket a bundle of 
papers 

‘Stay!’ said Clennam in a whisper. ‘You have made a discovery.’ 
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Mr Pancks answered, witli an unction wliidi there is no language 
to convey, ‘We ratlier think so ’ 

‘Does it implicate any one^’ 

‘How implicate, sir^’ 

‘In any suppression or wrong dealing of any kind^’ 

‘Not a bit of It ’ 

‘Thank God*’ said Clennam to himself ‘Now show me ’ 

‘You are to understand’ — snorted Pancks, fe\ enshly unfolding 
papers, and speaking in short ’mgh-pressure blasts of sentences, 
‘\^^ere’s the Pedigree^ \^^erc’s Schedule number four, Mr Rugg** 
Oh! all nghtl Here we are — You are to understand tliat we are 
this very day virtually complete- We shan’t be legally for a day or 
two Call It at the outside a week We’ve been at it night and day for 
I don’t know how long Mr Rugg, you know how long^ Never 
mind Don’t s^y. You’ll only confuse me You shall tell her, Mr 
Clennam Not till we give you leave WTiere’s that rough total, 
Mr Rugg^ Oh! Here we are! Tliere sir* That’s what you’ll have to 
break to her Tliat man’s your Father of the Marshalsea*’ 

• 


CHAPTER 33 

Jlfrs Merdles Complcant 

Resigning herself to inevitable fate by making the best of those 
people, the Miggleses, and submitting her philosophy to the 
draught upon it, of which she had foreseen the likelihood m her 
mterview with Arthur, Mrs Gowan handsomely resolved not to 
oppose her son’s marriage. In her progress to, and happy arrival 
at, this resolution, she was possibly influenced, not only by her 
maternd affections, but by three pohtic considerations 

Of these, the first may have been diat her son had never signified 
the smallest mtention to ask her consent, or any mistrust of his 
abihty to dispense with it, the second, that the pension bestowed 
upon her by a grateful country (and a Barnacle) would be freed 
from any httle fihal inroads, when h^ Henry should -be married to 
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tile darling only child of a man in very easy circumstances^ the 
third, that Henry’s debts must clearly be paid down upon the altar- 
railing by his father-in-law. When, to these three-fold points of 
prudence there is added the fact that Mrs Gowan yielded her con- 
sent the moment she knew of Mr Meagles having yielded his, and 
that Mr Meagles’s objection to tlie marnage had been the sole 
obstacle in its way all along, it becomes the height of probabihty 
that the relict of the deceased Commissioner of notliing particular, 
turned these ideas in her sagaaous mind 

Among her connections and acquaintances, however, she main- 
tained her mdividual dignity and die dignity of the blood of the 
Barnacles, by diligently nursing the pretence that it was a most 
unfortunate business, that she was sadly cut up by it, that this was 
a perfect fascmation under which Henr}'^ laboured, that she had 
opposed It for a long time, but what could a modier do, and the 
like. She had already called Ajthur Clennam to bear witness to 
this fable, as a friend of the Meagles family; and she followed up 
the move by now impounding the family itself for the same pur- 
pose In the first interview she accorded to Mr Meagles, she sbded 
herself into the position of disconsolately but gracefully yielding to - 
irresistible pressure With the utmost politeness and good-breeding, 
she feigned that it was she - not he - who had made the difficulty, 
and who at length gave way, and that the sacrifice was hers - not 
his The same feint, with the same polite dextenty, she foisted on 
Mrs Meagles, as a conjuror might have forced a card on that inno- 
cent lady, and, when her future daughter-in-law v/as presented to 
her by her son, she said on embracing her, ‘ My dear, what have you 
done to Henry that has bewitched him so* ’ at tlie same time allow- 
ing a few tears to carry before them, in little pills, the cosmetic 
powder on her nose, as a dehcate but touching signal that she 
suffered much inwardly for the show of composure with v/hich she 
bore her misfortune 

Among the friends of Mrs Gowan (who piqued herself at 
once on being Society, and on maintaining intimate and easy 
relations with that Power), Mrs Merdle occupied a front row 
True, the Hampton Court Bohemians, without exception, turned 
up their noses at Merdle as an upstart, but they turned them 
down again, by falling flat on their faces to worship his v/ealth 
In which compensating adjustment of their noses, they were 
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pretty much like Treasury, Bar, and Bishop, and all the rest of 
them 

To Mrs Merdle, hirs Gowan repaired on a visit of self-con- 
dolence, after having given tlie gracious consent aforesaid She 
drove into town for die purpose in a one-horse carnage irreverendy 
called at that penod of English history', a pill-bov It belonged to a 
]ob-master in a small v.'ay, who drove it himself, and who jobbed it 
by the day, or hour, to most of die old ladies in Hampton Court 
Palace, but it was a point of ceremony, m that encampment, that 
the whole equipage should be tacitly regarded as die pnvate pro- 
perty of the jobber for die time being, and that the job-master 
should betray personal knowledge of nobody but the jobber m 
possession So the Circumlocution Barnacles, who were die largest 
job-masters in die universe, always pretended to know of no odier 
job but the job immediately in hand 

Mrs Merdle was at home, and was in her nest of crimson and gold, 
with the parrot on a neighbouring stem watching her widi his head 
on one side, as if he took her for another splendid parrot of a 
larger species To whom entered Mrs Gowan, widi her favounte 
green fan, which softened the light on the spots of bloom. 

‘My dear soul,’ said Mrs Gowan, tapping the back of her friend’s 
hand with this fan after a little indifferent conversation, ‘you are 
my only comfort That affair of Henry’s diat I told you of, is to 
take place. Now, how does it strike you> I am dying to know, 
because you represent and express Soaety so well ’ 

Mrs Merdle reviewed the bosom which Society was accustomed 
to review, and havmg ascertained that show-wmdow of Mr Merdle’s 
and the London jewellers’ to be m good order, replied 

‘As to marriage on the part of a man, my dear. Society requires 
that he should retneve his fortunes by mamage Soaety requires 
that he should gam by mamage. Soaety requires that he should 
found a handsome establishment by mamage Society does not see, 
otherwise, what he has to do with mamage Bird, be quiet’ ’ 

F or the parrot on his cage above them, presiding over the con- 
ference as if he were a Judge (and mdeed he looked rather like one), 
had wound up the exposition with a shnek 

Cases there are,’ said Mrs Merdle, delicately crooking the httle 
finger of her favounte hand, and making her remarks neater by 
that neat action, ‘cases there are where a man is not young or 
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elegant, and is rich, and has a handsome establishment already 
Those are of a different kind. In such cases 

Mrs Merdle shrugged her snowy shoulders and put her hand 
upon the jewel-stand, checking a little cough, as though to add, 
‘why, a man looks out for this sort of thing, my dean’ Then the 
parrot shneked again, and she put up her glass to look at him, and 
said, ‘Bird' Do be quiet'’ 

‘But, young men,’ resumed Mrs Merdle, ‘and by young men 
you know what I mean, my love — I mean people’s sons who have 
the world before them — they must place themselves in a better 
position towards Society by marnage, or Society really will not 
have any patience with their making fools of themselves Dread- 
fully worldly all this sounds,’ said Mrs Merdle, leamng back in her 
nest and putting up her glass again, ‘does it not^’ 

‘But It IS true,’ said Mrs Gowan, with a highly moral air 
‘My dear, it is not to be disputed for a moment,’ returned Mrs 
Merdle, ‘because Soaety has made up its mind on the subject, and 
there is nothing more to be said If we were in a more primitive 
state, if we lived under roofs of leaves, and kept cows and sheep 
and creatures instead of banker’s accounts (wluch would be de- 
haous, my dear, I am pastoral to a degree, by nature), well and 
good. But we don’t live under leaves, and keep cows and sheep and 
creatures. I perfectly exhaust myself sometimes, in pointing out the 
distinction to Edmund Sparkler ’ 

Mrs Gowan, looking over her green fan when tlus young gentle- 
man’s name was mentioned, replied as follows. 

‘My love, you know the wretched state of the coxmtry — those 
unfortunate concessions of John Barnacle’s' — and you therefore 
know the reasons for my being as poor as Tliingummy.’ 

‘A church mouse Mrs Merdle suggested with a smile 
‘I was thinking of the other proverbial church person — Job, 
said Mrs Gowan ‘Eidier will do It would be idle to disguise, 
consequently, that there is a wide difference between the position 
of your son and mine. I may add, too, that Henry has talent — ’ 
‘Which Edmund certainly has not,’ said Mrs Merdle, with the 
greatest suavity 

and that his talent, combined with disappointment,’ Mrs 
Gowan went on, ‘has led him into a pursuit which — ah dear me! 
You know, my dear. Such being Henry’s different position, the 
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quesnon is what is tlie most infenor class of marriage to which I 
can reconcile myself ’ 

Mrs Merdle was so mudi engaged with the contemplation of 
her arms (beautiful-formed arms, and die very thing for bracelets), > 
tliat she omitted to reply for a while. Roused at length by die 
silence, she folded the arms, and wndi admirable presence of mind 
looked her fnend full in die face, and said interrogatively, ‘ Ye-es? 
And then^’ 

‘And dien, my dear,’ said Mrs Go\iain not quite so sweedy as 
before, ‘I should be glad to hear what you have to say to it ’ 

Here the parrot, who had been standing on one leg since he 
screamed last, burst into a fit of laughter, bobbed himself densively 
up and down on both legs, and finished by standing on one leg 
again, and pausing for a repl}', widt his head as much awny^ as he 
could possibly twist it. 

'Sounds mercenary to ask what the gentleman is to get with the 
lady,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘but Soaety is perhaps a litde mercenary, 
you know, my dear ’ 

‘From what I can make out,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘I believe I may 
say that Henry will be relieved from debt -’ 

‘Much in debt^’ asked Mrs Merdle through her eyeglass 
‘Why tolerably, I should think,’ said Mrs Gowan 
‘Meamng the usual dung, I understand, just so,’ Mrs Merdle 
observed m a comfortable sort of -way 

‘And that the father will make them an allowance of three hun- 
dred a-year, or perhaps altogether somethmg more, which, m Italy-’ 
‘Oh> Going to Italy?’ said Mrs Merdle. 

‘For Henry to study. You need be at no loss to guess why, my 
dear. That dreadful Art -’ 

True. Mrs Merdle hastened to spare the feehngs of her afflicted 
fiiend. She understood Say no morel 

‘And that,’ said Mrs Gowan, shakmg her despondent head, 
that s all That,’ repeated Mrs Gowan, furhng her green fan for 
the moment, and tapping her chin with it (it was on the way to 
being a double chin, might be called a chin and a half at present), 
that s alll On the death of the old people, I suppose there will be 
more to come, but how it may be restricted or locked up, I don’t 
know And as to that, they may live for ever. My dear, they are 
just the kmd of people to do it.’ 
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Now, Mrs Merdle, who really knew her fhend Society pretty 
well, and who knew what Soaety’s mothers were, and what 
Soaety’s daughters were, and what Society’s matnmonial market 
was, and how pnces ruled m it, and what scheming and counter- 
scheming took place for the high buyers, and what bargaining and 
huckstenng went on, thought in the depths of her capaaous bosom 
that this was a sufficiently good catch Knowing, however, what 
was expected of her, and perceiving the exact nature of the fiction 
to be nursed, she took it delicately in her arms, and put her required 
contnbution of gloss upon it. 

‘And that is all, my dear^’ said she, heavmg a fnendly sigh 
‘Well, welh The fault is not yours You have nothing to reproach 
yourself with You must exercise the strength of mind for wluch 
you are renowned, and make the best of it ’ 

‘The girl’s family have made,’ said Mrs Go wan, ‘of course, the 
most strenuous endeavours to — as the lawyers say — to have and to 
hold Henry.’ 

* Of course they have my dear,’ said Mrs Merdle. 

‘I have persisted in every possible objection, and have worned 
myself morning, noon, and night, for means to detach Henry from 
the connection ’ 

‘No doubt you have, my dear,’ said Mrs Merdle. 

‘And all of no use. All has broken down beneath me Now tell 
me, my love Am I justified in at last yielding my most reluctant 
consent to Henry’s marrying among people not in Society; or, 
have I acted with inexcusable weakness ^ ’ 

In answer to this direct appeal, Mrs Merdle assured Mrs Gowan 
(speaking as a Pnestess of Society) tliat she was highly to be 
commended, that she was much to be sympathised with, that she 
had taken the highest of parts, and had come out of the furnace 
refined And Mrs Gowan, who of course saw through her own 
threadbare blind perfectly, and who knew that Mrs Merdle saw 
through It perfectly, and who knew that Soaety would see through 
It perfectly, came out of this form, notwithstanding, as she had 
gone into it, with immense complacency and gravity. 

The conference was held at four or five o’clock in the afternoon, 
when all the region of Harley Street, Cavendish Square, was 
resonant of carriage-wheels and double-knocks It had reached 
this point when Mr Merdle came home from his daily occupation 
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of causing the British name to be more and more respected in all 
parts of the civibsed globe capable of the appreciation of world- 
wide commercial enterprise and gigantic combmations of skill and 
capital For, though nobody knew with the least precision what 
Mr Merdle’s busmess was, except that it was to com money, these 
were the terms in which everybody defined it on aU ceremomous 
occasions, and wluch it was the last new pohte reading of the 
parable of the camel and the needle’s eye to accept without inquiry 
For a gentleman who had this splendid work cut out for hun, 
Mr Merdle looked a htde common, and rather as if, m the course of 
his vast transactions, he had accidentally made an interchange of 
heads with some mfenor spint He presented himself before the 
two ladies m the course of a dismal stroll through his mansion, 
which had no apparent object but escape from the presence of the 
chief butler 

‘I beg your pardon,’ he said, stopping short m confusion, ‘I 
didn’t know there was anybody here but the parrot.’ 

However, as Mrs Merdle said, ‘You can come ml’ and as Mrs 
Gowan said she was just going, and had already risen to take her 
leave, he came m, and stood looking out at a distant wmdow, with 
his hands crossed under his uneasy coat-cuffs, claspmg his wnsts 
as if he were taking himself into custody In this attitude he fell 
directly into a revene from which he was only aroused by his wife’s 
calhng to lum from her ottoman, when they had been for some 
quarter of an hour alone 

‘Eh^ Yes^’ said Mr Merdle, turmng towards her ‘What is it^’ 
‘What is it^’ repeated Mrs Merdle. ‘It is, I suppose, that you 
have not heard a word of my complaint ’ 

'Your complaint, Mrs Merdle^’ said Mr Merdle ‘I didn’t know 
that you were suffenng from a complaint What complaint^’ 

‘A complaint of you,’ said Mrs Merdle 

‘Oh! A complaint of me,' said Mr Merdle. ‘What is die - what 
have I - what may you have to complain of in me, Mrs Merdle^’ 
In his vudidrawong, abstracted, pondenng way, it took lum some 
time to shape dus question As a kind of faint attempt to convince 
himself diat he was the master of die house, he concluded by pre- 
‘^etuing his forefinger to die parrot, who expressed his opinion on 
that subject by instantly dnving lus bill into it 

^ou were sa;jing, Mrs Merdle,' said Mr Merdle, wndi his 
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wounded finger m his mouth, ‘diat you had a complaint against 
me? ' 

‘A complaint which I could scarcely show the justice of more 
emphatically, than by having to repeat it,’ said Mrs Merdle. 1 
might as well have stated it to the wall. I had far better have statdd 
It to the bird He would at least have screamed.’ 

‘You don’t want me to scream, Mrs Merdle, I suppose,’ said Mr 
Merdle, taking a chair. 

‘Indeed I don’t knov/,’ retorted Mrs Merdle, ‘but that you had 
better do that, than be so moody and distraught. One would at 
least know tliat you were sensible of what was gomg on around 
you ’ 

‘A man might scream, and yet not be that, Mrs Merdle,’ said Mr 
Merdle, heavily 

‘And might be dogged, as you are at present, v/itliout screammg, 
returned Mrs Merdle ‘That’s very true. If you wish to know the 
complaint I make against you, it is, in so many plain words, that 
you really ought not to go into Soaety unless you can accommo- 
date yourself to Society ’ 

Mr Merdle, so tv/isting his hands into what hair he had upon his 
head that he seemed to lift himself up by it as he started out of his 
chair, cned* 

‘’'jihy, in the name of all the infernal powers, Mrs Merdle, who 
does more for Soaety than I do? Do you see these premises, Mrs 
Merdle^ Do you see this furniture, Mbs Merdle^ Do you look m 
the glass and see yourself, Mrs Merdle? Do you know the cost of 
all this, and who it’s all provided for^ And yet will you tell me that 
I oughtn’t to go into Society^ I, who shower money upon it in this 
way? I, who might always be said — to — to — to harness myself to a 
watenng-cart full of money, and go about saturating Soaety every 
day of my life.’ 

‘Pray, don’t be violent, Mr Merdle,’ said Mrs Merdle. 
‘Violent^’ said Mr Merdle ‘You are enough to make me 
desperate You don’t know half of what I do to accommodate 
Soaety You don’t knov/ anything of the sacrifices I make for it. 

‘I know,’ returned Mrs Merdle, ‘that you receive the best in the 
land I knov/ that you move in the whole Soaety of the country. 
And I believe I know (indeed, not to make any ndiculous pretence 
about it, I know I know) who sustains you in it, Mr Merdle.’ 
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‘Mrs Merdle,’ retorted that gentleman, wipmg his dull red and 
yellow face, ‘I know that as well as 3 ’-ou do If you were not an 
ornament to Society, and if I was not a benefactor to Society, 
you and I would never have come togedier When I say a bene- 
factor to It, I mean a person who provides it with aU sorts of ex- 
pensive thmgs to eat and dnnk and look at But, to tell me that I 
am not fit for it after all I have done for it — after all I have done 
for It,’ repeated Mr Merdle, with a wild emphasis that made his wife 
lift up her eyehds, ‘ after all - all' - to tell me I have'no right to mix 
with It after all, is a prettj^ reward ’ 

‘I say,’ answered Mrs Merdle composedly, ‘that you ought to 
make yourself fit for it b}'^ being more digagi^ and less preoccupied 
There is a positive vulganty in carrying your busmess aflairs about 
with you as you do ’ 

‘How do I carry them about, Mrs Merdle^’ asked Mr Merdle 
‘How do you carry them about’^’ said Mrs Merdle. ‘Look at 
yourself in the glass ’ 

Mr Merdle mvoluntanly turned his eyes m tlie direction of the 
nearest mirror, and asked, with a slow detemunaoon of his turbid 
blood to his temples, whether a man was to be called to account for 
his digestion^ 

‘You have a physiaan,’ said Mrs Merdle. 

‘He does me no good,’ said Mr Merdle 
Mrs Merdle changed her ground 

‘Besides,’ said she, ‘your digestion is nonsense. I don’t speak of 
your digestion I speak of your manner ’ 

‘Mrs Merdle,’ returned her husband, ‘I look to you for that 
You supply manner, and I supplj”^ money ’ 

‘I don’t expect you,’ said Mrs Merdle, reposmg easily among her 
cushions, ‘to captivate people I don’t want you to take any trouble 
upon yourself, or to try to be fascmatmg I simply request you to 
care about nothmg — or seem to care about nothing — as everybody 
else does ’ 

‘Do I ever saj'^ 1 care about anything^’ asked Mr Merdle. 

Say'* No' Nobody would attend to jmu if you did But you 
show It.’ 

Show what^ What do I show*^’ demanded Mr Merdle hurriedly 

I have already told you You show that you carry your business 
cares and projects about, mstead of leavmg them in the City, or 
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wherever else they belong to/ said Mrs Merdle ‘Or seeming to 
Seeming would be quite enough* I ask no more Whereas you 
couldn’t be more occupied with your day’s calculations and com- 
binations than you habitually show yourself to be, if you were a 
carpenter ’ 

‘A carpenter*’ repeated Mr Merdle, checking something like 
a groan. ‘I shouldn’t so much mind being a carpenter, Mrs 
Merdle ’ 

‘And my complaint is,’ pursued the lady, disregarding die low 
remark, ‘Aat it is not the tone of Society, and that you ought to 
correct it, Mr Merdle. If you have any doubt of my judgment, ask 
even Edmund Sparkler.’ The door of the room had opened, and 
Mrs Merdle nov/ surveyed the head of her son through her glass 
‘Edmund; we want you here.’ 

Mr Sparkler, who had merely put in his head and looked round 
the room without entering (as if he were searching the house for 
that young lady with no nonsense about her), upon this followed 
up his head with his body, and stood before them To whom, in a 
few easy words adapted to his capacity, Mrs Merdle stated the 
question at issue 

The young gentleman, after anxiously feeling his shirt-collar as 
if It were his pulse and he were hypochondnacal, observed, ‘That 
he had heard it noticed by fellers ’ 

‘Edmund Sparkler has heard it noticed,’ said Mrs Merdle, with 
languid triumph. ‘Why, no doubt everybody has heard it noticed* 
Which in truth was no unreasonable inference; seeing that Mr 
Sparkler would probably be the last person, in any assemblage of 
the human speaes, to receive an impression from anything that 
passed in his presence. 

‘And Edmund Sparkler will tell you, I dare say,’ said Mrs 
Merdle, waving her favourite hand towards her husband, ‘how he 
has heard it noticed.’ 

‘I couldn't,’ said Mr Sparkler, after feeling his pulse as before, 
‘couldn’t undertake to say what led to it— ’cause memory desperate 
loose But being in company v/ith the brother of a doosed fine gal - 
v/ell educated too — with no biggodd nonsense about her — at the 
penod alluded to — ’ 

‘There’ Never mind the sister,’ remarked Mrs Merdle, a httle 
impatiently. ‘What did the brother say?’ 



EDMUND SPARKLER HAS HEARD IT NOTICED 449 

‘Didn’t say a word, ma’am,’ answered Ivir Sparkler ‘As silent 
a feUer as myself. Equally hard up for a remark.’ 

‘Somebody said something,’ returned Mrs Merdle. ‘Never nund 
who It vras ’ 

(‘Assure you I don’t m the least,’ said Mr Sparkler ) 

‘But tell us W'hat it was ’ 

Mr Sparkler referred to his pulse again, and put himself through 
some severe mental disaphne before he replied 

‘Fellers refemng to my Governor — expression not my owm — 
occasionally compliment my Governor in a verj'^ handsome w^y on 
bemg immensely nch and knownng— perfect phenomenon of Buyer 
and Banker and that - but sa} the Shop sits heavily on him Say he 
earned the Shop about, on lus back rather - like Jew clothesmen 
with too much busmess ’ 

‘Which,’ said Mrs Merdle, rising, with her floating drapery 
about her, ‘is exactly my complaint Edmund, give me your arm 
up-stairs ’ 

Mr Merdle, left alone to meditate on a better conformation of 
himself to Soaety, looked out of nine windows m succession, and 
appeared to see nme wastes of space When he had thus entertained 
himself he went down-stairs, and looked mtently at aU the carpets 
on flie ground-floor, and then came up-stairs agam, and looked 
mtently at all the carpets on the first-floor, as if they were gloomy 
depths, m umson with his oppressed soul Through all the rooms 
he wandered, as he alvrays did, hke the last person on earth who 
had any busmess to approach them Let Mrs Merdle annoimce, wnth 
all her rnight, that she vras at Home ever so many mghts m a season, 
she could not announce more wndely and unmistakably than Mr 
Merdle did that he w^as never at home. 

At last he met the chief butler, the siglit of which splendid re- 
tamer always finished him Extinguished by this great creature, he 
sneaked to his dressing-room, and there remained shut up until he 
rode out to dinner, with Ivfrs Merdle, m her own handsome chariot 
At dinner, he w^as envied and flattered as a bemg of might, was 
Treasuned, Birred, and Bishoped, as much as he would, and an 
hour after rmdmght came home alone, and bemg mstandy put out 
agam m his own hall, like a rushlight, by the chief buder, went 
sighmg to bed 
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CHAPTER 34 

A Shoal of Barnacles 

Mr Henry Gowan and the dog were established frequenters of 
the cottage, and the day was fixed for the wedding There was to be 
a convocation of Barnacles on the occasion, in order that that very 
high and very large family might shed as much lustre on the 
marriage as so dim an event was capable of receiving 

To have got the whole Barnacle family together would have 
been impossible for two reasons Firstly, because no building could 
have held all the members and connections of that illustrious house. 
Secondly, because wherever there was a square yard of ground in 
British occupation under the sun or moon, with a public post upon 
It, sticking to that post was a Barnacle No intrepid navigator could 
plant a flag-staff upon any spot of earth, and take possession of it in 
the British name, but to that spot of earth, so soon as the discoveiy 
was known, the Circumlocution Office sent out a Barnacle and a 
despatch-box. Thus the Barnacles were all over the world. In every 
direction -* despatch-boxing the compass 

But, while the so-potent art^ of Prospero himself would have 
failed in summonmg the Barnacles from every speck of ocean and 
dry land on which there was nothing (except mischief) to be done 
and anythmg to be pocketed, it wns perfecdy feasible to assemble 
a good many Barnacles This Mrs Gowan applied herself to do, 
calling on Mr Meagles frequently with new additions to the list, 
and holding conferences with that gentleman when he was not 
^og3ged (as he generally was at this period) in examimng and paying' 
the debts of his future son-in-law, in the apartment of scales and 
scoops 

One marriage guest there was, in reference to whose presence 
Mr Meagles felt a nearer interest and concern than in the attendance 
of die most elevated Barnacle expected, though he was far from 
insensible of the honour of having such company. This guest v/as 
Clennam But Clennam had made a promise he held sacred, among 
the trees that summer night, and, in the chivalry of his heart, 
regarded it as binding him to many implied obligations In for- 
getfulness of lumself, and delicate service to her on all occasions. 
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he was never to fail, to begin it, he answered hit Meagles cheer- 
fully, ‘I shall come, of course.’ 

His partner, Daniel Doyce, was sometlung of a stumbling-block 
m Mr Meagles’s way, tlie worthy gentleman being not at all clear 
m lus own anxious rmnd but diat the mingling of Daniel with 
oftiaal Bamacleism miglit produce some explosive combination, 
even at a marnage breakfast The national offender, however, 
hghtened him of lus uneasiness by coming down to Twickenliam 
to represent that he begged, with the freedom of an old fnend, and 
as a favour to one, diat he might not be invited ‘For,’ said he, ‘ as 
my business vuth dus set of gendemen was to do a public duty and 
a public ser\nce, and as dieir business with me was to prevent it 
by weanng my soul out, I dunk we had better not eat and dnnk 
together with a show of being of one mind ’ Mr Meagles was much 
amused by his fnend’s oddity, and patronised bun with a more 
protecting air of allowance than usual, when he rejoined ‘Well, 
well, Dan, you shall have your own crotcliety way ’ 

To Mr Henry Gowan, as die time approached, Clennam tried 
to convey by all quiet and unpretending means, that he was frankly 
and disinterestedly, desirous of tendermg him any friendship he 
would accept Mr Gowan treated him in return with his usual ease, 
and with his usual show of confidente, which was no confidence at 
all 

‘You see, Clennam,’ he happened to remark m the course of 
conversation one day, when they were walking near the Cottage 
within a week of the marnage, ‘I am a disappointed man That 
you know already ’ 

‘Upon my word,’ said Clennam, a htde embarrassed, *I scarcely 
know how ’ 

‘Why,’ returned Gowan, ‘I belong to a clan, or a chque, or a 
family, or a connection, or whatever you like to call it, that might 
have provided for me m any one of fifty ways, and that took it into 
Its head not to do it at all So here I am, a poor devil of an artist.’ 

Clennam was beginnmg, ‘But on the other hand — ’ when 
Gowan took him up 

Yes, yes, I know I have the good fortune of bemg beloved by a 
beautiful and chamung girl whom I love with all my heart.’ 

( Is there much of it^ ’ Clennam thought- And as he thought it, 
felt ashamed of himself ) 
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‘And of finding a father-in-law who is a capital fellow and a 
Kberal good old boy. Still, I had other prospects washed and combed 
into my childish head when it was washed and combed for me, and 
I took them to a pubhc school when I washed and combed it for 
myself, and I am here without them, and thus I am a disappointed 
man.’ 

Clennam thought (and as he thought it, again felt ashamed of 
himself), was this notion of being disappomted m life, an assertion 
of station which the bndegroom brought into the family as his 
property, having already earned it detrimentally into his pursuit^ 
And was it a hopeful or a promising thing anywhere^ 

‘Not bitterly disappointed, I think,’ he said aloud. 

‘Hang It, no, not bitterly,’ laughed Gowan. ‘My people are not 
worth that — though they are channmg fellows, and I have the 
greatest affection for them. Besides, it’s pleasant to show them that 
I can do without them, and that they may all go to the Devil And 
besides, again, most men are disappointed m life, somehow or 
other, and influenced by their disappointment. But it’s a dear good 
world, and I love itl’ 

‘It hes fair before you now,’ said Arthur. 

‘Fair as this summer nver,’ cned the other with enthusiasm, 
‘and by Jove I glow with admiration of it, and with ardour to run 
a race in it. It’s the best of old worlds* And my calhng! The best of 
old callings, isn’t it?’ 

‘Full of interest and ambition, I conceive,’ said Clennam 

‘And imposition,’ added Gowan, laughing, *we won’t leave out 
the imposition I hope I may not break down m that, but there, my 
being a disappointed man may show itself I may not be able to face 
It out gravely enough Between you and me, I think there is some 
danger of my being just enough soured not to be able to do that. 

‘To do what^’ asked Clennam 

‘To keep it up To help myself in my turn, as the man before 
me helps himself in his, and pass the bottle of smoke ^ To keep up 
die pretence as to labour, and study, and patience, and bemg de- 
voted to my art, and giving up many solitary days to it, and aban- 
doning many pleasures for it, and living m it, and all the rest of it 
m short, to pass the bottle of smoke according to rule.’ 

‘But It IS well for a man to respect his own vocation, whatever 
It is, and to dunk lumself bound to uphold it, and to claim for it 
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the respect it deserves; is it not^’ Artliur reasoned ‘And your 
vocation, Gowan, may really demand tlus suit and service I con- 
fess I should have tliought diat all Art did ’ 

‘What a good fellow you are, Clennam'’ exclaimed die odier, 
stoppmg to look at him, as if widi irrepressible admiration ‘ Wliat 
a capital fellow' You have never been disappointed That’s easy to 
see ’ 

It would have been so cruel if he had meant it, that Clennam 
firmly resolved to believe he did not mean it- Gowan, without 
pausmg, laid his hand upon his shoulder, and laughingly and 
hghtly went on 

‘ Clennam, I don’t like to dispel your generous visions, and I 
would give any money (if I had any), to hve in such a rose-coloured 
mist But what I do m ray trade, I do to sell What all we fellows do, 
we do to sell If we didn’t want to sell it for the most we can get for 
it, we shouldn’t do it Being work, it has to be done, but it’s easily 
enough done All the rest is hocus-pocus Now here’s one of the 
advantages, or disadvantages, of knowmg a disappointed man. You 
hear the truth ’ 

Whatever he had heard, and whetlier it deserved that name or 
another, it sank into Clennam’s mmd It so took root there, that 
he began to fear Henry Gowan would always be a trouble to lum, 
and that so far he had gained litde or nothing from the dismissal of 
Nobody, with all his mconsistencies, anxieties, and contradictions 
He found a contest still always gomg on m his breast between his 
promise to keep Gowan in none but good aspects before the mind 
of Mr Meagles, and his enforced observation of Gowan in aspects 
that had no good in them Nor could he quite support his own 
consaentious nature agamst misgivmgs that he distorted and dis- 
coloured himself, by reminding himself that he never sought those 
discoveries, and that he would have avoided them with wilhngness 
and great rehef For he never could forget what he had been, and 
he knew that he had once disliked Gowan for no better reason than 
that he had come in his way 

Harassed by these thoii^ts, he now began to wish the marriage 
over, Gowan and his young wife gone, and himself left to fulfil his 
promise, and discharge the g^erous fimction he had accepted. 
This last week was, m truth, an uneasy mterval for the whole house. 
Before Pet, or before Gowan, Mr Meagles was radiant; but Clennam 
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had more than once found him alone, with his view of the scales 
and scoop much blurred, and had often seen him look after the 
lovers, in the garden or elsewhere when he was not seen by them, 
with the old clouded face on which Gowan had fallen like a 
shadow. In the arrangement of the house for the great occasion, 
many little reminders of the old travels of the father and mother 
and daughter had to be disturbed and passed from hand to hand, 
and sometimes, m the midst of these mute witnesses, to the life 
they had had together, even Pet herself would yield to lamenting 
and weeping Mrs Meagles, the bhthest and busiest of mothers, 
went about smgmg and cheenng everybody, but she, honest soul, 
had her flights into store rooms, where she would cry until her 
eyes were red, and would then come out, attributing that appearance 
to pickled omons and pepper, and singing clearer than ever. Mrs 
Tickit, findmg no balsam for a wounded mind in Buchan’s Domes- 
tic Medicine, suffered greatly from low spirits, and from moving 
recollections of Minnie’s infancy. When the latter was powerful 
vdth her, she usually sent up secret messages importing that she 
was not in parlour condition as to her attire, and that she sohcited 
a sight of ‘her child’ pn the kitchen; there, she would bless her 
child’s face, and bless her child’s heart, and hug her child, in a medley 
of tears and congratulations, chopping-boards, rolling-pms, and 
pie-crust, with the tenderness of an old attached servant, which is a 
very pretty tenderness mdeed 

But all days come that are to be, and the raarnage-day was to 
be, and it came, and with it came all the Barnacles who were bidden 
to the feast. 

There was Mr Tite Barnacle, from the Circumlocution Office, 
and Mews Street, Grosvenor Square, with the expensive Mrs Tite 
Barnacle n/e Snltstalking, who made the Quarter Days so long m 
coming, and the three expensive Miss Tite Barnacles, double- 
loaded with accomphshments and ready to go off, and yet not going 
off "With the sharpness of flash and bang that might have been ex- 
pected, but rather hanging fire There was Barnacle Junior, also 
from tlie Circumlocution Office, leaving the Tonnage of the 
country, which he was somehow supposed to take under his pro- 
tection, to look after itself, and, sooth to say, not at all impairing 
the efiiaency of its protection by leaving it alone Tliere was the 
engaging Young Barnacle, deriving from tlie spnghtly side of die 
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family, also from the Circumlocution Office, gaily and agreeably 
helpmg the occasion along, and treating it, in his sparkling way, as 
one of the official forms and fees of the Church Department of 
How not to do it. There were three other Young Barnacles from 
three other offices, insipid to all the senses, and terribly m want of 
seasomng, domg the marriage as they would have ‘ done’ the Nile, 
Old Rome, the new singer, or Jerusalem 

But there was greater game than this There was Lord Deamus 
Tite Barnacle himself, in the odour of Circumlocution — with the 
very smell of Despatch-Boxes upon him Yes, there was Lord 
Deamus Tite Barnacle, who had nsen to official heights on the 
wings of one indignant idea, and that was. My Lords, that I am 
yet to be told that it behoves a Minister of this free country to set 
bounds to the philanthropy, to cramp the chanty, to fetter the 
public spirit, to contract die enterpnse, to damp the mdependent 
self-rehance, of its people That was, in other words, that this great 
statesman was always yet to be told that it behoved the Pilot of the 
ship to do anything but prosper m the pnvate loaf and fisl^i trade 
ashore, the crew bemg able, by dint of hard pumpmg, to keep 
the ship above water-without lum On this subhme dis'covery in the 
great art How not to do it, Lord Deamus had long sustamed the 
highest glory of the Barnacle family, and let any ill-advised mem- 
ber of either House but try How to do it by bnnging m a Bill to 
do It, diat Bill rvas as good as dead and buned when Lord Deamus 
Tite Barnacle rose up in his place and solemnly said, soarmg into 
mdignant majesty as the Circumlocution cheermg soared around 
him, that he was yet to be told. My Lords, that it behoved him as 
the Minister of this free country, to set bounds to the philanthropy, 
tO'cramp the chanty, to fetter the public spmt, to contract the 
enterpnse, to damp the independent self-rehance, of its people. 
The discovery of this Behoving Machine was the discovery of the 
pohtical perpetual motion It never wore out, though it was always 
going round and round in all the State Departments 

And there, vntli his noble fnend and relative Lord Deamus, was 
William Barnacle, who had made the ever-famous coalition with 
Tudor Stiltstalking, and who always kept ready his own particular 
reape for How not to do it, sometimes tapping the Speaker, and 
drawing it fresh out of him, with a ‘ First, I will beg you, sir, to 
inform the House what Precedent we have for the course into which 



LITTLE DORRIT 


456 

the honourable gentleman would preapitate us, ’ sometimes asking 
the honourable gentleman to favour him with his own version oi 
the Precedent, sometimes telling the honourable gentleman that he 
(William Barnacle) would search for a Precedent, and oftentimes 
crushing the honourable gentleman hat on the spot by telling him 
there was no Precedent. But Precedent and Preapitate were, under 
all circumstances, the well-matched pair of battle-horses of this 
able Circumlocutiomst. No matter that the unhappy honourable 
gentleman had been trying in vain, for twenty-five years, to 
preapitate William Barnacle into this — William Barnacle still put 
It to the House, and (at second-hand or so) to the coimtry, whether 
he was to be precipitated into this No matter that it was utterly 
irreconalable with the nature of things and course of events that 
the wretched honourable gentleman could possibly produce a 
Precedent for this — William Barnacle would nevertheless thank the 
honourable gendeman for that ironical cheer, and would close 
with him upon that issue, and would tell him to his teeth that there 
was N o Precedent for tius It might perhaps have been objected 
that the Wilham Barnacle wisdom was not high wisdom or the 
earth it bamboozled would never have been made, or, if made in a 
rash mistake, would have remained blank mud But Precedent and 
Preapitate together fnghtened all objection out of most people 
And there, too, was another Barnacle, a lively one, who had 
leaped through twenty places in quick succession, and was always 
in two or three at once, and who was the much-respected inventor 
of an art which he practised with great success and admiration m 
all Barnacle Governments This was, when he was asked a Parlia- 
mentary question on any one topic, to return an answer on any 
odier It had done immense service, and brought him into lugh 
esteem widi the Circumlocution Office 

And there, too, was a spnnlding of less distinguished Parliamen- 
tary Barnacles, who had not as yet got anything snug, and were 
going tlirough dieir probation to prove tlieir wortluness These 
Barnacles perched upon staircases and hid in passages, waiting 
tlieir orders to make houses or not to make houses, and they did 
all th eir hearing, and obing, and cheenng, and barking, under 
directions from the heads of the family, and they put dummy 
motions on the paper in die way of other men's motions, and they 
stalled disagreeable subjects off until late in the night and late in the 
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session, and then with ^^rtuous patnotism cned out that it was too 
late, and they went down into die countr}", whenever they were 
sent, and swore that Lord Decunus had revived trade from a 
swoon, and commerce from a fit, and had doubled the harshest of 
com, quadmpled the harvest of ha)'^, and prevented no end of gold 
from flymg out of tlie Bank Also tliese Barnacles were dealt, by 
die heads of the familj'’, like so many cards below the court-cards, to 
public meetings and dinners, where they bore testimony to all 
sorts of services on die part of dieir noble and honourable relatives, 
and buttered the Barnacles on all sorts of toasts And they stood, 
under similar orders, at all sorts of elections, and they turned out of 
their own seats, on the shortest notice and the most unreasonable 
terms, to let m other men, and they fetched and earned, and 
toadied and jobbed, and corrupted, and ate heaps of dirt, and were 
mdelaugable in the public service And diere was not a hst, m all 
the Circumlocution OflBce, of places that might fall vacant any- 
where withm half a century, from a lord of the Treasury to a 
Chinese consul, and up again to a governor-general of India, but 
as appheants for such places, the names of some or of eveiy one of 
these hungry and adhesive Barnacles were down 

It was necessanly but a sprinkling of any class of Barnacles that 
attended the mamage, for there were not two score in all, and what 
IS that subtracted from Legionl But the spnnklmg was a swcirra m 
the Twickenham cottage, and filled it. A Barnacle (assisted by a 
Barnacle) mamed the happy pair, and it behoved Lord Decimus 
Tite Bamade himself to conduct Mrs Meagles to breakfast. 

The entertainment was not as agreeable and natural as it might 
have been Mr Meagles, hove down^ by his good company while 
he highly appreciated it, was not himself Mrs Gowan was herself, 
and that did not improve him The fiction that it was not Mr 
Meagles who had stood m the way, but that it was the Family 
greatness, and that the Faxmly greamess had made a concession, 
and there was now a soothmg unanimity, pervaded the aflFair, 
though It was never openly expressed Then the Bamades felt that 
they for their parts would have done with the Meagleses when the 
present patromsmg occasion was over, and the Meagleses felt the 
same for iheir parts Then Gowan asserting his rights as a dis 
appomted man who had his grudge agamst the farmly, and who, - 
perhaps, had allowed his mother to have them there, as much in 
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the hope :t might give them some annoyance as with any other 
benevolent object, aired his pencil and his poverty ostentatiously 
before them, and told them he hoped in time to settle a crust of 
bread and cheese on bis wife, and that he begged such of them as 
(more fortunate than himself) came in for any good thing, and 
could buy a picture, to please to remember die poor painter Then 
Lord Deamus, who was a wonder on his own Parhamentary 
pedestal, turned out to be the windiest creature here* proposing 
happiness to the bnde and bndegroom in a senes of platitudes that 
would have made the hair of any sincere disciple and believer stand 
on end, and trotting, with the complacency of an idiotic elephant, 
among howling labynnths of sentences v/hich he seemed to take 
for high roads, and never so much as wanted to get out of Then 
Mr Tite Barnacle could not but feel that there was a person in 
company, v/ho would have disturbed his life-long sitting to Sir 
Thomas Lawrence in full official character, if such disturbance had 
been possible* while Barnacle Junior did, with indignation, com- 
municate to two vapid gentlemen, his relatives, that there was a 
feller here, look here, who had come to our Department without 
an appointment and said he wanted to know, you know, and diat, 
look here, if he was to break out now, as he raiglit you know (for 
you never could tell what an ungentlemanly Radical of that sort 
v/ould be up to next), and v/as to say, look here, that he wanted to 
know this moment, you know, that would be Jolly, wouldn’t it^ 

The pleasantest part of the occasion by far, to Clennam was the 
painfullest When Mr and Mrs Meagles at last hung about Pet in 
the room with the two pictures (v/here the company were not), 
before going with her to the threshold which she could never 
recross to be the old Pet and the old dehght, nothing could be more 
natural and simple than the three were Gowan himself was touched, 
and answered Mr Meagles’s Gowan, take care of her, take care 
of herl ’ with an earnest ‘Don’t be so broken-hearted, sir- By Heaven 
IwilP’ 

And so, with the last sofas and last loving words, and a last look 
to Clennam of confidence in his promise, Pet fell back in ffic 
carnage, and her husband waved his hand, and they were away for 
Dover, though not until the faithful Mrs Tickit^ m her silk gown 
and jet black curls had rushed out from some hiding-place, and 
thrown both her shoes after the carnage an apparition which 
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occasioned great surpnse to die distinguished company at the 
wmdows 

Tlie -said company being now relieved from further attendance, 
and the chief Barnacles being rather humed (for diey had it in 
hand just then to send a mail or two wluch was in danger of going 
straight to its destination, beating about die seas like the Flying 
Dutchman, and to arrange with complexity for the stoppage of a 
good deal of important busmess otherwise m penl of bemg done), 
went their several ways, with all affability conveymg to Mr and 
Mrs Meagles that general assurance that what they had been doing 
there, they had been domg at a sacnfice for Mr and Mrs Meagles’s 
good, which they always conveyed to Mb: John Bull in their official 
condescension to that most unfortunate creature. 

A miserable blank remamed m die house and in the hearts of 
the father and mother and Clennam Mr Meagles called only one 
remembrance to his aid, that really did him good 

‘It’s very gratifying, Arthur,’ he said, ‘after all, to look back 
upon ’ 

‘The past^’ said Clennam 

‘Yes — but I mean the company.’ 

It had made him much more low and unhappy at the time, but 
now It really did him good ‘It’s very gratifying,’ he said, often re- 
peating the remark in the course of the evening ‘Such lugh com- 
pany I’ ^ 


CHAPTER 35 

What was behind Mr Pancks on Little Dornt's Hand 

It was at this time that Mr Pancks, m discharge'of his compact with 
Clennam, revealed to him the whole of his gipsy story, and told him 
Litde Domt s fortune. Her father was heir-at-law to a great estate 
that had long lam unknown of, unclaimed, and accumulating His 
nght was now clear, nothmg mterposed m his Way, the Marshalsea 
gates stood open, the Marshalsea walls were down, a few flourishes 
of his pen, and he was extremely rich. 

In his trackmg out of the claim to its complete estabhsliment. 
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Mr Pancks had shov/n a sagacity that nothing could baffle, and a 
patience and secrecy that nothing could tire ‘I little thought, sir, 
said Pancks, ‘when you and I crossed Snuthfield that night, and 
I told you what sort of a Collector I was, that tins would come 
of It. I little thought, sir, when I told you you were not of the 
Clennams of Cornwall, that I was ever going to tell you who 
of the Domts of Dorsetshire ’ He then went on to detail. How, - 
having that name recorded in his note-book, he was first attracted 
by the name alone How, having often found two exactly similar 
names, even belonging to the same place, to involve no traceable 
consanguinity, near or distant, he did not at first give much heed 
to this, except in the way of speculation as to what a surprising 
change would be made in the condition of a little seamstress, if she 
could be shov/n to have any interest in so large a property How 
he rather supposed himself to have pursued the idea into its next 
degree, because there was something uncommon in the quiet 
little seamstress, which pleased him and provoked his curiosity^ 
Hov/ he had felt his way inch by inch, and ‘Moled k out, sir’ (that 
v/as Mr Pancks’s expression), grain by grain. How, in the begin- 
ning of the labour descnbed by this new verb, and to render which 
the more expressive Mr Pancks shut his eyes in pronouncing it and 
shook his hair over them, he had alternated from sudden lights and 
hopes to sudden darkness and no hopes, and back again, and back 
again How he had made acquaintances in the Pnson, expressly 
that he might come and go there as all other comers and goers did, 
and hov/ his first ray of light was unconsciously given him by Mr 
Dornt himself and by his sonj to both of whom he easily became 
known, v/ith both of whom he talked much, casually (‘but always 
Moleing you’ll observe,’ said Mr Pancks)' and from whom he de- 
nved, without being at all suspected, two or three little points of 
family history which, as he began to hold clues of his own, sug- 
gested others How it had at length become plain to Mr Pancks 
that he had made a real discoveiy of the heir-at-Jaw to a great for- 
tune, and that his discoveiy had but to be npened to legal fulness 
and perfection. Hov/ he had, thereupon, sworn his landlord, Mr 
Rugg, to secrecy in a solemn manner, and taken him into Moleing 
partnership How they had employed John Chivery as their sole 
clerk and agent, seeing to whom he was devoted. And how, until 
die present hour, v/hen authondes mighty in the Bank and learned 
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in the law declared tlieir successful labours ended, they had con- 
fided m no otiier human being 

‘So if die -v^hole dung had broken down, sir,’ concluded Pancks, 
‘at the \^ery last, say the day before the odicr day when I showed 
you our papers in the Prison yard, or say tliat very da^ , nobody but 
ourselves would have been crue% disappointed, or a penny the 
worse.’ 

Clennam, who had been almost incessantly shaking hands with 
him throu^out die narrative, was reminded by this to say, in an 
amazement "which even the preparation he had had for the main 
disclosure smoothed down, ‘My dear Mr Pancks, this must have 
cost you a great sum of money.’ 

‘Prett)' well, sir,’ said the triumphant Pancks ‘No tnfle, though 
we did It as cheap as it could be done. And die outlay "was a diffi- 
culty, let me tell you ’ 

‘A difficulty ’’ repeated Clennam ‘But the difficulties you have 
so wonderfully conquered in the whole business’ ’ shaking his hand 
again. 

‘I’ll tell you how I did xt,’ said the dehghted Pancks, putting his 
hair into a condition as elevated as himself ‘First, I spent all I had 
of my own. That "wasn’t much ’ 

‘I am sony^ for it,’ said Clennam ‘not that it matters now, 
though Tlien, what did you do-^’ 

‘Then,’ answered Pancks, *I borrowed a sum of my propnetor.’ 
‘Of Mr Casby^’ said Clennam ‘He’s a fine old fellow ’ 

‘Noble old boy; an’t he^’ said Mr Pancks, entering on a senes 
of the dryest snorts ‘Generous old buck. Confiding old boy 
Philanthropic old buck. Benevolent old boyl Twenty per cent. I 
to pay him, sir But we never do business for less at our 

shop ’ 

Arthur felt an awkward consciousness of having, in his exultant 
condition, been a htde premature. 

I said to that boilmg-over old Chnstian,’ Mr Pancks pursued, 
appealing greatly to rehsh this descnptive epithet, ‘that I had got 
a httle project on hand, a hopeful one, I told him a hopeful one, 
which "wanted a certain small capital I proposed to him to lend 
me the money on my note Which he did, at twenty, sticking the 
twenty on in a busmess-hke way, and putting it into the note, to 
look like a part of the prmcipal If I had broken do"wn after that, I 
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should have been his grubber for die next seven years at half wages 
and double grind But he’s a perfect Patnarch_, and it v/ould do 
a man good to serve him on such terms - on any terms ’ 

Arthur for his life could not have said v/ith confidence whether 
Pancks really thought so or not. 

‘When that was gone, sir,’ resumed Pancks, 'and it did go, 
though I dnbbled it out like so much blood, I had taken Mr 
Rugg into the secret I proposed to borrow of Mr Rugg (or of 
Miss Rugg, It’s the same thing, she made a little money by a specu- 
lation^ in the Common Pleas once) He lent it at ten, and tliought 
that pretty high But Mr Piugg’s a red-haired man, sir, and gets his 
hair cut And as to the crown of his hat, it’s high. And as to the 
bnm of his hat, it’s narrow. And there’s no more benevolence 
bubbling out o? him, than out of a ninepin ’ 

‘Your own recompense for all this, Mr Pancks,’ said Clennani, 
‘ought to be a large one.’ 

‘I don’t mistrust getting it, sir,’ said Pancks ‘I have made no 
bargain. I owed you one on tliat score, now I have paid it Money 
out of pocket made good, time fairly allowed for, and Mr Pugg’s 
bill settled, a thousand pounds would be a fortune to me. That 
matter I place in your hands I authorize you now to break all this 
to the family in any way you think best. Miss Amy Domt will be 
with Mrs Pinching this morning The sooner done the better 
Can’t be done too soon.’ 

This conversation took place in Clennam’s bed-room, while he 
was yet in bed. For Mr Pancks had knocked up the house and made 
his way in, very early in the morning, and, without once sitting 
dov/n or standing still, had dehvered himself of the whole of his 
details (illustrated with a vanety of documents) at the bedside 
He now said he would ‘go and look up Mr Rugg’, from v/hom his 
excited state of mind appeared to reqxure another back, and bund- 
ling up his papers, and exchanging one more hearty shake of the 
hand with Clennam, he v/ent at full speed down-stairs, and steamed 
off. 

Clennam, of course, resolved to go direct to Mr Casby’s He 
dressed and got out so quickly that he found himself at the comer 
of the patriarchal street nearly an hour before her time, but he 
was not sorry to have the opportunity of calming himself with a 
leisurely walk. 
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When he returned to the street, and had knocked at the bright 
brass knocker, he was informed that she had come, and was shown 
up-stairs to Flora’s breakfast-room Little Domt was not there her- 
self, but Flora was, and testified the greatest amazement at seeing 
him 

‘Good gracious, Arthur — Doyce and Clennam'’ cried tliat 
lady, ‘who would have ever thought of seeing such a sight as this 
and pray excuse a wrapper for upon my word I really never and a 
faded check too which is worse but our little friend is making me a, 
not that I need mind mentionmg it to you for you must know that 
there are such thmgs a skirt, and havmg arranged that a trying on 
should take place after breakfast is the reason though I wish not so 
badly starched ’ 

‘I ought to make an apology,’ said Arthur, ‘for so early and 
abrupt a visit, but you will excuse it when I tell you the cause ’ 

‘In times for ever fled Arthur,’ returned Mrs Fmching, ‘pray 
excuse me Doyce and Clennam mfinitely more correct and though 
unquestionably distant still ’tis distance lends enchantment to the 
view,^ at least I don’t mean that and if I did I suppose it would 
depend considerably on the nature of the view, but I’m running on 
again and you put it all out of my head ’ 

She glanced at him tenderly, and resumed 
‘In times for ever fled I was gomg to say it would have sounded 
strange mdeed for Arthur Clennam — Doyce and Clennam natur- 
ally quite different — to make apologies for coming here at any 
time, but that is past and what is past can never be recalled except 
in his own case as poor Mr F. said when he was in spmts Cucum- 
ber and therefore never ate it ’ 

She was making the tea when Arthur came in, and now hastily 
fimshed that operation 

‘ Papa,’ she said, all mystery and whisper, as she shut down the 
tea-pot hd, ‘is sitting prosingly breaking his new laid egg m the 
back parlour over the City article exacdy hke the Woodpecker 
Tapping® and need never know that you are here, and our little 
friend you are well aware may be fully trusted when she comes 
down from cutting out on the large table overhead ’ 

Arthur then told her, in the fewest words, that it was their htde 
friend he camfe to see, and what he had to announce to their little 
friend At which astounding mtelligence. Flora clasped her hands, 
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fell into a tremble, and shed tears of sympathy and pleasure, like the 
good-natured creature she really was 

‘For goodness sake let me get out of the way first,’ said Flora, 
putting her hands to her ears and moving towards the door, ‘or 
I know I shall go off dead and screaming and make everybody 
worse, and the dear little thing only this mormng looking so nice 
and neat and good and yet so poor and now a fortune is she really 
and deserves it too! and might I mention it to Mr F ’s Aunt 
Arthur not Doyce and Clennam for tins once or if objectionable 
not on any account ’ 

Arthur nodded his free permission, smce Flora shut out all 
verbal communication. Flora nodded in return to thank him, and 
hurried out of the room. 

Little Domt’s step was already on the stairs, and in another ^ 
moment she was at the door Do what he could to compose his 
face, he could not convey so much of an ordmary expression mto 
It, but that the moment she saw it she dropped her work, and cried, 
‘Mr Clennam' What’s the matter.^’ 

‘Nothing, nothing. That is, no misfortune has happened I have 
come to tell you something, but it is a piece of great good-fortune.’ 

* Good-fortune.^ ’ 

‘Wonderful fortune'’ 

They stood in a window, and her eyes, full of hght, were fixed 
upon his face He put an arm about her, seeing her likely to sink 
dov/n. She put a hand upon that arm, partly to rest upon it, and 
partly so to preserve their relative positions as that her intent look 
at him should be shaken by no change of attitude in either of them 
Her lips seemed to repeat ‘Wonderful fortune?’ He repeated it 
again, aloud 

Dear Little Dorrit! Your father ’ 

Tlie ice of the pale face broke at the word, and htde lights and 
shoots of expression passed all over it. They were all expressions of 
pain Her breath was faint and burned. Her heart beat fast He 
V ould have clasped the little figure closer, but he saw that the eyes 
appealed to him not to be moved. 

‘Your father can be free within this v^eek. He does not know 
It, we must go to him from here, to tell Inm of it. Your father will 
be free v/ithin a fev, days Your father will be free witliin a few 
hours. Remember wc must go to lum from here, to tell him of it!’ 
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That brought her back. Her eyes uere closing, but tlicy opened 
again. 

‘Tlus IS not all ilic good-fortune Tins is not all the wonderful 
good-fortune, m} dear Little Dornt Shall I tell you more^' 

Her lips shaped ‘ Yes ’ 

‘Your fatlier wnll be no beggar when he is free He wall want for 
nothing Shall I tell you more^ Remember’ He knows notliing of 
It, e must go to him, from here, to tell him of it’ ’ 

She seemed to entreat him for a little time He held her in his 
arm, and, after a pause, bent down his ear to listen 
‘Did you ask me to go on^’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘He will be a nch man He is a nch man A great sum of money 
is waiting to be paid o\er to him as his inhcntance, you are all 
henceforth very i^ealtliy Bravest and best of cliildren, I tliank 
Heaven, that you are rert^ded’’ 

As he kiss^ her, she turned her head towards his shoulder, and 
raised her arm towards his neck, cned out ‘Fatlier’ Fatlier! 
Father!’ and swooned away 

Upon which Flora returned to take care of her, and hovered 
about her on a sofa, intermingling kmd ofBces and incoherent 
scraps of conversation in a manner so confounding, that whether 
she pressed the Marshalsea to take a spoonful of unclaimed divi- 
dends, for it would do her good, or whether she congratulated 
Little Domt’s father on coming into possession of a hundred 
thousand smelling-bottles, or whether she explained that she put 
seventy-five thousand drops of spirits of lavender on fifty thousand 
pounds of lump sugar, and that she entreated Litde Domt to take 
that gentle restorative, or whether she bathed tlie foreheads of 
Doyce and Clennam in vinegar, and gave the late Mr F more air, 
no one with any sense of responsibihty could have undertaken to 
deade. A tributary stream of confusion, moreover, poured in from 
an adjoimng bedroom, where Mr F 's Aunt appeared, from die 
sound of her voice, to be m a horizontal posture, awaiting her 
breakfast, and from which bower that mexorable lady snapped off 
short taunts, whenever she could get a hearing, as, ‘Don’t beheve 
Its his domg’’ and ‘He needn’t take no credit to himself for it!’ 
and ‘It’ll be long enough, I expect, afore he’ll give up any of his 
own money’’ all designed to disparage Clennam’s share in the 
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discovery, and to relieve those inveterate feelings with which 
Mr F.’s Aunt regarded him. 

But Little Domt’s sohatude to get to her father, and to cany 
the joyful tidings to him, and not to leave him in his jail a moment 
with ^s happiness in store for him and still unknown to him, did 
more for her speedy restoration than all the skill and attention on 
earth could have done ‘Come with me to my dear father. Pray 
come and tell my dear father^ ’ were the first words she said Her 
father, her father. She spoke of nothing but him, thought of nodi- 
ing but him. Kneehng down and pounng out her thankfulness with 
uphfted hands, her thanks were for her father. 

Flora’s tenderness was quite overcome by this, and she launched 
out among the cups and saucers into a wonderful flow of tears and 
speech 

‘I declare,’ she sobbed, ‘I never was so cut up since your mama 
and my papa not Doyce and Clennam for this once but give the 
precious little thmg a cup of tea and make her put it to her bps 
at least pray Arthur do, not even Mr F.’s last illness for that was of 
another kind and gout is not a child’s affection though very pain- 
ful for all parties and Mr F a martyr with his leg upon a rest and 
the wine trade in itself inflammatory for they will do it more or 
less among themselves and who can wonder, it seems like a dream 
I am sure to think of nothing at all this morning and now Mines of 
money is it really, but you must know my' darhng love because 
you never will be strong enough to tell him all about it upon tea- 
spoons, mightn’t It be even best to try the directions of my own 
medical man for diough the flavour is anything but agreeable still 
I force myself to do it as a prescnption and find the benefit, you d 
ratlier not v/hy no my dear I’d rather not but still I do it as a duty, 
c'vcry'body will congratulate you some in earnest and some not and 
many will congratulate you with all tlicir hearts but none more so I 
do assure you from the bottom of my own I do myself diough 
sensible of blundering and being stupid, and will be judged by 
Arthur not Doyce and Clennam for this once so good-bye darling 
and God bless you and may you be very' happy and cvcusc the 
liberty', vowing that die dress shall never be finished by anybody 
else but sliall be laid by for a keepsake just as it is and called Little 
Down diough why' that strangest of denominations at any time I 
never did myself and now I never shall!’ 
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Thus Flora, m taking leave of her fevounte Little Domt thanked 
her, and embraced her, over and over a^ain, and finally came out 
of the house with Clennam, and took coach for tlie Marshalsea 
It was a strangely unreal nde dirough die old squalid streets, 
with a sensation of bemg raised out of diem into an airy world of 
wealdi and grandeur When Arthur told her that she would soon 
nde in her own carnage dirough very different scenes, when all 
die familiar expenences would have vanished away, she looked 
frightened But when he substituted her father for herself, and told 
her-how he would nde m his carnage, and how great and grand 
he would be, her tears of ]oy and innocent pnde fell fast. Seeing 
that the happmess her mind could reahse was all shining upon him, 
Arthur kept that single figure before her, and so they rode bnghdy 
through the poor streets in die pnson neighbourhood to carry him 
the great news 

When Mr Chivery, who was on duty, admitted them into die 
Lodge, he saw somethmg m their feces which filled him with 
astonishment. He stood lookmg after them, when they humed into 
the pnson, as though he perceived that they had come back accom- 
pamed by a ghost a-piece Two or three Collegians whom they 
passed, looked after them too, and presendy pming Mr Chivery, 
formed a htde group" on the Lodge steps, in the midst of which 
there spontaneously ongmated a whisper that the Father was gomg 
to get his discharge. Withm a few minutes, it was heard m the re- 
motest room in the College 

Little Domt opened the door from without, and they both 
entered He was sitting in his old grey gown and his old black cap, 
m the sunhght by the window, reading his newspaper His glasses 
were in his hand, and he had just looked round, surpnsed at first, 
no doubt, by her step upon the stairs, not expecting her until mght, 
surprised again, by seemg Arthur Clennam m her company As 
they came in, the same imwonted look m both of them which had 
already caught attention m the yard below, struck him He did mot 
nse or speak, but laid down his glasses and his newspaper on the 
table beside lum, and looked at them with his mouth a htde open 
and his hps trembhng When Arthur put out his hand, he touched 
It, but not with his usual state, and tiien he turned to his daughter, 
who had sat down close beside him with her hands upon his shoul- 
der, and looked attentively m her face. 
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‘Father! I have been made so happy this mormng*’ 

‘You have been made so happy, my dear^’ 

‘By Mr Clennam, father. He brought me such joyful and 
wonderful intelligence about you’ If he had not with his great 
kindness and gentleness, prepared me for it, father— prepared me 
for It, father — I think I could not have borne it ’ 

Her agitation was exceedingly great, and the tears rolled down 
her face. He put his hand suddenly to his heart, and looked at 
Clennam. 

‘Compose yourself, sir,’ said Clennam, ‘and take a little tune 
to think. To think of the bnghtest and most fortunate accidents 
of hfe We have all heard of great surpnses of joy They are not at 
an end, sir. They are rare, but not at an end ’ 

‘Mr Clennam.^ Not at an end^ Not at an end for—’ He touched 
himself upon the breast, instead of saying ‘me.’ 

‘No,’ returned Clennam 

‘What surpnse,’ he asked, keeping his left hand over his heart, 
and there stopping in his speech, while with his nght hand he put 
his glasses exactly level on the table ‘what such surpnse can be 
in store for me^’ 

‘Let me answer with another question. Tell me, Mr Domt, what 
surpnse would be the most unlooked for and the most acceptable 
to you. Do not be afraid to imagine it, or to say what it would be. 

He looked steadfastly at Clennam, and, so looking at hinij 
seemed to change into a very old haggard man. The sun was bnght 
upon the wall beyond the window, and on the spikes at top He 
slowly stretched out the hand that had been upon his heart, and 
pointed at the wall 

‘It IS dov/n,’ said Clennam ‘Gone’’ 

He remained in the same attitude, looking steadfastly at him 

‘And in its place,’ said Clennam, slowly and distmctly, ‘are the 
means to possess and enjoy the utmost that they have so long shut 
ouL Mr Domt, there is not the smallest doubt that within a few 
days }ou will be free, and highly prosperous I congratulate you 
vuth all my soul on this change of fortune, and on the happy future 
into which you are soon to carry the treasure you have been blest 
v/idi here — tlie best of all the nclies you can have elsewhere — 
tile treasure at your side.’ 

Widi those words, he pressed his hand and released it, and his 
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daughter, laying her face against his, encircled him in the hour of 
his prosperity with her arms, as she had in tlie long years of Ins 
adversity encircled lum widi her love and toil and trutli, and 
poured out her full heart in gratitude, hope, )oy, blissful ecstasy, 
and all for him 

‘I shall see him as I never saw him yet I shall see my dear love, 
with the dark cloud cleared av^y I shall see him, as my poor 
mother saw him long ago O my dear, my" dear* O father, father* 
O thank God, thank God* ’ 

He yielded himself to her kisses and caresses, but did not return 
them, except that he put an arm about her Neither did he say 
one word His steadfast look was now divided between her and 
Clennam, and he began to shake as if he were very cold Explaining 
to Little Domt that he would run to tlie coffee-house for a bottle of 
wine, Arthur fetched it with all the haste he could use While it was 
bemg brought from the cellar to the bar, a number of excited 
people asked him what had happened, when he hurriedly mformed 
them that Mr Domt had succeeded to a fortune 

On coming back with the wme m his hand,- he found that she 
had placed her father m his easy chair, and had loosened his shut 
and neckcloth They filled a tumbler witli wine, and held it to his 
hps When he had swallowed a little, he took the glass lumself and 
emptied it Soon after that, he leaned back m lus chair and cned, 
with his handkerchief before his face. 

After this had lasted a while Clennam thought it a good season 
for diverting his attention from the mam surpnse, by relating its 
details Slowly, therefore, and in a quiet tone of voice, he explamed 
them as best he could, and enlarged on the nature of Pancks’s 
servnce 

He shall be — ha — he shah be handsomely recompensed, sir,’ 
said the Father, starting up and moving humedly about the room 
Assure yourself, Mr Clennam, that everybody concerned shall be— 
ha — shall be nobly rewarded No one, my dear sir, shall say that 
he has an unsatisfied claim agamst me. I shall repay die — hum — the 
advances I have had from you, sir, with peculiar pleasure I beg to be 
informed at your earhest convenience, what advances 3mu have 
made my son ’ 

He had no purpose in going about the room, but he was not 
Still a moment 
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‘Everybody/ he said, ‘shall be remembered, I vdll not go away 
from here m anybody’s debt. All tlie people who have been - ha - 
well behaved towards myself and my family, shall be rewarded 
Chivery shall be rewarded Young John shall be rewarded I par- 
ticularly wish, and intend, to act munificently, Mr Clennam.’ 

‘Will you allow me,’ said Ardiur, laying liis purse on tlie table, 
‘to supply any present contingenacs, Mr Dornt^ I tliought it best 
to bring a sum of money for the purpose.’ 

‘Thank you, sir, thank you. I accept with readiness, at the pre- 
sent moment, v/hat I could not an hour ago have conscientiously 
taken. I am obliged to you for the temporary accommodation. 
Exceedingly temporary, but well timed — well timed ’ His hand had 
closed upon the money, and he carried it about with him. ‘Be so 
kind, sir, as to add the amount to those former advances to wluch 
I have already referred; being careful, if you please, not to omit 
advances made to my son. A mere verbal statement of the gross 
amount is all I shall — ha — all I shall require ’ 

His eye fell upon his daughter at this point, and he stopped for 
a moment to kiss her, and to pat her head 

‘It will be necessary to find a milliner, my love, and to make a 
speedy and complete change in your very plain dress Something 
must be done with Maggy too, who at present is — ha — barely 
respectable, barely respectable And your sister, Amy, and your 
brother. And my brother, your uncle — poor soul, I trust this will 
rouse him — messengers must be despatched to fetch them. They 
must be informed of this We must break it to them cautiously, but 
they must be informed directly. We owe it as a duty to them and to 
ourselves, from this moment, not to let them — hum — not to let 
them do anything ’ 

This was the first intimation he had evei given, that he was privy 
to the fact that they did something for a livelihood. 

He was still jogging about the room, with the purse clutched in 
his hand, when a great cheering arose in the yard. ‘The news has 
spread already,’ said Clennam, looking down from the window. 
‘Will you shov/ yourself to them, Mr Dorrit^ They are very earn- 
est, and they evidently wish it.’ 

‘I — hum — ha — I confess I could have desired, Amy my dear,’ 
he said, loggmg about m a more fevensh flutter than before, ‘to 
have made some change in my dress first, and to have bought a - 
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hum - a ■watdi and cham But if it must be done as it is, it — ha - 
It must be done. Fasten the collar of my shirt, my dear Mr Clen- 
nam, "would you oblige me — hum — "witli a blue neckcloth you will 
find m that drawer at your elbow Button my coat across at the 
chest, my love. It looks - ha- it looks broader, buttoned.’ 

With his tremblmg hand he pushed his grey hair up, and then, 
takmg Clennam and his daughter for supporters, appeared at the 
"wmdow leanmg on an arm of each Tlie Collegians cheered liim 
very heartily, and he kissed his hand to them with great urbamty 
and protection When he withdrew into the room again, he said 
‘Poor creaturesP m a tone of much pity for their miserable con- 
dition 

Little Domt was deeply anxious that he should he down to 
compose himself On Arthur’s speaking to her of his going to m- 
form Pancks that he mi^it now appear as soon as he would, and 
pursue the joyful busmess to its close, she entreated him in a whis- 
per to stay with her until her father should be quite calm and at rest 
He needed no second entreaty, and she prepared her father’s bed, 
and begged him to he down For another half-hour or more he 
would be persuaded to do nothmg but go about the room, dis- 
cussmg with himself the probabilities for and agamst the Marshal’s 
allowmg the whole of the prisoners to go to the windo"WS of the 
offiaal residence which commanded the street, to see himself and 
family depart for ever in a carnage - which, he said, he thought 
' would be a Sight for them But gradually he began to droop and 
tire, and at last stretched himself upon the bed 

She took her faithful place beside him, fanning him and fcoobng 
ins forehead, and he seemed to be fallmg asleep (always with the 
money in his hand), when he imexpectedly sat up and said 

‘Mr Clennam, I beg your pardon Am I to understand, ray dear 
sir, that I could — ha ~ could pass througli the Lodge at this mo- 
ment, and - hum - take a "R-alk^^’ 

‘I think not, Mr Domt,’ was the unwilling reply ‘There are 
certain forms to be completed, and although your detention here 
IS now m Itself a form, I fear it is one that for a little longer has to 
be observed too ’ 

At this he shed tears again 

‘It IS but a few hours, sir,’ Clennam cheerfully urged upon him 
‘A few hours, sir,’ he returned m a sudden passion ‘You talk 
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very easily of hours, sir* How long do you suppose, sir, that an 
hour IS to a man who is choking for want of air^’ 

It was his last demonstration for that time, as, after shedding 
some more tears and querulously complaimng that he couldn’t 
breathe, he slowly fell into a slumber- Clennam had abundant 
occupation for his thoughts, as he sat in the quiet room watching 
the father on his bed, and the daughter fanning his face 

Little Dornt had been thinking too After softly putting his grey 
hair aside, and touching his forehead with her bps, she looked to- 
wards Arthur, v/ho came nearer to her, and pursued in a low whis- 
per the subject of her thoughts- 

‘Mr Clennam, will he pay all his debts before he leaves here^’ 
‘No doubt. All.’ 

‘Ail the debts for which he had been impnsoned here, all my 
hfe and longer?’ 

‘No doubt.’ 

There was something of uncertainty and remonstrance in her 
look, something that was not all satisfaction. He wondered to de- 
tect It, and said 

‘You are glad that he should do so^’ 

‘Are you^’ asked Little Dorrit, wistfully 
‘Am Most heartily glad!’ 

‘Then I know I ought to be ’ 

‘And are you not?’ 

‘It seems to me hard,’ said Little Domt, ‘that he should have 
lost so many years and suffered so much, and at last pay all the 
debts as well. It seems to me hard that he should pay m life and 
money both ’ 

‘My dear child — ’ Clennam was beginning 
‘Yes, I know I am wrong,’ she pleaded timidly, ‘don’t think 
any worse of me, it has grown up with me here ’ 

The pnson, which could spoil so many things, had tainted Little 
Dornt’s mind no more than this Engendered as the confusion was, 
in compassion for the poor pnsoner, her father, it was the first speck 
Clennam had ever seen, it was the last speck Clennam ever saw, of 
the pnson atmosphere upon her 

He thought this, and forebore to say another v/ord With the 
thought, her puniy and goodness came before him in their bnght- 
cst light. Tlie little spot made them the more beautiful 
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on behalf of himself and family, to repudiate the Marshal’s offer, 
v/ith all those thanks which its disinterested character and its per- 
fect independence of all worldly considerations demanded. 

Although his brother shov/ed so dim a glimmering of interest 
in their altered fortunes that it was very doubtful whether he 
understood them, Mr Domt caused him to be measured for new 
raiment by the hosiers, tailors, hatters, and bootmakers whom he 
called in for himself; and ordered that his old clothes should be 
taken from him and burned Miss Fanny and Mr Tip required no 
direction in making an appearance of great fashion and elegance, 
and the three passed this interval together at the best hotel in the 
neighbourhood — though truly, as Miss Fanny said, the best was 
very indifferent. In connection widi that establishment, Mr Tip 
hired a cabriolet, horse, and groom, a very neat turn out, which 
was usually to be observed for two or three hours at a time gracing 
the Borough High Street, outside the Marshalsea court-yard A 
modest httle hired chariot and pair was also frequently to be seen 
there, m alighung from and entenng which vefucle. Miss Fanny 
fluttered the Marshal’s daughters by the display of inaccessible 
bonnets 

A great deal of business was transacted in this short penod 
Among other items, Messrs Peddle and Pool, solicitors, of Monu- 
ment Yard, were instructed by their client Edward Domt, Esquire, 
to address a letter to Mr Arthur Clennam, enclosing the sum of 
twenty-four pounds nine shillmgs and eightpence, bemg the 
amount of pnncipal and interest computed at the rate of five per 
cent, per annum, in which their client believed himself to be in- 
debted to Mr Clennam. In making this communication and remit- 
tance, Messrs Peddle and Pool were further instructed by their 
client to remind Mr Clennam that the favour of the advance now 
repaid (including gate-fees) had not been asked of him, and to in- 
form him that it would not have been accepted if it had been openly 
proffered in his name With which they requested a stamped re- 
ceipt, and remained lus^ obedient servants. A great deal of business 
had likewise to be done, within the so-soon-to-be-orphaned 
Marslialsea, by Mr Dorrit so long its Father, chiefly ansing out of 
apphcations made to him by Collegians for small suras of money 
To these he responded with the greatest hberahty, and with no lack 
of formality, always first -wntrag to appomt a time at which the 
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applicant might wait upon him in his room, and tlien receiving 
him in the midst of a \'ast accumulation of documents, and accom- 
panymg his donation (for he said in every such case, it is a dona- 
tion, not a loan’) widi a great deal of good counsel to tlie effect 
that he, the expiring Father of the Marshalsea, hoped to be long 
remembered, as an example tliat a man might preserve his own and 
the general respect even diere 

The Collegians were not emnous Besides that they had a per- 
sonal and traditional regard for a Collegian of so many years 
standmg, the event was creditable to the College, and made it 
f^ous m the newspapers Perhaps more of them thought, too, 
than were quite aware of it, that the thing might m tlie lottery of 
chances have happened to themselves, or that something of the 
sort might yet happen to themselves some day or other They took 
It very well A few were low at the thought of being left behind, 
and bemg left poor, but even these did not grudge tlie family their 
bnUiant reverse There rmght have been much more envy in 
pohter places It seems probable that mediocnty of fortune would 
have been disposed to be less magnaramous than the Collegians, 
who hved from hand to mouth — from the pawnbroker’s hand to 
the day’s dinner 

They got up an address to him, which they presented m a neat 
frame and glass (though it was not afterwards displayed m tlte 
family mansion or preserved among the family papers), and to 
which he returned a graaous answer In that document he assured 
them, in a Royal manner, that he received the profession of their 
attachment with a frill conviction of its smcenty, and agam gener- 
ally exhorted them to follow his example - which, at least m so far 
as coming mto a great property was concerned, there is no doubt 
they would have gladly mutated He took the same occasion of m- 
viting them to a comprehensive entertamment, to be given to the 
whole College in the yard, and at which he signified he would 
have the honour of taking a parting glass to the health and happi- 
ness of all those whom he was about to leave behind. 

He did not m person dme at this pubhc repast (it took place at 
two in the afternoon, and his dinners now came m from the hotel 
at six), but his son was so good as to take the head of the pnncipal 
table, and to be very free and engagmg He himself went about 
among the company, and took notice of mdividuals, and saw that 
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the viands were of the quality he had ordered, and that all were 
served On die whole, he was like a baron of the olden tune m a 
rare good humour. At the conclusion of the repast, he pledged his 
guests in a bumper of old Madeira, and told tliem that he hoped 
they had enjoyed themselves, and what was more, that diey would 
enjoy themselves for the rest of die evemng, that he wished them 
v/ell, and that he bade them welcome 

His health being drunk with acclamations, he was not so baronial 
after all but that in trying to return tha«dcs he broke down, in the 
manner of a mere serf with a heart in his breast, and wept before 
diem all. After this great success, v/hich he supposed to be a 
failure, he gave them ‘Mr Chivery and his brother officers,’ whom 
he had beforehand presented with ten pounds each, and who were 
all in attendance. Mr Chivery spoke to the toast, saying, What you 
undertake to lock up, lock up, but remember that you are, in the 
v/ords of the fettered African,^ a man and a brother ever. The list 
of toasts disposed of, MrDomt urbanely went through the motions 
of playing a game of skittles with the Collegian who was the next 
oldest inhabitant to himself; and left the tenantry to their diversions 
But all these occurrences preceded the final day. And now the day 
arrived v/hen he and his farmly were to leave die prison for ever, 
and when the stones of its much-trodden pavement were to know 
them no more 

Noon was the hour appointed for the departure. As it ap- 
proached, there was not a Collegian within doors, nor a turnkey 
absent. The latter class of gentlemen appeared in their Sunday 
clothes, and the greater part of the Collegians were brightened up 
as much as circumstances allowed Two or three flags were even 
displayed, and the children put on odds and ends of ribbon Mr 
Domt himself, at this tr^ung time, preserved a senous but graceful 
digmty. Much of his great attention was given to his brother, as to 
v/hose beanng on the great occasion he felt anxious 

‘My dear Frederick,’ said he, ‘if you will give me your arm we 
will pass among our fnends together. I think it is right that we 
should go out arm in arm, my dear Fredenck’ 

‘Hah' ’ said Fredenck ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes ’ 

‘And if, my dear Fredenck — if you could, without putting any 
great contraint upon yourself, throw a little (pray excuse me, 
Fredenck), a htde pohsh mto your usual demeanour—’ 
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‘William, William,’ said the other, shakmg his head, ‘it’s for 
you to do ail that. I don’t know how All forgotten, forgottenl’ 

‘But, my dear fellow,’ returned William, ‘for that very reason, 
if for no other, you must positively try to rouse yourself. What you 
have forgotten you must now begm to recall, my dear Frederick 
Your position - 

‘Eh^’ said Frederick. 

‘Your position, my dear Frederick ’ 

‘Mme?’ He looked first at his own figure, and then at his 
brother’s, and then, drawmg a long breath, cned, ‘Hah, to be sure^ 
Yes, yes, yes ’ 

‘Your position, my dear Frederick, is now a fine one Your 
position, as my brother, is a veiy^ fine one And I know that it 
belongs to your conscientious nature to try to become worthy of it, 
my dear Fredenck, and to try to adorn it. To be no discredit to it, 
but to adorn it’ 

‘WilUam,’ said the other weakly, and with a sigh, ‘I will do 
anything you wish, my brother, provided it lies in my power Pray 
be so kmd as to recollect what a limited power mme is What 
would you wish me to do to-day, brother^ Say what it is, only say 
what It IS ’ 

‘My dearest Fredenck, nothing It is not worth troubling so 
good a heart as yours with ’ 

‘Pray trouble it,’ returned the other ‘It finds it no trouble, 
WiUiam, to do anythmg it can for you ’ 

William passed his hand across his eyes, and murmured with 
august sausfaction, ‘Blessings on your attachment, my poor dear 
fellow* ’ Then he said aloud, ‘ Well, ray dear Fredenck, if you will 
only tty, as we walk out, to show that you are alive to the occasion 
- that you think about it — 

‘What would you advise me to think about it^’ returned his 
submissive brother 

Oh* my dear Fredenck, how can I answer you ^ I can only say 
what, in leaving these good people, I think myself’ 

That’s It* ’ cned his brother ‘ That will help me.’ 

I find that I think, my dear Fredenck, and with iruxed emotions 
in which a softened compassion predominates. What will they do 
without me*’ 

True,’ returned his brother ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes I’ll think that 
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as we go, What will they do without my brother' Poor things' 
What will tliey do without him*’ 

Twelve o’clock having just struck, and the carriage being re- 
ported ready in the outer court-yard, the brothers proceeded down- 
stairs arm-in-arm Edward Dorrit, Esquire (once Tip), and his 
sister Fanny followed, also arm-in-arm, Mr Plomish and Maggy, 
to whom had been entrusted the removal of such of the family 
effects as were considered worth removing, followed, beanng 
bundles and burdens to be packed in a cart 

In the yard, were the Collegians and turnkeys. In die yard, were 
Mr Pancks and Mr Rugg, come to see the last touch given to their 
work. In the yard, was Young John making a new epitaph for him- 
self, on the occasion of his dying of a broken heart In the yard, was 
the Patnarchal Casby, looking so tremendously benevolent diat 
many enthusiastic Collegians grasped him fervently by the hand, 
and the wives and female relatives of many more Collegians kissed 
his hand, nothing doubting that he had done it all. In the yard, was 
the man with the shadowy gnevance respecting the Fund which the 
Marshal embezzled, who had got up at five in the morning to com- 
plete the copying of a perfectly uruntelligible history of that trans- 
action, which he had committed to Mr Domt’s care, as a document 
of the last importance, calculated to stun die Government and effect 
the Marshal’s downfall In the yard, was the insolvent whose ut- 
most energies were always set on getting mto debt, who broke into 
pnson with as much pains as other men have broken out of it, an 
who was always being cleared and complimented, while the insol- 
vent at his elbow — a mere little, snivelhng, striving tradesman, halt 
dead of anxious efforts to keep out of debt — found it a hard matter, 
indeed, to get a Commissioner to release him with much reproo 
and reproach In the yard, was the man of many children and many 
burdens, whose failure astonished everybody, in the yard, was the 
man of no children and large resources, whose failure astonished 
nobody There, were the people who were always going out to- 
morrow, and always putting it off, there, were the people who had 
come in yesterday, and v/ho were much more jealous and resentful 
of this freak of fortune than the seasoned birds There, were some 
who, in pure meanness of spint, cringed and bowed before die en- 
nched Collegian and his family, there, were others who did so 
really because their eyes, accustomed to the gloom of their im- 
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pnsonment and poverty, could not support the light of such bnglit 
sunshine. There, v/ere many whose shillings had gone into his 
pocket to buy him meat and dnnk, but none who were now ob- 
trusively Hail fellow well met! with him, on the strength of that 
assistance. It was rather to be remarked of the caged birds, that 
they v/ere a little shy of the bird about to be so grandly free, and 
that they had a tendency to withdraw tliemselves towards the bars, 
and seem a httle fluttered as he passed 

Through these spectators die little procession, headed by the 
two brothers, moved slowly to the gale Mr Domt, yielding to the 
vast speculation how the poor creatures were to get on without him, 
was great, and sad, but not absorbed He patted children on tlie 
head like Sir Roger de Coverley^ going to church, he spoke to 
people in the background by dieir Christian names, he condes- 
cended to all present, and seemed for their consolation to walk 
enarcled by the legend in golden characters, ‘Be comforted, my 
people’ Bear it!’ 

At last three honest cheers announced that he had passed the 
gate, and that the Marshalsea was an orphan Before they had 
ceased to ring in the echoes of the prison walls, the family had got 
into their carnage, and die attendant had the steps in his hand 

Then, and not before, ‘Good Gracious’’ cned Miss Fanny all 
at once, ‘Where’s Amyl’ 

Her father had thought she was with her sister Her sister had 
thought she was ‘somewhere or other.* They had all trusted to 
finding her, as they had alv/ays done, quietly m the nght place at 
the nght moment. This gomg away was perhaps the very fimt 
action of their joint lives that they had got throu^ without her 

A minute might have been consumed in the ascertaining of 
these points, when Miss Fanny, who, from her seat in the carnage, 
commanded the long narrow passage leading to the Lodge, flushed 
indignantly 

‘Now I do say. Pa,’ cned she, ‘that this is disgraceful!’ 

‘What IS disgraceful, Fanny’*’ 

‘I do say,' she repeated, ‘this is perfectly infamous! Really al- 
most enough, even at such a time as this, to make one wush one 
was dead! Here is that child Amy, in her ugly old shabby dress, 
which she was so obstinate about. Pa, which I over and over again 
begged and prayed her to change, and which she over and over 
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again objected to, and promised to change to-day, saying she 
wished to w'ear it as long as e\ er she remained in tliere witli you - 
winch was absolutely romantic nonsense of die lowest kind — here 
IS that child Amy disgracing us to the last moment and at die last 
moment, by being earned out in diat dress after all And by diat 
kh: Clennam too*’ 

The offence was proved, as she delivered the indictment. Clen- 
nam appeared at the carnage-door, beanng the little insensible 
figure in his arms 


She has been forgotten,’ he said, in a tone of pity not free from 
reproach I ran up to her room (which Mr Chiver}'^ showed me) 
and found the door open, and diat she had fainted on the floor, 
dear child She appeared to have gone to cliange her dress, and to 
ave sunk down overpowered It may have been the cheenng, or 
It may have happened sooner. Take care of dus poor cold hand. 
Miss Domt Don’t let it fall ’ 


lank you, sir,’ returned Miss Domt, bursting into tears T 
e eve I know what to do, if you will give me leave Dear Amy, 
that’s a love! Oh, Amy, Amy, I really am so 
vexed and ashamed* Do rouse yourself, darling! Oh, why are they 

noUnvingon*Pray,Pa,dodnveon*’ 

e attendant, getting between Clennam and the carnage- 

tVi ^ sharp By your leave, sir* ’ bundled up die steps,® and 

they drove away 
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CHAPTER I 

Fellow Travellers 

In the autumn of the year, Darkness and Night were creeping up 
to the highest ndges of the Alps 

It was vintage time in the valleys on the Sv/iss side of the Pass 
of the Great Saint Bernard, and along the banks of the Lake of 
Geneva. The air there v/as charged with die scent of gathered 
grapes. Baskets, troughs, and tubs of grapes stood in the dim village 
door-ways, stopped the steep and narrow village streets, and had 
been carrying aU day along the roads and lanes Grapes, split and 
crushed under foot, lay about everywhere The child carried in a 
sling by the laden peasant woman toiling home, was quieted with 
picked-up grapes, the idiot sunning his big goitre under the leaves 
of the wooden chalet by the way to the waterfall, sat munching 
grapes, the breath of the cov/s and goats was redolent of leaves and 
stalks of grapes, the company in every little cabaret were eating? 
dnnking, talking grapes A pity that no npe touch of this generous 
abundance could be given to the thin, hard, stony wine, which 
after all was made from the grapes’ 

The air had been warm and transparent through the whole of 
the bright day. Shining metal spires and church-roofs, distant and 
rarely seen, had sparkled in the view, and the snowy mountain- 
tops had been so clear that unaccustomed eyes, cancelling ih^ 
intervening country, and slighting their rugged heights for some- 
thing fabulous, would have measured them as within a few hours 
easy reach. Mountain-peaks of great celebnty in the valleys, 
v/hence no trace of their existence was visible sometimes for mondis 
together, had been since mormng plain and near in the blue sky 
And now, when it was dark below, though they seemed solemnly 
to recede, like spectres who were gomg to vanish, as the red dye 
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of the sunset faded out of tliem and left them coldly white, tliey 
were yet distinctly defined in their loneliness above the mists and 
shadows 

Seen from tliese solitudes, and from tlie Pass of the Great Saint 
Bernard, wlucli was one of them, the ascending Niglit came up the 
mountam like a nsing water. W^ien it at last rose to die walls of 
the convent of the Great Saint Bernard, it was as if diat weadier- 
beaten structure w'ere anodier Ark, and floated on the shadowy 
waves 

Darkness, outstnpping some visitors on mules, had nsen dius to 
the rough con\ent w'alls, when diose travellers were yet climbing 
die mountam As die heat of die glowing day wdien diey had 
stopped to dnnk at the streams of melted ice and snow, was changed 
to the searching cold of the frosty rarefied night air at a great height, 
so the fresh beauty of the lower journey had yielded to barrenness 
and desolation A craggy track, up which die mules in single file 
scrambled and turned from block to block, as diougli diey were 
ascending the broken staircase of a gigantic rum, was their way 
ROW No trees were to be seen, nor any vegetable growdi save a 
poor brown scrubby moss, freezing in die clunks of rock Black- 
ened skeleton arms of wood by the wayside pointed upward to the 
convent as if die ghosts of former travellers overwhelmed by the 
snow haunted the scene of their distress Icicle-hung caves and 
^ refuges from sudden storms, were hke so many 

spers of the penis of the place, never-resting wreaths and 
mazes of mist wandered about, hunted by a moaning wind, and 
snow, the besetting danger of the mountain, against wluch all its 
e^ces were taken, drifted sharply down 

e file of mules, jaded by their day’s work, turned and wound 
s ow y Up the deep ascent, the foremost led by a guide on foot, in 
road-bnmmed hat and round jacket, carrying a mountam staff 
two upon his shoulder, with whom another gmde conversed 
theT^ speaking among the stnng of riders The sharp cold, 

^ e atigue of the journey, and a new sensation of a catchmg m die 
, partly as if they had just emerged from very clear ensp 
and partly as if diey had been sobbing, kept them silent 
3 a light on the summit of die rocky staircase gleamed 
^rough the snow and mist. The guides called to the mules, the 
R cs pneked up their drooping heads, the travellers’ tongues 
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were loosened, and in a sudden burst of slipping, climbing, jingHngj 
clinking, and talking, they arrived at tlie convent door. 

Other mules had arnved not long before, some witli peasant 
nders and some with goods, and had trodden the snow about the 
door into a pool of mud Riding-saddles and bridles, pack-saddles 
and stnngs of bells, mules and men, lanterns, torches, sacks, pro- 
vender, barrels, cheeses, kegs of honey and butter, straw bundles 
and packages of many shapes, were crowded confusedly together 
in this thawed quagmire and about the steps Up here in the clouds, 
everythmg was seen through cloud, and seemed dissolving into 
cloud The breath of the men was cloud, the breath of the mules 
was cloud, the lights were encircled by cloud, speakers close at 
hand were not seen for cloud, diough their voices and all other 
sounds were surpnsingly clear Of tlie cloudy line of mules hastily 
tied to rmgs in Ae wall, one would bite another, or kick another, 
and then the whole mist would be disturbed, with men diving into 
It, and cnes of men and beasts coming out of it, and no bystander 
discerning what was wrong In the midst of this, thd great stable 
of the convent, occupying the basement story and entered by the 
basement door, outside which all the disorder was, poured forth 
Its contribution of cloud, as if the whole rugged edifice were Sueo 
with nothing else, and would collapse as soon as it had emptied 
Itself, leaving the snow to fall upon the bare mountain summit 
While all this noise and hurry were nfe among the living tra" 
vellers, there, too, silently assembled in a grated house half-a- 
dozen paces removed, with the same cloud enfolding them and the 
same snow flakes dnfting in upon tliem, were the dead travellers 
found upon the mountain The mother, storm-belated many win- 
ters ago, soil standing in the comer with her baby at her breast; 
the man who had frozen with his arm raised to his mouth m fear or 
hunger, soil pressing it with his dry lips after years and years An 
awful company, mystenously come together! A wild destiny for 
that mother to have foreseen' ‘Surrounded by so many and such 
compamons upon whom I never looked, and never shall look, I 
and my child will dwell togedier inseparable, on the Great Saint 
Bernard, outlasting generaoons who will come to see us, and will 
never know our name, or one word of our story but the end ’ 

The living travellers thought little or nothing of the dead just 
then- They thou^t much more of ahghting at the convent door, 
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and V arming themselves at the convent fire Disengaged from tlie 
turmoil, which was already calming dov,Ti as tlie crowd of mules 
began to be bestowed m the stable, tlicy hurried shivering up tlie 
steps and into die building There was a smell wndun, coming up 
from the floor, of tcdiered beasts, hke the smell of a menagene of 
wold amraals Tliere V'ere strong arched gallenes wndiin, huge 
stone piers, great staircases, and thick walls pierced wndi small 
sunken wmdows— fortifications against die mountain storms, as if 
they had been human enemies There were gloomy vaulted sleep- 
ing-rooms withm. mtensely cold, but clean and hospitably pre- 
pared for guests Fmally, there wms a parlour for guests to sit in and 
sup in, where a table was already laid, and where a blazing fire 
shone red and high 

In this room, after havmg had their quarters for the night allotted 
to them by two young Fathers, the trav'ellers presendy drew round 
the hearth They were m three parties; of whom die first, as die 
most numerous and important, w'as die slowest, and had been over- 
taken by one of the others on the wmy up. It consisted of an elderly 
dy, two grey-haired gentlemen, two young ladies, and their 
tother These w'-ere attended (not to mention four gmdes), by a 
courier, two footmen, and two waiting-maids wluch strong body 
o mconvemence was accommodated elsewhere under the same 
too The party that had overtaken them, and followed m their 
of only three members one lady and two gende- 
^sn e third party, which had ascended from the valley on the 
^ of the Pass, and had arrived first, were four m number 

^ P c one, hungry, and silent German tutor in spectacles, on a 
our wi three young men, his pupils, all plethonc, hungry, and 
ai^t, and all m spectacles 

ese three groups sat round the fire eyemg each other dnly, 
supper. Only one among them, one of the gende- 
versa ^ party of three, made advances towards con- 

tnb °tit his hues for the Chief of the important 

mark (T ^ himself to lus own companions, he re- 

- chosf^'^ 'u ^ voice which mcluded all the company if they 

for th^^ rT fta‘1 been a long day, and that he felt 

stromy ^ That he feared one of the young ladies was not a 
or traveller, and had been over-fatigued two 

ours ago That he had observed, from his station in the 
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rear, tliat she sat her mule as if she were exJiausted That he had, 
tv/jce or thnce afterwards, done himself the honour of inquiring 
of one of the guides, when he fell behind, how the lady did. Tliat 
he had been enchanted to learn that she had recovered her spints, 
and tliar it had been but a passing discomfort. Tliat he trusted (by 
tins time he had secured the eyes of the Chief, and addressed him) 
he might be permitted to express Ins hope that she v/as now 
none the worse, and tliat she would not regret having made die 
journey. 

‘My daughter, I am obliged to you, sir,’ returned the Chief, is 
quite restored, and has been greatly interested ’ 

‘New to mountains, perhaps^’ said the insinuating traveller 

‘Nev/- to — ha — to mountains,’ said the Chief 

‘But you are familiar with them, sir?’ the insinuating traveller 
assumed. 

‘I am — hum — tolerably familiar Not of late years Not of late 
years,’ replied the Chief, widi a flourish of his hand. 

The insinuating traveller, acknowledging tlie flourish with an 
inclination of his head, passed from the Chief to the second young 
lady, v/ho had not yet been referred to otherwise than as one of 
the ladies in whose behalf he felt so sensitive an interest. 

He hoped she was not incommoded by the fatigues of the day 

‘Incommoded, certainly,’ returned the young lady, ‘but not 
tired.’ 

The insinuating traveller complimented her on the justice of 
the distinction It was what he had meant to say. Every lady must 
doubtless be incommoded by having to do with that proverbially 
unaccommodating ammal, the mule. 

‘We have had, of course,’ said the young lady, who was rather 
reserved and haughty, ‘to leave the carnages and fourgon at 
Martigny. And the impossibility of bnnging anything that one 
v/ants to this inaccessible place, and the necessity of leaving every 
comfort behind, is not convenient.’ 

‘A savage place indeed,’ said the insinuating traveller. 

The elderly lady, who was a model of accurate dressing, and 
v/hose manner was perfect, considered as a piece of machinery? 
here interposed a remark in a low soft voice. 

‘But, like other inconvenient places,’ she observed, ‘it must be 
seen- As a place much spoken of, it is necessary to see it.’ 
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‘O! I have not the least objection to seeing it, I assure you, Mrs 
General,’ returned the other, carelessly. 

‘You, madam,’ said the insinuating traveller, ‘have visited this 
spot before^’ 

‘Yes,’ returned Mrs General ‘I have been here before. Let me 
commend you, my dear,’ to the former young lady, ‘to shade your 
face from the hot wood, after exposure to tlie mountain air and 
snov/. You, too, my dear,’ to the other and younger lady, who im- 
mediately did so, v/hile the former merely said, ‘Thank you, Mrs 
General, I am perfectly comfortable, and prefer remaining as I am 
The brother, who had left his chair to open a piano that stood 
in the room, and who had whistled into it and shut it up again, 
now came strolhng back to the fire with his glass in his eye He 
was dressed in the very' fullest and completest travelling trim The 
world seemed hardly large enough to yield him an amount of travel 
proportionate to his equipment 

‘These fellows are an immense time with supper,’ he drawled. 
‘I wonder what they’ll give us^ Has anybody any idea.^’ 

‘Not roast man, I believe,’ rephed the voice of the second 
gendeman of the party of three 

‘I suppose noL What d’ye mean^’ he inquired 
‘That, as you are not to be served for the general supper, per- 
haps you will do us the favour of not cooking yourself at the 
general fire,’ returned the other 

The young gentleman who was standmg m an easy attitude on 
the hearth, cocking his glass at the company, with his back to the 
blaze and his coat tucked imder his arms, something as if he were 
of the poultry species and were trussed for roasting, lost counte- 
nance at this reply, he seemed about to demand further explanation, 
when It v/as discovered — through all eyes turning on the speaker - 
that the lady v/ith him, who was young and beautiful, had not 
heard what had passed through having fainted with her head upon 
his shoulder 

‘I think,’ said the gentleman in a subdued tone, ‘I had best 
carry her straight to her room Will you call to some one to bnng 
a light?’ addressing his companion, ‘and to show the way? In this 
strange rambhng place I don’t know that I could find it ’ 

‘Pray, let me call my maid,’ cned the taller of the young 
ladies. '' 
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‘Pray, let me put this water to her lips,’ said the shorter, who 
had not spoken yet 

Each doing what she suggested, there was no want of assistance 
Indeed, when the two maids came in (escorted by the courier, lest 
any one should strike them dumb by addressing a foreign language 
to them on die road), there was a prospect of too much assistance. 
Seeing this, and saying as much m a few words to the slighter and 
younger of the two ladies, the gentleman put his wife’s arm over 
his shoulder, lifted her up, and earned her away 

His fiiend, bemg left alone widi tlie odier visitors, walked slowly 
up and down the room widiout commg to the fire again, pulling 
his black moustache in a contemplative manner, as if he felt lum- 
self committed to the late retort While the subject of it was breath- 
ing injury in a comer, die Chief loftily addressed this gentleman 
‘Your friend, su,’ said he, ‘is — ha - is a htde impatient, and, 
in his impatience, is not perhaps fully sensible of what he owes to — 
hiim - to - but we will waive that, we wiU waive diat Your fnend 
IS a little impatient, su ’ 

It may be so, su,’ returned the other ‘But having had the 
honour of making that gentleman’s acquamtance at the hotel at 
'j'eneva, where we and much good company met some time ago, 
and having had the honoiu of exchanging company and conversa- 
tion With thatgendeman on several subsequent excursibns, I can 
nothing — no, not even from one of your appearance and 
statmn, su - detrimental to that gendeman ’ 

ou are in no danger, sir, of heanng any such thing from me 
n remarking that your fnend has shown impatience, I say no such 
g I make diat remark, because it is not to be doubted that my 
son, being by birth and by — ha - by education a — hum — a gentle- 
would have readily adapted himself to any obligingly ex- 
subject of the fire being equally accessible to 
w ole of the present circle Which, m pnnciple, I — ha — for 
^^e- hum — equal on these occasions — I consider nght ’ 
ob reply ‘And there it ends' I am your son’s 

ent servant I beg your son to receive the assurance of my 
ound considerauon And now, su, I may admit, freely admit, 
t my fnend is sometimes of a sarcastic temper ’ 
i he lady is your friend’s wife, su?’ 
le lady is my friend’s wife, su ’ 
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'She IS very handsome ’ 

Sir, she IS peerless They are still in the first year of their 

mage, ey are still partly on a mamage, and partly on an 
artistic, tour o > x j 

'Your fnend is an artist, sir?’ 

The gentleman replied by kissing the fingers of his nght hand, 
and wafting Ae kiss the length of his arm towards Heaven As who 

ou say, evote him to the celestial Powers as an immortal 
artist' 


^ of family,’ he added ‘His connections are of 

toe^ He more than an artist- he IS highly connected He may, 

n e aw repudiated his connections, proudly, impatiently, 
s^casiica y (I make the concession of both words), but he has 

em par s at have been struck out during our intercourse have 
shown me this.’ 


Well! I hope, said the lofty gentleman, with the air of finally 
ten^ora^ ° ^ ^tibject, that the lady’ s indisposition may be only 

'Sir, I hope so ’ 

'Mere fatigue, I dare say.’ 

‘Not ahogether mere faugue, sir, for her mule stumbled to-day, 
and she fell from the saddle She fell lightly, and was up again 
wi out assistance, and rode from us laughing, but she complained 
towar s evening of a slight bnuse in the side She spoke of it more 
than once, ^ we followed your party up the mountain.’ 

^ ^ Hrge retinue, who was gracious but not familiar, 

appeare y this time to think that he had condescended more 
an enough. He said no more, and there was silence for some 
quarter of an hour until supper appeared 

With the supper came one of the young Fathers (diere seemed 
to be no old Fathers) to take the head of the table. It was like the 
supper o an ordinary Swiss hotel, and good red wine grown by the 
convent in more genial air was not wanting. The artist traveller 
calmly came and took his place at table when the rest sat down, 

v/i no apparent sense upon him of his late skirmish with the com- 
pletely dressed traveller 


Pray, he inquired of the host, over his soup, ‘has your con- 
vent many of its famous dogs now?’ 

‘Monsieur, it has three ’ 
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1 saw three in the gaUe^ below Doubtless the three m question/ 
He host a slender, bnght-eyed, dark young man of pohte 
^ ^ black gown witli stnps of wlute 

vpnt!^ J *^0 no niore resembled the con- 
venor resembled tlie con- 

nal breed of Saint Bernard dogs, replied, doubtless those were 
me tnree in question 

bef^*^’ ^ traveller, ‘I have seen one of them 

He was a dog sufficiently well known Monsieur 
when he ^ somewhere on the lake, 

aid for the convfm ^ 

nghr 

Z:z::tz:ni S: ’ 

mT“‘*i," ^ “f d°gs celebrated 

^ er^ Ma amselle would observe 

not yet well ac^^ ^ observ^e it, as though she were 

•he lives? ■ said, in his native English, 

«pta m Fre7.,'-No° SuTone ’ 

‘Pardor gentleman asked 

^ity and’hrr?!? composedly, ‘give him the oppor- 

convinced’ smihno- ° A ^^oi" example, I am well 

banded roLnd on be cut up the dish of veal to be 

tenance, ‘thatVv b^d been put out of coun- 

be Would hasten would give him the opportumty, 

Tbe J^TLTu biWl his duty.’ 

evinced a providp^t^^ aughed The insmuaung traveller (who 

JJ^'Ping some drops oTr^ f? supper), 

^"^^^Doined the convemanor"" with a piece of 

^veUe^r '^^notr "" b’ather,’ said he, ‘for tounst- 
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‘Yes, It is late Yet two or three weeks, at most, and we shall be 
left to the winter snows ’ 

‘And then,’ said the insinuating traveller, ‘for the scratching 
dogs and the buned children, according to the pictures!’ 

‘Pardon,’ said the host, not quite understanding the allusion 
‘How, then the scratching dogs and the buned children according 
to the pictures^’ 

The artist traveller struck in again before an answer could be 
given. 

‘Don’t you know,’ he coldly inquired across the table of his 
companion, ‘ that none but smugglers come this way in the winter 
or can have any possible business this way ^ ’ 

‘Holy blue> No, never heard of it ’ 

‘So It IS, I believe And as they know the signs of the weather 
tolerably v.rell, they don’t give much employment to the dogs - 
who have consequently died out rather — though this house of en- 
tertainment IS conveniently situated for themselves Their young 
families, I am told they usually leave at home. But it’s a grand 
idea' ’ cned the artist traveller, unexpectedly nsing into a tone of 
enthusiasm. ‘It’s a sublime idea. It’s the finest idea in the world, 
and brings tears into a man’s eyes, by Jupiter!’ He then went on 
eating his veal with great composure. 

There was enough of mocking mconsistency at the bottom of 
this speech to maike it rather discordant, though the manner was 
refined and the person well-favoured, and though the depreciatory 
part of It was so skilfully thrown off as to be very difficult for one 
not perfectly acquainted with the Engbsh language to understand, 
or, even understanding, to take offence at so simple and dis- 
passionate was Its tone. After finishing his veal in the midst of 
silence, the speaker again addressed his fnend 

‘Look,’ said he, in his former tone, ‘at this gentleman our host, 
not yet in die pnme of hfe, who in so graceful a way and with such 
courtly urbanity and modesty presides over us' Manners fit for a 
crown' Dine with the Lord Mayor of London (if you can get an 
mvitauon) and observe the contrast. This dear fellow, with the 
finest cut face I ever saw, a face in perfect drawing, leaves some 
laborious life and comes up here I don’t know how many feet above 
the level of the sea, for no other purpose on earth (except enjoy- 
ing himself, I hope, in a capital refectory) than to keep an hotel 
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for idle poor devils like you and me, and leave the bill to our con- 
saences' Why, isn’t it a beautiful sacrifice? Wliat do we want more 
to touch us? Because rescued people of interesting appearance are 
not, for eight or mne months out of every twelve, holding on here 
round the necks of the most sagaaous of dogs carrying wooden 
bottles, shall we disparage the place? No! Bless the place It’s a 
great place, a glorious place* ’ 

The chest of the grey-haired gentleman who was the Chief of 
the important party, had swelled as if with a protest against his 
being numbered among poor devils No sooner had tlie artist 
traveller ceased speaking than he himself spoke witli great dignity, 
as hawng it incumbent on him to take the lead in most places, and 
having deserted diat duty for a little wlule 

He weightily communicated his opinion to their host, that his 
life must be a very dreary life here in the winter. 

The host allowed to Monsieur that it was a little monotonous 
The air was difficult to breathe for a length of time consecutively 
Tlie cold was very severe One needed youtli and strength to bear 
It However, having them and the blessing of Heaven - 

Yes, tliat was very good ‘But die confinement,’ said the grey- 
haired gentleman 

Tliere were many days, even in bad weather, when it was pos- 
sible to walk about outside It was die custom to beat a little track, 
and take exerasc dicre 

‘But the space,’ urged the grey-haired gentleman ‘So small 
So - ha — very limited ’ 

Monsieur would recall to himself diat there were the refuges to 
\ isit, and that tracks had to be made to them also. 

Monsieur still urged, on die other hand, diat die space was so — 
ha — hum — so very contracted More than that, it was always the 
same, alv.-aj s the same 

With a deprecating smile, the host gently raised and gently 
lowered his shoulders Tliat was true, he remarked, but permit liim 
to sa\ that almost all objects liad dieir various points of view 
Monsieur and he did not see this poor life of his from the same 
point of a lev. Monsieur was not used to confinement. 

^ ~ >cSj Nciy true,’ S''id the grey-haired gentleman He 

^(vincd to rex;ei\t quite a shock from the force of the argument. 
Monsieur, as an English tratcller, surrounded b\ all means of 
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travelling pleasantly, doubtless possessing fortune, carnages, and 
servants - 

‘Perfectly, perfectly. Without doubt,’ said the gentleman. 
Monsieur could not easily place himself in the position of a 
person who had not the power to choose, I will go here to-mor- 
row, or there next day, I will pass these barriers, I will enlarge those 
bounds Monsieur could not realise, perhaps, how the mind ac- 
commodated Itself in such dungs to the force of necessity. 

‘It IS true,’ said Monsieur ‘ We will - ha - not pursue the subject. 
You are - hum — quite accurate, I have no doubt We will say no 
more ’ 

The supper having come to a close, he drew his chair away as 
he spoke, and moved back to his former place by the fire. As it was 
veiy' cold at the greater part of the table, the other guests also re- 
sumed their former seats by the fire, designing to toast themselves 
well before going to bed. The host, when they rose from the table, 
bov/ed to all present, wished them good night, and withdrew. But 
first the tnsinuatmg traveller had asked him if they could have some 
v/ine made hot, and as he had answered Yes, and had presendy 
afterwards sent it in, that traveller, seated in the centre of the group, 
and in the full heat of the fire, was soon engaged in serving it out 
to the rest 

At this time, the younger of the two young ladies, who had been 
silently attentive in her dark comer (the fire-light was the chief 
hght in the sombre room, the lamp being smoky and dull) to what 
had been said of the absent lady, ghded out She was at a loss 
v/hich way to turn v/hen she had softly closed the door, but, after a 
httle hesitation among the sounding passages and the many ways, 
came to a room in a comer of the mam gallery, where the seri'ants 
v/erc at tlieir supper From these she obtained a lamp, and a 
direction to die lady’s room 

It was up the great staircase on die stoiy above Here and diere, 
die bare v/hite w'alls were broken by an iron grate, and she thought 
as she w'cnt along that the place was something hke a pnson The 
arched door of the lady’s room, or cell, was not quite shut. After 
knocking at it two or tlirec tmies without receiving an answer, she 
pushed It gently open, and looked in 

Tlie lady lay with closed eyes on the outside of the bed, pro- 
tected from the cold by the blankets and wrappers widi wbidi she 
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had been covered when she revived from her fainting fit. A dull 
light placed in the deep recess of the window, made little impression 
on the arched room The visitor timidly stepped to the bed, and 
said, m a soft whisper, ‘Are you better^’ 

The lady had fallen into a slumber, and the whisper was too low 
to av^e her Her vusitor, standmg quite soil, looked at her at- 
tenovely 

‘She IS very pretty,’ she said to herself ‘I never saw so beautiful 
a face O how unlike me' ’ 

It was a curious thing to say, but it had some hidden meamng, 
for It filled her e5'es with tears 

‘I know I must be nght I know he spoke of her that evemng 
I could very easily be wrong on any other subject, but not on this, 
not on this'’ 

With a qtuet and tender hand she put aside a straying fold of 
the sleeper’s hair, and then touched the hand that lay outside tlie 
covenng 

‘I like to look at her,’ she breathed to herself ‘I like to see what 
has affected him so much ’ 

She had not withdrawn her hand, when the sleeper opened her 
eyes and started. 

‘Pray don’t be alarmed I am only one of the travellers from 
down-stairs I came to ask if you were better, and if I could do 
anythmg for you ’ 

‘I think you have already been so kind as to send your servants 
to my assistance^’ 

‘No, not I, that was my sister. Are you better^’ 

‘Much better It is only a slight bruise, and has been well looked 
to, and IS almost easy now It made me giddy and faint in a mo- 
ment It had hurt me before, but at last it overpowered me all at 
once.’ 

May I staj vith you until some one comes ^ Would you like it^ ’ 
I should like it, for it is lonely here, but I am afraid you vnll 
feel the cold too much ’ 

I don’t mind cold. I am not delicate, if I look so ’ She quicklt 
moved one of the tu'o rough chairs to die bedside, and sat down 
Tile otlicr as quicklj moved a part of some travelling wrapper from 
herself, and drew it over her, so that her arm, in keeping it about 
her, rested on her shoulder 
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‘You have so much ihe air of a kind nurse/ said llic lady, 
smiling on her, ‘that you seem as if you had come to me from 
home ’ 

‘I am very glad of it/ 

‘T V/as dreaming of home v/hen I woke just nov' Of my old 
home, I mean, before I was married ’ 

‘And before you were so far av/ay from it ' 

‘I have been much farther av/ay from it tlian this, but then I 
took the best part of it with me, and missed nothing. I felt solitary 
as I dropped asleep here, and, missing it a little, wandered back to 

It.’ 

There was a sorrowfully affectionate and regretful sound in her 
voice, which made her visitor refrain from looking at her for the 
moment 

‘It IS a curious chance v/hich at last brings us together, under this 
covering in v/hich you have wrapped me,’ said die visitor after a 
pause, ‘for do you knov/, I think I have been looking for you some 
time.’ 

‘ Looking for me ^ ’ 

‘I believe I have a little note here, v/hicli I was to give to you 
whenever I found you This is it. Unless I greatly mistake, it is 
addressed to you^ Is it not^’ 

The lady took it, and said yes, and read it. Her visitor watched 
her as she did so It was very short She flushed a little as she put 
her lips to her visitor’s cheek, and pressed her hand 

‘The dear young friend to whom he presents me, may be a 
comfort to me at some time, he says She is truly a comfort to me 
the first time I see her ’ 

‘Perhaps you don’t,’ said the visitor, hesitaung - ‘perhaps 
you don’t know my story ^ Perhaps he never told you my 
story?’ 

‘No’ 

‘Oh no, v/hy should he' I have scarcely the right to tell it my- 
self at present, because I have been entreated not to do so There 
IS not much m it, but it might account to you for my asking you 
not to say anything about the letter here You saw my family with 
me, perhaps^ Some of diem -I only say this to you -are a htde 
proud, a little prejudiced.’ 

‘You shall take it back again,’ said the Other, ‘and then my hus- 
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band is sure not to see it He might see it and speak of it, otherwise, 
by some accident. Will you put it in your bosom again, to be 
certain^’ 

She did so witli great care Her small, sliglit hand u'as still 
upon the letter, when tliey heard some one in the gallery out- 
side. 

‘I promised,’ said the visitor, rising, ‘that I would wnte to him 
after seeing you (I could hardly fail to see you sooner or later), and 
tell him if you were well and happy. I had better say jmu were well 
and happy ’ 

‘Yes, yes, yes' Say I was veiy' well and very happy And tliat I 
thanked him affectionately, and would never foig^et him ’ 

‘I shall see'you in the mormng After that we are sure to meet 
agam before very long Good night' ’ 

‘Good night Tliank you, tliank you Good night, my 
dear'’ 

Both of them were burned and fluttered as they exchanged this 
parang, and as the visitor came out of the door. She had expected 
to meet the lady’s husband approaching it, but die person in the 
gallery was not he it was die traveller who had wiped the wine- 
drops from his moustache with the piece of bread When lie heard 
the step behind bun, he turned round — for he was v'alking away 
in the dark. 

His politeness, which was exaeme, would not allow of the 
young lady’s lightmg herself down-stairs, or gomg down alone 
He took her lamp, held it so as to dirow die best hght on die stone 
steps, and followed her all the way to die supper-room She went 
down, not easily hiding how much she was inclmed to shank and 
ttemble, for the appearance of this traveller was parOcularly dis- 
agreeable to her She had sat in her quiet comer before supper 
imagiiiing what he would have been m the scenes and places within 
her expenence, until he inspired her with an aversion that made 
him htde less than terrific 

He followed her down with his smihng politeness, followed her 
m, and resumed his seat in the best place m the hearth There with 
the wood-fire, which was begmnmg to bum low, rising and felling 
upon hun in the dark room, he sat with his legs thrust out to warm, 
dnnktng the hot wine down to the lees, with a monstrous shadow 
mutating him on the wall and ceding 
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The tired company had broken up, and all the rest were gone 
to bed except die young lady’s fadier, who dozed in his chair by 
the fire The traveller had been at the pains of going a long way 
up-stairs to his sleeping-room to fetch his pocket-flask of brandy 
He told them so, as he poured its contents into what was left of 
the wine, and drank widi a new relish 

‘May I ask, sir, if you are on your way to Italy 
The grey-haired gentleman had roused himself, and was pre- 
panng to wididraw. He answered in the affirmative. 

I also I said the traveller ‘I shall hope to have die honour of 
offering my compliments in fairer scenes, and under softer circum- 
stances, dian on diis dismal mountain ’ 

The gentleman bowed, distantly enough, and said he was 
obliged to him 

We poor gentlemen, sir,’ said the traveller, pulling his mous- 
tache dry with his hand, for he had dipped it in the wine and 
brandy, ‘we poor gentlemen do not travel like princes, but 
the courtesies and graces of life are precious to us To vour 
health, sir'’ 

‘ Sir, I thank you ’ 

‘To the health of your distinguished family - of the fair ladies, 
your daughters!’ 

Sir, I thank you again, I wish you good night. My dear, are 
our -ha - our people in attendance!^’ 

‘They are close by, father ’ 

Permit mel’ said the traveller, rising and holding tlie door 
open, as the gentleman crossed the room towards it witli his arm 
drawn through his daughter’s ‘Good repose' To the pleasure of 
seeing you once more! To to-morrow!’ 

M he kissed his hand, with his best manner and his daintiest 
smi e, t e young lady drew a little nearer to her fadier, and passed 
him with a dread of touching him. 

Humph! said the insinuating traveller, whose manner shrunk, 
and whose voice dropped when he was left alone ‘If they all go 
to bed, why I must go They are in a devil of a hurry. One would 
think the night would be long enough, in this freezing silence and 
solitude, if one went to bed two hours hence ’ 

Throwing back his head in emptying his glass, he cast his eyes 
upon the travellers book, which lay on the piano, open, with pens 
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and ink beside it, as if the night’s names had been registered when 
he was absent. Taking it in his hand, he read these entries 

Wilham Domt, Esquire 
Frederick Domt, Esquire 
Edward Domt, Esquire 
Miss Domt 
Miss Amy Domt 
Mrs General 

Mr and Mrs Henry Gowan From France to Italy 

To which he added, in a small comphcated hand, endmg with a long 
lean flpunsh, not unlike a lasso thrown at all the rest of the names 

Blandois Pans From France to Italy 

And then, with his nose coming down over his moustache and his 
moustache going up and under his nose, repaired to his allotted cell 


CHAPTER 2 

Mrs General 

It IS mdispensable to present die accomplished lady who was of 
sufficient importance m the suite of the Domt Family to have a 
line to herself in the Travellers’ Book. 

Mrs General was the daughter of a clencal dignitary m a cathe- 
dral town, where she had led the fashion until she was as near forty- 
five as a single lady can be. A sofiF commissanat officer of sixty, 
famous as a martmet, had then become enamoured of the gravity 
widi which she drove the propneties foiu*-in-hand through the 
cathedral town society, and had solicited to be taken beside her on 
die box of the cool coach of ceremony to which diat team was har- 
nessed His proposal of raamage being accepted by the lady, die 
commissary took his seat behind the proprieties with great de- 
corum, and Mrs General drove until die commissary died In die 
course of dieir united journey, they ran over several people who 
came m die way of the propneties, but always in a high style and 
widi composure. 


And suite. 
From 
France 
to Italy. 
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The commissary having been buned with all the decorations 
suitable to the service (the whole team of propneties were harnessed 
to his hearse, and they all had feathers and black velvet housings 
with his coat of arms in tlie corner), Mrs General began to inquire 
wliat quantity of dust and ashes was deposited at the bankers’. 
It then transpired that the commissary had so far stolen a march on 
Mrs General as to have bought himself an annuity some years be- 
fore his marriage, and to have reserved that cu-cumstance in men- 
tioning, at the period of his proposal, that his income was denved 
from the interest of his money. Mrs General consequently found 
her means so much diminished, that, but for the perfect regulation 
of her mind, she might have felt disposed to question the accuracy 
of that portion of the late service which had declared that the com- 
missary could take nothing away with him 

In this state of affairs it occurred to Mrs General, that she might 
‘form the mind,’ and eke the manners of some young lady of dis- 
tinction Or, that she might harness the propneties to the carriage 
of some nch yoimg heiress or widow, and become at once the 
driver and guard of such vehicle through the social mazes. Mrs 
General’s communication of this idea to her clencal and commis- 
sanat connection was so warmly applauded that, but for the lady’s 
undoubted merit, it might have appeared as though they wanted 
to get nd of her. Testimonials representing Mrs General as a pro- 
digy of piety, learning, virtue, and gentility, were lavishly contri- 
buted from influential quarters; and one venerable archdeacon even 
shed tears in recording his testimony to her perfections (descnbed 
to him by persons on whom he could rely), though he had never 
had the honour and moral gratification of setting eyes on Mrs 
General m all his life 

Thus delegated on her mission, as it were by Church and State, 
Mrs General, who had always occupied high ground, felt in a con- 
dition to keep It, and began by putting herself up at a very high 
figure An interval of some duration elapsed, in which there was no 
bid for Mrs General. At length a county-v/idower, with a daughter 
of fourteen, opened negotiations with the lady, and as it was a part 
either of the native dignity or of the artificial policy of Mrs General 
(but certainly one or the other) to comport herself as if she were 
much more sought than seeking, the widower pursued Mrs General 
until he prevailed upon her to form his daughter’s mind and manners. 
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The execution of this trust occupied Mrs General about seven 
years, in the course of which time she made the tour of Europe, 
and saw most of that extensive miscellany -of objects which it is 
essential that all persons of pohte cultivation should see with other 
people’s eyes, and never with their own Wlien her charge was at 
len^ formed, the mamage, not only of the young lady, but like- 
wise of her father, the widower, was resolved on The widower 
then finding Mrs General botli inconvenient and expensive, became 
of a sudden almost as much affected by her ments as the archdeacon 
had been, and circulated such praises of her surpassing worth, in 
all quarters where he thought an opportumty might anse of trans- 
ferrmg the blessmg to somebody else, that Mrs General was a 
name more honourable than ever. 

The phoenix^ was to let, on this elevated perch, when Mr Dornt, 
who had lately succeeded to his property, mentioned to his bankers 
that he wished to discover a lady, well-bred, accomplished, well 
connected, well accustomed to good soaety, who was qualified at 
once to complete the education of his daughters, and to be tlieir 
matron or chaperon Mr Domt’s bankers, as bankers of the county- 
widower, instandy said, ‘Mrs General ’ 

Pursumg the light so fortunately hit upon, and findmg the con- 
current testimony of the whole of Mrs General’s acquaintance to 
be of the pathetic nature already recorded, Mr Domt took the 
trouble of gomg down to the county of the county-widower to see 
Mrs General, m whom he found a lady of a quahty superior to 
his highest expectations 

‘Might I be excused,’- said Mr Domt, ‘if I inqmred - ha - what 
remune— ’ 

‘Why, indeed,’ returned Mrs General, stopping the word, ‘it 
IS a subject on which I prefer to avoid entering I have never en- 
tered on It with my friends here, and I cannot overcome the deh- 
cacy, Mr Dorrit, with which I have always regarded it. I am not, 
as I hope you are aware, a governess — ’ 

O dear no!’ said Mr Domt. ‘Pray, madam, do not imagme 
for a moment that I think so ’ He really blushed to be suspected 
of It 

Mrs General gravely mchned her head ‘I caimot, therefore, put 
a price upon services which it is a pleasure to me to render if I 
can render them spontaneously, but which I could not render m 
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mere return for any consideration Neitlicr do I know how, or 
where, to find a case parallel to my own It is peculiar/ 

No doubt But hov/ then (kir Dornt not unnaturally hinted) 
could the subject be approached 

‘T cannot object,’ said Mrs General — 'though even that is dis- 
agreeable to me - to Mr Dorrit’s inquiring, in confidence of my 
friends here, what amount they have been accustomed, at quarterly 
interv'als, to pay to my credit at my bankers’/ 

Mr Dorrit bowed his acknowdedgements 
‘Permit me to add,’ said Mrs General, ‘that beyond this, I can 
never resume the topic Also that I can accept no second or inferior 
position. If the honour were proposed to me of becoming known 
to Mr Dornt’s family — I tliink tw'o daughters v^crc mentioned^ 
‘Two daughters ’ 

‘I could only accept it on terms of perfect equality, as a com- 
panion, protector. Mentor, and friend ' 

Mr Dornt, in spite of his sense of his importance, felt as if it 
would be quite a kindness in her to accept it on any conditions He 
almost said as much 

‘I think,’ repeated Mrs General, ‘tv/o daughters were men- 
tioned^’ 

‘Two daughters,’ said Mr Dorrit again 

‘It would therefore,’ said Mrs General, ‘be necessary to add a 
third more to the payment (whatever its amount may prove to be), 
which my fnends here have been accustomed to make to my 
bankers’ ’ 

Mr Dornt lost no time m refernng the delicate question to the 
county-widower, and finding that he had been accustomed to pay 
three hundred pounds a-year to die credit of Mrs General, arrived, 
without any severe strain on his arithmetic, at the conclusion that 
he lumself must pay four Mrs General being an article of that 
lustrous surface which suggests diat it is worth any money, he 
made a formal proposal to be allowed to have the honour and 
pleasure of regarding her as a member of his family Mrs General 
conceded that high pnvilege, and here she was 

In person, Mrs General, including her skirts which had much to 
do with It, was of a dignified and imposing appearance, ample, 
rustling, gravely voluminous, always upnght behind the pro- 
pneties She might have been taken - had been taken - to the top 
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of lie Alps and the bottom of Herculaneum, without disarrang- 
mg a fold m her dress, or displacing a pin If her coimtenance and 
hair had rather a floury appearance, as though from hving in some 
transcendently genteel Mill, it was rather because she was a chalky 
creation altogether, than because she mended her complexion with 
violet powder, or had turned grey If her eyes had no expression, 
It was probably because they had nothing to express If she had 
few wnnkles, it was because her mmd had never traced its name 
or any other mscnption on her face. A cool, waxy, blown-out 
woman, who had never hghted well 

Mrs General had no opmions Her way of formmg a mind was 
to prevent it from forming opmions She had a httle circular set of 
mental grooves or rails on which she started httle trains of other 
people’s opinions, which never overtook one another, and never 
got anywhere. Even her propnety could not dispute that there was 
impropnety m the world, but Mrs General’s way of getting rid of it 
was to put It out of sight, and make beheve that there was no such 
thmg. This was another of her ways of forming a mind - to cram 
all articles of difficulty mto cupboards, lock them up, and say they 
had no existence It was the easiest way, and, beyond all compari- 
son, the ptoperest 

Mrs General was not to be told of anythmg shocking Accidents, 
misenes, and oSences, were never to be mentioned before her 
Passion was to go to sleep m the presence of Mrs General, and 
blood was to change to milk and water The httle that was left m 
the world, when all these deductions were made, it was Mrs 
General’s provmce to varnish. In that formation process of hers, 
she dipped the smallest of brushes into the largest of pots, and 
varnished the surface of every object that came under consideration 
The more cracked it was, the more Mrs General varnished it 
Tliere was varmsh m Mrs General’s voice, varnish in Mrs 
General s touch, an atmosphere of varnish round Mrs General’s 
figure. Mrs General’s dreams ought to have been varnished - if she 
had any- lymg asleep in the arms of the good Samt Bernard, with 
the feathery snow fallmg on his house-top 
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CHAPTER 3 

On the Road 

The bnght morning sun dazzled the eyes, die snow had ceased, 
the mists had vanished, the mountain air was so clear and light 
that the nev/ sensation of breathing it was like the having entered 
on a nev/ existence To help the delusion, the solid ground itself 
seemed gone, and the mountain, a shimng waste of immense white 
heaps and masses, to be a region of cloud floating between the 
blue sky above and the earth far below. 

Some dark specks in the snow, like knots upon a little thread, 
beginning at the convent door and winding away down the de- 
scent in broken lengths v/hich were not yet pieced together, 
shov/ed v/here the Brethren v/ere at work in several places cleanng 
the track. Already the snow had begun to be foot-thawed again 
about the door. Mules were busily brought out, tied to the nngs in 
the wall, and laden, stnngs of bells v/ere buckled on, burdens were 
adjusted, the voices of dnvers and nders sounded musically. Some 
of the earhest had even already resumed their journey, and, both on 
the level summit by the dark water near the convent, and on the 
downward way of yesterday’s ascent, little moving figures of men 
and mules, reduced to miniatures by the immensity around, v/ent 
with a clear tinkling of bells and a pleasant harmony of tongues 
In the supper-room of last night, a new fire, piled upon the 
feathery ashes of the old one, shone upon a homely breakfast of 
loaves, butter, and milk. It also shone on the couner of the Dorrit 
family, making tea for his party from a supply he had brought up 
with him, together with several other small stores which were 
chiefly laid in for the use of the strong body of inconvenience. Mr. 
Gowan and Blandois of Pans had already breakfasted, and were 
v/alking up and dov/n by the lake, smoking their cigars 

‘Gowan, eh^’ muttered Tip, otherwise Edward Domt, Esquire, 
turning over the leaves of the book, when the courier had left them 
to breakfast ‘Then Gowan is the name of a puppy, that’s all I 
have got to say' If it was worth my while. I’d pull his nose But it 
isn’t v/orth my while — fortunately for him How’s his wife, Amy? 
I suppose you knov/. You generally know things of that sort,’ 
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and gnevance, v/hich she was often at great pains to do* ‘that I 
believe her to be a friend of that very objectionable and unpleasant 
person, who, v/ith a total absence of all delicacy, v/hich our expen- 
ence might have led us to expect from him, insulted us and outraged 
our feelings in so public and wilful a manner on an occasion to which 
It IS understood among us that we will not more pomtedly allude ’ 
‘Amy, my child,’ said Mr Domt, tempenng a bland severity 
v/ith a dignified affection, ‘is this the case^’ 

Little Domt mildly answered, yes it v/as 
‘Yes it isl’ cried Miss Fann}"^ ‘Of course! I said so’ And nov/. 
Pa, I do declare once for ah ’ — this young lady was in the habit of 
declaring the same thing once for all every day of her life, and even 
several times in a day — ‘that this is shameful! I do declare once for 
all that It ought to be put a stop to. Is it not enough that we have 
gone through what is only known to ourselves, but are we to have 
It thrown in our faces, persevenngly and systematically, by the 
very person v/ho should spare our feelmgs most? Are we to be 
exposed to this unnatural conduct every moment of our lives ^ 
Are we never to be permitted to forget.^ I say again, it is absolutely 
infamous’’ 

‘Well, Amy,’ observed her brother, shakmg his head, ‘you 
knov/ 1 stand by you whenever I can, and on most occasions But 
I must say, that, upon my soul, I do consider it rather an unaccount- 
able mode of showing your sisterly affection, that you should back 
up a man who treated me m the most ungentlemanly way in which 
one man can treat another. And who,’ he added convincingly, 
‘must be a low-minded thief, you know, or he never could have 
conducted himself as he did.’ 

‘And see,’ said Miss Fanny, ‘see what is involved in this! Can 
we ever hope to be respected by our servants.^ Never. Here are our 
two women, and Pa’s valet, and a footman, and a courier, and all 
sorts of dependants, and yet in the midst of these, we are to have 
one of ourselves rushing about with tumblers of cold water, like a 
menial! Why, a policeman,’ said Ivliss Fanny, ‘if a beggar had a fit 
in the street, could but go plunging about with tumblers, as this 
very Amy did in this very room before our very eyes last mghti’ 

‘I don’t so much mmd that, once m a way,’ remarked Mr 
Edwairdj ‘but your Clennam, as he thinks proper to call himself, 
IS another thing-’ 
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‘He IS part of the same thing,’ returned Miss Fanny, 'and of a 
piece uatlt all the rest. He obtruded himself upon us in tlie first 
instance \Ve nc\er tvanted liini I always shov/ed him, for one, 
diat I could have dispensed wnth his company wiili the greatest 
pleasure. He then commits diat gross outrage upon our feelings, 
■p-liich he never could or would have committed but for the delight 
he took in exposing us, and then we arc to be demeaned for the 
semce of his fnends' Wliy, I don’t wonder at tins Mr Gowan’s 
conduct towards } ou \%^at else w-as to be expected when he was 
enjoying our past misfortunes - gloating over tliem at tlie moment! ’ 
‘Father — Edward — no indeed'’ pleaded Little Dorrir ‘Neither 
Mr nor Mrs Gow'an had ever heard our name Tlicy w'cre, and they 
are, quite ignorant of our histor)' ' 

‘So much tlie w'orsc,’ retorted Fanny, determined not to admit 
anjMung in extenuation, ‘for then you have no excuse If tliey had 
Inown about us, you might have felt yourself called upon to con- 
ahaie them That would have been a w^eak and ridiculous mistake, 
but I can respea a mistake, whereas I can’t respect a wilful and 
deliberate abasing of those who should be nearest and dearest to 
us No I can’t respect diat I can do notliing but denounce tliat ’ 

‘I never ofiend you walfully, Fanny,’ said Little Dornt, ‘tliough 
you are so hard with me.* 

‘Tlien you should be more careful, Amy,’ returned her sister 
‘If you do such dungs by acadent, jmu should be more careful If 
I happened to have been bom m a peculiar place, and under pecu- 
liar circumstances diat blunted my knowdedge of propriety, I 
fancy I should think myself bound to consider at every step, “Am 
I going, Ignorantly, to compromise any near and dear relations^’’ 
That is what I fancy 1 should do, if it was my case.’ 

Mr Domt now interposed, at once to stop these painful sub- 
jects by his authority, and to point their moral by his wisdom 
My dear,’ said he to his younger daughter, ‘I beg you to — 
ha — to say no more Your sister Fanny expresses herself strongly, 
but not wnthout considerable reason You have now a — hum — a 
great position to support That great position is not occupied by 
yourself alone, but by — ha — by me, and — ha hum — by us Us 
Now, It is incumbent upon all people m an exalted position, but it 
IS particularly so on this family, for reasons which I — ha — wall not 
dwell upon, to make themselves respected To be vigilant m makmg 
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refined more and more mto a marked respect, very rarely shown by 
age to youth, and still more rarely susceptible, one would have 
said, of the fitness with which he invested it On those occasions 
when Miss Fanny did declare once for all, he would take the next 
opportunity of baring his grey head before his younger niece, and 
of helping her to ahght, or handing her to the carriage, or showing 
her any other attention, witli the profoundest deference. Yet it 
never appeared misplaced or forced, being always heartily simple, 
spontaneous, and genmne. Neither would he ever consent, even at 
his brother’s request, to be helped to anyplace before her, or to take 
precedence of her in anything. So jealous was he of her being re- 
spected, that, on this very journey down from the Great Saint 
Bernard, he took sudden and violent umbrage at the footman’s 
being remiss to hold her stirrup, though standing near when she 
dismounted; and unspeakably astonished the whole retinue by 
charging at him on a hard-headed mule, nding him into a comer, 
and theatening to trample him to death 

They were a goodly company, and the Innkeepers all but wor- 
shipped them. Wherever they went, their importance preceded 
them in the person of the courier nding before, to see that the 
rooms of state were ready. He was the herald of the family pro- 
cession The great travelhng-camage came next containing, in- 
side, Mr Dornt, Miss Domt, Miss Amy Domt, and Mrs General; 
outside, some of the retainers, and (in fine weather) Edward Dor- 
nt, Esqmre, for whom the box was reserved Then came the chanot 
containing Fredenck Domt, Esquire, and an empty place occu- 
pied by Edward Domt, Esquire, in wet weather Then came the 
fourgon with the rest of the retamers, the heavy baggage, and as 
much as it could carry of the mud and dust which the other vehicles 
left behind 

These eqiupages adorned the yard of the hotel at Martigny, on 
the return of the family from their mountain excursion Other 
vehicles were there, much company being on the road, from the 
patched Italian Vettura — like the body of a swing from an English 
fair put upon a wooden tray on wheels, and having another wooden 
tray without v/heels put atop of it - to the trim English carnage. 
But there was another adornment of the hotel which Mr Domt 
had not bargained for Two strange travellers embellished one of his 
rooms. 
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The Innheeper, hat in hand in the yard, swore to the courier 
tliat he was blighted, that he was desolated, that he was profoundly 
afflicted, that he was the most miserable and unfortunate of beasts, 
that he had the head of a wooden pig He ought never to have made 
die concession, he said, but the very genteel lady had so passion- 
ately prayed him for the accommodation of that room to dine in, 
only for a httle half-hour, that he had been vanquished The little 
half-hour was expired, the lady and gentleman were taking their 
httle dessert and half-cup of coffee, the note was paid, the horses 
were ordered, they would depart immediately, but, owing to an 
unhappy destmy and the curse of Heaven, they were not yet gone. 
Nothing could exceed Mr Domt’s indignation, as he turned at 
the foot of the staucase on hearing these apologies He felt that the 
family dignity was struck at by an assassin’s hand He had a sense 


of his dignity, which was of the most exquisite nature He could 
detect a design upon it when nobody else had any perception of 
the fact His life was made an agony by the number of fine scalpels 
that he felt to be mcessantly engaged in dissecting his digmty. 

'Is It possible, sir,’ said Mr Domt, reddening excessively, 'that 
you have - ha - had die audacity to place one of my rooms at the 
disposition of any other person^’ 

Thousands of pardons' It was the host’s profound nusfortune 
to have been overcome by that too genteel lady He besought Mon- 
seigneur not to enrage himself He threw himself on Monseigneur 
for clemency If Monseigneur would have the distmguished good- 


ness to occupy the other salon especially reserved for him, for but 
five minutes, all would go well 

No, sir,’ said Mr Domt T will not occupy any salon I will 
leave your house without eating or drinking, or setting foot in iL 
How do you dare to act like this^ Who am I that you — ha — separ- 
ate me from other gentlemen^’ 

Alas' The host called all the universe to witness that Monseig- 
neur was the most amiable of the whole body of nobility, the most 
^portant, the most estimable, the most honoured If he separated 
onseigneur from others, it was only because he was more dis- 
tin^ished, more cherished, more generous, more renowned 
Don’t tell me so, sir,’ returned Mr Domt, m a mighty heat, 
ou have af&onted me You have heaped msults upon me. How 
dare ^ou? Explain yourself’ 
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themselves' respected. Dependants, to respect us, must be — ha - 
kept at a distance and — hum — kept down. Down. Therefore, your 
not exposing yourself to the remarks of our attendants by appear- 
ing to have at any time dispensed with their services and performed 
them for yourself, is - ha - highly important.’ 

‘Why, who can doubt it^’ cried Miss Fanny. ‘It’s the essence of 
everything ’ 

‘Fanny,’ returned her father, grandiloquently, ‘give me leave, 
my dear. We then come to — ha — to Mr Clennam. I am free to say 
diat I do not, Amy, share your sister’s sentiments — that is to say 
altogether - hum - altogether - in reference to Mr Clennam. I am 
content to regard that individual in the light of — ha — generally - 
a well-behaved person Hum A well-behaved person. Nor will I 
mqiure whether Mr Clennam did, at any time, obtrude himself 
on — ha — my society. He knew my soaety to be — hum — sought, 
and his plea might be that he regarded me m the light of a pubhc 
character. But there were circumstances attending ray — ha — shght 
knowledge of Mr Clermam (it was very shght), which,’ here Mr 
Domt became extremely grave and impressive, ‘would render it 
highly indehcate m Mr Clennam to — ha — to seek to renew com- 
munication with me or with any member of my family under exist- 
ing circumstances If Mr Clennam has suifiaent delicacy to perceive 
the impropnety of any such attempt, I am bound as a responsible 
gendeman to — ha — defer to that dehcacy on his part. If, on the 
other hand, Mr Clennam has not that delicacy, I cannot for a 
moment — ha — hold any correspondence with so — hum — coarse 
a mind In eidier case, it would appear that Mr Clennam is put alto- 
gether out of the question, and that we have nothing to do with 
him or he with us Ha— Mrs General’ 

The entrance of the lady whom he announced, to take her place 
at the breakfast-table, terminated the discussion. Shortly for- 
wards, the couner announced that the valet, and the footman, and 
the two maids, and the four grades, and the fourteen mules, were 
m readmess, so the breakfast party went out to the convent door 
to join the cavalcade. 

Mr Gowan stood aloof with his cigar and pencil, but Mr Blan- 
dois v/as on the spot to pay his respects to the ladies. When he 
gallantly pulled off his slouched hat to Little Domt, she thought 
he had even a more sinister look, standing swart and cloaked in 
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the snow, than he had in the fire-light over-night But, as both her 
father and her sister received lus homage with some favour, she 
refrained from expressmg any distrust of him, lest it should prove 
to be a new blemish denved from her prison birth 

Nevertheless, as they woimd down the rugged way while the 
convent was yet m sight, she more than once looked round, and 
descned Mr Blandois, backed by die convent smoke which rose 
straight and high from the chuimeys m a golden film, always 
standmg on one juttmg pomt looking down after them Long after 
he was a mere black stick m the snow, she felt as though she could 
yet see that smile of his, that high nose, and those eyes that were 
too near it And even after that, when the convent was gone and 
some light mommg clouds veiled the pass below it, ihe ghastly 
skeleton arras by the wayside seemed to be all pomtmg up at him 
More treacherous than snow, perhaps, colder at heart, and 
harder to melt, Blandois of Pans by degrees passed out of her 
mind, as they came down mto the softer regions Again the sim was 
warm, agam the streams descendmg from glaciers and snowy 
caverns were refreshing to dnnk at, again they came among the 
pine-trees, the rodsy nvulets, the verdant heists and dales, the 
wooden chalets and rough zigzag fences of Swiss country. Some- 
times the way so widened that she and her father could nde abreast. 
And then to look at him, handsomely clothed in his fur and broad- 
cloths, nch, free, numerously served and attended, his eyes roving 
far away among the glones of the landscape, no miserable screen 
before them to darken his sight and cast its shadow on him, was 
enougli 

Her uncle was so far rescued from that shadow of old, that he 
wore the clothes they gave him, and performed some ablutions as 
a sacnfice to the family credit, and went where he was taken, with 
a certam patient animal enjoyment, which seemed to express that 
the air and change did him good In all other respects, save one, 
he shone with no light hut such as was reflected from his brother 
His brotlier’s gteamess, wealth, freedom, and grandeur, pleased 
Imn mdiout any reference to himself. Silent and retinng, he had 
no use for speech when lie could hear his brother speak; no desire 
to be waited on, so that the servants devoted tliemselves to his 
brother. The only noticeable change he originated in himself, was 
an alteration in lus manner to his younger mece Every day it 
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refined more and more into a marked respect, ver}^ rarely shown by 
age to youth, and still more rarely suscepoble, one would have 
said, of the fitness with which he invested it. On those occasions 
when Miss Fanny did declare once for all, he would take the next 
opportunity of banng his grey head before his younger niece, and 
of helping her to alight, or handing her to the carriage, or showing 
her any other attention, with the profoundest deference. Yet it 
never appeared misplaced or forced, being alv/ays heartily simple, 
spontaneous, and genuine Neitlier would he ever consent, even at 
his brother’s request, to be helped to anyplace before her, or to take 
precedence of her in anything So jealous was he of her being re- 
spected, diat, on dus very journey down from the Great Saint 
Bernard, he took sudden and violent umbrage at the footman’s 
bemg remiss to hold her stirrup, tliough standing near when she 
dismounted; and unspeakably astonished the whole retinue by 
charging at him on a hard-headed mule, riding him into a comer, 
and tlieatening to trample him to deatli. 

They were a goodly company, and the Innkeepers all but wor- 
shipped them Wlierever they went, their importance preceded 
them in the person of the courier nding before, to see tliat the 
rooms of state were ready. He was the herald of the family pro- 
cession The great travellmg-carnage came next, containing, in- 
side, Mr Dornt, Miss Domt, Miss Amy Domt, and Mrs General, 
outside, some of the retainers, and (in fine weather) Edward Dor- 
nt, Esquire, for whom the box was reserved. Then came the chanot 
contaming Fredenck Domt, Esquire, and an empty place occu- 
pied by Edward Domt, Esquire, in wet weather Then came the 
fourgon with the rest of the retamers, the heavy baggage, and as 
much as it could carry of the mud and dust which the other vehicles 
left behind 

These eqmpages adorned the yard of the hotel at Martigny, on 
the return of the family from their mountain excursion Other 
vehicles were there, much company being on the road, from the 
patched Itahan Vettura — like the body of a swmg from an English 
fair put upon a wooden tray on wheels, and having another v/ooden 
tray v/ithout wheels put atop of it — to the tnm English carnage. 
But there v/as another adornment of the hotel which Mr Domt 
had not bargamed for Two strange travellers embelhshed one of his 
rooms 
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The Innkeeper, hat m hand in die yard, swore to the couner 
diat he was bhghted, tliat he was desolated, that he was profoundly 
afflicted, that he was die most miserable and unfortunate of beasts, 
that he had the head of a wooden pig He ought never to have made 
the concession, he said, but die very genteel lady had so passion- 
ately prayed lum for die accommodation of that room to dine in, 
only for a htde lialf-hour, that he had been vanquished The little 
half-hour was expired, the lady and gendeman were taking their 
httle dessert and half-cup of coffee, die note was paid, the horses 
were ordered, they would depart immediately; but, owing to an 
unhappy desany and the curse of Heaven, diey were not yet gone 
Notliing could exceed Mr Domt’s indignation, as he turned at 
the foot of the staircase on hearing these apologies He felt diat the 
family dignity was struck at by an assassin’s hand He had a sense 
of his dignity, which was of the most exquisite nature. He could 
detect a design upon it when nobody else had any perception of 
the fact His life was made an agony by the number of fine scalpels 
that he felt to be mcessantly engaged in dissecting his digmty. 

‘Is It possible, sir,’ said Mr Domt, reddemng excessively, ‘that 
you have — ha - had the audacity to place one of ray rooms at tlie 
disposition of any other person'*’ 

Thousands of pardons' It was the host’s profound misfortune 
to have been overcome by tliat too genteel lady. He besought Mon- 
seigneur not to enrage himself He threw himself on Monseigneur 
for clemency. If Monseigneur would have the distinguished good- 
ness to occupy the other salon espeaally reserved for him, for but 
five minutes, all would go well. 

No, sir,’ said Mr Domt ‘I will not occupy any salon I will 
leave your house ■without eating or drinking, or setting foot m it. 
How do you dare to act hke this^ Who am I that you — ha — separ- 
ate me from other gentlemen?’ 

Alas' The host called all the umverse to witness that Monseig- 
neur ivas the most amiable of the whole body of nobility, the most 
^portant, the most estimable, the most honoured If he separated 

onseigneur from others, it was only because he was more dis- 
tin^sh^, more chenshed, more generous, more reno'wned 

^ so, sir,’ returned Mr Domt, m a mighty heat. 

ou have affronted me. You have heaped msuits upon me. How 
dare you^ Explam yourself’ 
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Ah, just Heaven, then, hov/ could the host explain himself when 
he had nothing more to explainj- when he had only to apologise, 
and confide himself to the so well-known magnanimity of Mon- 
seigneur^ 

‘I tell you, sir,’ said Mr Domt, panting v/ith anger, ‘that you 
separate me — ha - from other gentlemen; that you make dis- 
tinctions betv/een me and other gentlemen of fortune and station. 
I demand of you, why ^ I wish to known on — ha — what authonty, 
on whose authonty. Reply sir. Explain, Ansv/er v/hy.’ 

Permit the landlord humbly to submit to Monsieur the Couner 
then, that Monseigneur, ordinanly so gracious, enraged himself 
without cause. There was no why Monsieur the Couner would 
represent to Monseigneur, that he deceived himself in suspecting 
that there was any why, but the why his devoted servant had al- 
ready had the honour to present to him. The very genteel lady - 
‘Silence!’ cned Mr Dornt. ‘Hold your tonguel I will hear no 
more of the very genteel lady, I will hear no more of you. Look 
at this family - my family - a family more genteel than any lady. 
You have treated this family with disrespect, you have been inso- 
lent to this family. I’ll rum you Ha - send for the horses, pack the 
carnages, I’ll not set foot in this man’s house again!’ 

No one had interfered in the dispute, which was beyond the 
French colloquial powers of Edward Dornt, Esquure, and scarcely 
withm the provmce of the ladies Miss Fanny, however, now sup- 
ported her father with great bitterness, declanng, in her native 
tongue, that it was quite clear there was something speaal in this 
man’s impertinence, and that she considered it important that he 
should be, by some means, forced to give up his authonty for mak- 
ing distinctions between that family and other wealthy families. 
What the reasons of his presumption could be, she was at a loss to 
imagine; but reasons he must have, and they ought to be tom 
from him. 

All the guides, raule-dnvers, and idlers in the yard, had made 
themselves parties to the angry conference, and were much im- 
pressed by the couner’s now bestimng himself to get the carnages 
out. With the aid of some dozen people to each wheel, this was 
done at a great cost of noise, and then the loading was proceeded 
v/ith, pending the amval of the horses from the post-house. 

But the very genteel lady’s English chariot being already horsed 
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and at the inn-door, the landlord had slipped up-stairs to represent 
his hard case. This was notified to the yard by his now coming 
down the staircase in attendance on the gentleman and the lady, 
and by his pointing out the offended majesty of Mr Domt to them 
with a significant motion of his hand 

‘Beg your pardon,’ said the gentleman, detaching himself from 
the lady, and coming forward ‘I am a man of few words and a 
bad hand at an explanation - but lady here is extremely anxious 
that there should be no Row. Lady — a mother of mine, m point 
of fact — wishes me to say that she hopes no Row.’ 

Mr Dornt, still panting under his injury, saluted the gentleman, 
and saluted the lady, in a distant, final, and invincible manner. 

‘No, but really — here, old feller; you!’ This was the gentleman’s 
way of appeahng to Edward Domt, Esquire, on whom he pounced 
as a great and providential rehef ‘Let you and I try to make this 
all right. Lady so very much wishes no Row.’ 

Edward Domt, Esquire, led a little apart by the button, assumed 
a diplomatic expression of countenance in replying, ‘Why you 
must confess, that when you bespeak a lot of rooms beforehand, 
and they belong to you, it’s not pleasant to find other people m 
’em ’ 

‘No,’ said die other, ‘I know it isn’t. I admit it. Still, let you 
and I try to make it all nght, and avoid Row. The fault is not this 
chap’s at all, but my mother’s. Being a remarkably fine woman with 
no bigodd nonsense about her - well educated, too - she was too 
many for this chap Regularly pocketed him ’ 

‘If that’s the case — ’ Edward Domt, Esquire, began 
‘Assure you ’pon my soul ’tis the case. Consequently,’ said the 
other gentleman, retinng on his mam position, ‘why Row^’ 
‘Edmund,’ said the lady from the doorway, ‘I hope you have 
explained, or are explaining, to the satisfaction of this gendeman 
and his family that the civil landlord is not to blame 

‘Assure you, ma’am,’ returned Edmund, ‘perfectly paralysing 
myself with trying it on ’ He then looked steadfasdy at Edward 
Dornt, Esquire, for some seconds, and suddenly added, m a burst 
of confidence, ‘ Old feller* Is it all nght^’ 

‘I don’t know, after aU,’ said the lady, gracefully advanang a 
step or two towards Mr Dornt, ‘but that I had better say myself, 
at once, that I assured this good man I took all thd consequences 
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There it remained as long as so small an object was discernible, 
and probably much longer, staring (as though something inex- 
pressibly surprising should happen to a codfish) like an ill-executed 
eye in a large locket 

This encounter was so highly agreeable to Miss Fanny, and gave 
her so much to think of with triumph afterwards, that it softened 
her aspenties exceedmgly. When the procession was again m 
motion next day, she occupied her place in it with a new gaiety, 
and showed such a flow of spirits indeed, that Mrs General looked 
rather surpnsed 

Little Dorrit was glad to be found no fault with, and to see that 
Fanny was pleased, but her part in the procession was a musing 
part, and a qmet one Sitting opposite her father m the travellmg- 
camage, and recalling the old Marshalsea room, her present exis- 
tence was a dream All that she saw was new and wonderful, but 
It was not real, it seemed to her as if those visions of moimtains 
and picturesque coimtnes might melt away at any moment, and 
the carnage, turmng some abrupt comer, bnng up with a jolt at 
the old Marshalsea gate 

To have no work to do was strange, but not half so strange as 
having ghded into a comer where she had no one to think for, 
nothing to plan and contnve, no cares of others to load herself 
with Strange as that was, it was far stranger yet to find a space 
between herself and her father, where others occupied themselves 
m taking care of him, and where she was never expected to be At 
first, this was so much more unlike her old expenence than even 
the mountains themselves, that she had been unable to resign her- 
self to It, and had tned to retain her old place about him. But he had 
spoken to her alone, and had said that people — ha — people m an 
exalted position, my dear, must scmpulously exact respect from 
their dependants, and that for her, his daughter, Miss Amy Domt, 
of the sole remaining branch of the Domts of Dorsetshire, to be 
known to — hum — to occupy herself m fulfilling the functions of- 
ha hum — a valet, would be mcompatible with that respect There- 
fore, my dear, he — ha — he laid his parental mjuctions upon her, to 
remember that she was a lady, who liad now to conduct herself 
vnth — hum — a proper pnde, and to preserve the rank of a lady, 
and consequently he requested her to abstain from doing what 
v/ould occasion— ha — unpleasant and derogatory remarks She 



LITTLE DORRIT 


517 


had obeyed without a murmur Thus it had been brought about 
that she now sat in her comer of tlie luxurious carnage with her 
httle patient hands folded before her, quite displaced even from 
the last point of the old standing ground in life on which her feet 
had lingered 

It was from this posmon that all she saw appeared unreal, tlie 
more surpnsing the scenes, die more they resembled the unreahty 
of her own mner life as she went through its vacant places all day 
long The gorges of the Simplon, its enormous depths and thun- 
denng waterfalls, the wonderful road, the points of danger where 
a loose wheel or a faltenng horse would have been destmction, the 
descent into Italy, the opemng of that beautiful land as the rugged 
mountain-chasm widened and let diem out from a gloomy and 
dark impnsonment — all a dream — only die old mean Marshalsea 
a reahty. Nay, even the old mean Marshalsea was shaken to its 
foundations when she pictured it without her father She could 
scarcely beheve that the pnsoners were still lingenng in the close 
yard, that the mean rooms were still every one tenanted, and that 
the turnkey still stood in the Lodge letting people in and out, all 
just as she well knew it to be 

With a remembrance of her father’s old life in pnson hanging 
about her hke the burden of a sorrowful tune, Little Domt would 
wake from a dream of her birth-place into a whole day’s dream 
The pamted room m which she awoke, often a humbled state- 
chamber in a dilapidated palace, would begin it, with its wild red 
autumnal vine-leaves overhangmg'the glass, its orange-trees on 
the cracked white terrace outside the window, a group of monks 
and peasants in the htde street below, misery and magnificence 
wrestling with each other upon every rood of ground m the pros- 
pect, no matter hoty widely diversified, and misery throwmg 
magnificence with the strength of fate. To this would succeed a 
labyrinth of bare passages and pillared galleries, with the family 
procession already preparmg in the quadrangle below, through die 
carnages and luggage being brought together by the servants for 
the day s journey Then breakfast m another pamted chamber, 
damp-stamed and of desolate proportions, and then the departure, 
which, to her timidity and sense of not being grand enough for her 
place m the ceremomes, was always an uneasy dung For then the 
couner (who himself would have been a foreign gendeman of high 
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mark in the Marshalsea) would present himself to report that all 
was ready, and then her father’s valet v/ould pompously induct 
him into his travellmg-cloak, and then Fanny’s maid, and her own 
maid (who v/as a weight on Little Domt’s mind — absolutely made 
her cry at first, she knew so little what to do with her), would be in 
attendance, and then her brother’s man would complete his master’s 
equipment; and then her father would give his arm to Mrs General, 
and her uncle would give his to her, and, escorted by the landlord 
and Inn servants, they would swoop down-stairs. There, a crowd 
would be collected to see them enter their carnages, which, amidst 
much bowing, and begging, and prancing, and lashing, and clatter- 
ing, they would do, and so they would be dnven madly through 
narrow unsavoury streets, and jerked out at the town gate. 

Among the day’s unrealities would be roads where the bright 
red vines were looped and garlanded together on trees for many 
miles, woods of ohves, white villages and towns on hill-sides, 
lovely widiout, but fnghtfiil in their dirt and poverty within, 
crosses by the way, deep blue lakes with fairy islands, and cluster- 
ing boats with awnings of bright colours and sails of beautiful 
forms, vast piles of building mouldenng to dust, hanging-gardens 
where the weeds had grown so strong that their stems, like wedges 
dnven home, had split the arch and rent the wall, stone-terraced 
lanes, with the lizards running into and out of every chink; 
beggars of all sorts everywhere pitiful, picturesque, hungry, merry, 
children beggars and aged beggars Often at posting-houses and 
otlier halting places, these miserable creatures would appear to her 
the only realities of the day, and many a time, when the money she 
had brouglit to give them was all given avzay, she would sit with 
hei folded hands, thoughtfully looking after some diminutive girl 
leading her grey father, as if the sight reminded her of something 
in tile days tliat were gone 

Again, there v/ould be places v/here diey stayed the v/eek to- 
getlior in splendid rooms, had banquets every day, rode out among 
licaps of wonders, walked through miles of palaces, and rested in 
dark comers of great churches, v/here there were v/mking lamps 
of gold and silver among pillars and arches, kneeling figures 
dotted about at confessionals and on the pavements; v/here there 
v/as the mist and scent of inoense, where diere were pictures, fan- 
tastic images, gaudy altars, great heights and distances, all softly 
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lighted through stained glass, and the massive curtains that hung' 
in the doorways From these cities they would go on agam, by the 
roads of vines and olives, through squ^d villages, where there was 
not a hovel without a gap in its filthy walls, not a window with a 
whole mch of glass or paper, where there seemed to be nothmg to 
support life, nothmg to eat, nothmg to make, nothmg to grow, 
nothmg to hope, nothmg to do but die 

Agam they would come to whole towns of palaces, whose proper 
inmates were all bamshed, and which were all changed mto bar- 
racks troops of idle soldiers leaning out of the state wmdows, 
where their accoutrements hung drying on the marble architecture, 
and showing to the mind hke hosts of rats who were (happily) eat- 
mg away the props of the edifices that supported them, and must 
soon, with them, be smashed on the heads of the otlier swarms of 
soldiers and the swarms of pnests, and the swarms of spies, who were 
all the lU-lookmg population left to be rumed, m the streets below ^ 
Through such scenes, the family procession moved on to Vemce 
And here it dispersed for a time, as they were to hve m Vemce some 
few months in a palace (itself six times as big as the whole Marshal- 
sea) on the Grand Canal 

In this crownmg unreality, where all the streets were paved with 
water, and where the deathlike stillness of the days and nights was 
broken by no sound but the softened nngmg of church-bells, the 
npphng of the current, and the cry of the gondohers turning the 
comers of the flowmg streets. Little Domt, quite lost by her task 
bemg done, sat down to muse The family began a gay life, went 
here and there, and turned mght mto day, but she was timid of 
)oimng m then- gaieties, and only asked leave to be left alone. 

Sometimes she would step mto one of the gondolas that were 
always kept m waiting, moored to painted posts at the door - 
when she could escape from the attendance of that oppressive maid, 
who was her mistress, and a very hard one — and would be taken 
all over the strange city Soaal people m other gondolas began to 
ssk each other who die little solitarj'^ girl was whom diey passed, 
sitting m her boat with folded hands, looking so pensively and 
Wondcnngly about her Never thinking that it would be wordi 
anybody’s while to notice her or her domgs. Little Domt, in her 
scared, lost manner, went about the city none the less 
hut her favounte station was die balcony of her own room. 
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overhanging the canal, with other balconies below, and none above 
It was of massive stone darkened by ages, built in a wild fancy 
which came from the East to that collection of wild fancies, and 
Little Dornt was little indeed, leamng on the broad-cushioned 
ledge, and looking over As she liked no place of an evening half so 
well, she soon began to be watched for, and many eyes in passing 
gondolas were raised, and many people said, There was the little 
figure of the English girl who was always alone 

Such people were not realities to the httle figure of the English 
girl, such people were all unknown to her She would watch the 
sunset, in its long low hnes of purple and red, and its burning flush 
high up into the sky so glowing on the buildings, and so lightening 
their structure, that it made them look as if their strong walls were 
transparent, and they shone from within She would watch those 
glories expire, and then, after looking at the black gondolas under- 
neath, talang guests to music and dancing, would raise her eyes 
to tlie shining stars Was there no party of her own, in other 
times, on which the stars had shone ^ To think of that old gate now! 

She would think of that old gate, and of herself sitting at it in 
the dead of the night, pillowmg Maggy’s head, and of other places 
and of other scenes associated with those different times And then 
she would lean upon her balcony, and look over at the water, as 
though they all lay underneath it When she got to that, she would 
musingly watch its running, as if, in the general vision, it might 
run dry, and show her the pnson again, and herself, and the old 
room, and the old inmates, and die old visitors all lasting realities 
that had never changed 


CHAPTER 4 

A Letter from Little Dorrit 
Dear Mr Clennam, 

I v/nte to you from my own room at Venice, dunking you will 
be glad to hear from me. But I know you cannot be so glad to hear 
from me as I am to wnte to you, for everything about you is as you 
lia\ c been accustomed to see it, and you miss nothing - unless it 
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never can have regretted our separation more than I have regretted 
it^ And will you tell them all that I have thought of tliem every day, 
and that my heart is faithful to them everywhere^ O, if you could 
know how faitliful, you v/ould almost pity me for being so far 
away and being so grandl 

You will be glad, I am sure, to know that my dear father is very 
well in health, and that all tliese changes are highly benefiaal to 
him, and that he is very different indeed from what he used to be 
when you used to see him There is an improvement in my uncle 
too, I thmk, though he never complained of old, and never exults 
now. Fanny is very graceful, quick, and clever It is natural to her 
to be a lady, she has adapted herself to our new fortunes with 
v/onderful ease. 

This reminds me that I have not been able to do so, and that I 
sometimes almost despair of ever being able to do so I find that I 
cannot learn Mrs General is always with us, and we speak French 
and speak Italian, and she takes pains to form us in many ways 
When I say we speak French and Italian, I mean they do As for 
me, I am so slow that I scarcely get on at all As soon as I begin to 
plan, and think, and try, all my planning, thinbng, and trying go 
in old directions, and I begin to feel careful again about the ex- 
penses of the day, and about my dear father, and about my Work, 
and then I remember with a start that there are no such cares left, 
and diat in itself is so new and improbable that it sets me wandenng 
again. I should not have the courage to mention this to any one 
but you 

It is the same with all these new countnes and wonderful sights 
They are very beautiful, and they astonish me, but I am not col- 
lected enough — not familiar enough with myself, if you can quite 
understand what I mean — to have all the pleasure in them that I 
might have. What I knew before them, blends with them, too, so 
curiously For instance, when we were among the mountains, I 
often felt (I hesitate to tell such an idle thing, dear Mr Clennam, 
even to you) as if the Marshalsea must be behind that great rock, 
or as if Mrs Clennam’s room where I have worked so many days, 
and where I first saw you, must be just beyond that snow Do you 
remember one night when I came with Maggy to your lodging in 
Covent Garden^ That room I have often and often fanaed I have 
seen before me, travelling along for miles by the side of our carri- 
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age, -when I have looked out of the carnage-window after dark. 
We were shut out that night, and sat at die iron gate, and walked 
about all morning I often look up at the stars, even from die bal- 
cony of this room, and believe that I am m die street again, shut out 
with Maggy It is the same with people that I left in England 

Wlien I go about here in a gondola, I surpnse myself looking 
into other gondolas as if I hoped to see them. It would overcome 
me with ]oy to see them, but I don’t dunk it would surpnse me 
much, at first. In my fanaful ames, I fancy diat they rmght be any- 
where, and I almost expect to see dieir dear faces on the bndges 
or the quays 

Another difficulty that I have will seem very strange to you It 
must seem very strange to any one but me, and does even to me 
I often feel the old sad pity for — I need not wnte the word — for 
h i m Changed as he is, and inexpressibly blest and diankful as I 
always am to know it, the old sorrowful feehng of compassion 
comes upon me sometimes with such strength that I want to put 
my arms roimd his neck, tell him how I love him, and cry a htde 
on his breast. I should be glad after that, and proud and happy. But 
I know that I must not do this, that he would not like it, that Fanny 
would be angry, that Mrs General would be amazed, and so I quiet 
myself Yet m doing so, I struggle with the feehng that I have come 
to be at a 'distance from him, and that even in the midst of all the 


servants and attendants, he is deserted, and m want of me. 

Dear Mr Clennam, I have written a great deal about myself, but 
I must wnte a htde more sail, or what I wanted most of ah to say 
m this weak letter would be left out of it In all these foohsh 


thoughts of nune, which I have been so hardy as to confess to you 
because I know you will understand me if anybody can, and wdl 
make more allowance for me than anybody else would if you can- 
not - in all these thoughts, there is one thought scarcely ever — 
never - out of my memory, and that is that I hope you somettmes, 
in a quiet moment, have a thought for me I must tell you that as 
to this, I have felt, ever since I have been away, an anxiety which 
^ very anxious to reheve. I have been afiaid that you may think 
o me in a new Ught, or a new character Don’t do that, I could not 
ear that— it would make me more unhappy than you can suppose 
t would break my heart to beheve tliat you thought of me in any 
tvay that would make me stranger to you than I Was when you 
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v/ere so good to me. What I have to pray and entreat of you is, that 
you will never think of me as the daugliter of a rich person, that 
you will never think of me as dressing any better, or living any 
better, than when you first knew me. That you will icmember me 
only as the little shabby girl you protected v/ith so much tender- 
ness, from whose tlireadbare dress you have kept av/ay the rain, 
and vdiose wet feet you have dried at your fire That you will think 
of me (when you tliink of me at all), and of my true afiection 
and devoted gratitude, always without change, as of your poor 
cluld, Li fTLE Dorrit. 

PS— Particularly remember that you are not to be uneasy 
about Mrs Gowan. Her words were, ‘Very v/ell and very happy.’ 
And she looked most beautiful 

♦ 


CHAPTER 5 

Something Wrong Somewhere 

The family had been a month or two at Venice, when Mr Domt, 
who was much among Counts and Marquises, and had but scant 
leisure, set an hour of one day apart, beforehand, for the purpose 
of holding some conference with Mrs General 

The time he had reserved in his mind arriving, he sent Mr 
Tinkler, his valet, to Mrs General’s apartment (which would have 
absorbed about a third of the area of the Marshalsea), to present his 
compliments to that lady, and represent him as desiring the favour 
of an mterview It being tliat penod of the forenoon when the 
vanous members of the family had coffee in their own chambers, 
some couple of hours before assembling at breakfast in a faded hall 
which had once been sumptuous, but was now the prey of watery 
vapours and a settled melancholy, Mrs General was accessible to 
the valet. That envoy found her on a little square of carpet, so 
extremely diminuuve in reference to the size of her stone and marble 
floor that she looked as if she mi^t have had it spread for the try- 
ing on of a ready-made pair of shoes; or as if she had come into 
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possession of the enclianted piece of caqict,^ bought for forty 
purses by one of the three princes in the Arabian Nights, and had 
that moment been transported on it, at a wish, into a palatial saloon 
with which It had no connection 
Mrs General, replying to tlie envoy, as she set down her empty 
coffee-cup, that she wras willing at once to proceed to Mr Domt’s 
apartment, and spare him the trouble of coming to her (winch, in 
his gallantry, he had proposed), die envoy threw open die door, 
and escorted Mrs General to the presence It quite was a walk, by 
mystenous staircases and comdors, from Mrs General’s apart- 
ment, - hoodwinked^ by a narrow side street widi a low gloomy 
bndge in it, and dungeon-like opposite tenements, their walls be- 
smeared with a thousand downward stains and streaks, as if every 
cr^ aperture m them had been weeping tears of rust into the 
Adnauc for centunes - to Mr Domt’s apartment with a wliole 
English house-front of v/indow, a prospect of beauoffil church- 
dom^ nsing mto Ae blue sk^ sheer out of the water which re- 
dnn ^ ^ushed murmur of the Grand Canal laving the 

nl^^/ ^ gondoliers attended his 

^ Mn swinging m a little forest of piles 

raant vnTlv! dressing-govm and cap - the dor- 

had bSJ Collegians 

r " receive Mrs General A 

are vou ab easier chair, sir, what are you domg, what 

are you^out, what do you mean? Now, leave us' 

General,’ said Mr Domt, ‘I took the liberty-’ 

placidity ofA^ said Mr Domt again, with the magmficent 

a htde nnvaf^^ correction, ‘to soliat the favour of 

respecmi conversation with you, because I feel rather womed 
served a otp a- ^ younger daughter You will have ob- 
daughteis? temperament, madam, between my two 

nev^ G^eral in response, crossing her gloved hands (she 
fitted'l ‘Tt.^ gloves, and they never creased and always 
‘kfav I ^ difference ’ 

twthwder^ ^ favoured with your view of it?’ said Mr Domt, 
crence not incompatible with majestic seremty 
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‘Fanny,’ returned Mrs General, ‘has force of character and self- 
reliance Amy, none ’ 

None^ O Mrs General, ask tlie Marshalsea stones and bars 0 
Mrs General, ask the milliner who taught her to work, and tlie 
dancing-master who taught her sister to dance O Mrs General, 
Mrs General, ask me, her father, what I owe her, and hear my testi- 
mony touching the life of this slighted little creature from her 
childhood up' 

No such adjuration entered Ivlr. Dornt’s head He looked at Mrs 
General, seated m her usual erect attitude on her coach-box behind 
the propncties, and he said in a thoughtful manner, ‘True, madam 
‘I would not,’ said Mrs General, ‘be understood to say, observe, 
that there is notliing to improve in Fanny But there is matenal 
there - perhaps, indeed, a little too much ’ 

‘Will you be kind enough, madam,’ said Mr Domt, ‘to be - 
ha — more expliat^ I do not quite understand my elder daughter’s 
having — hum - too much matenal Wliat material ^ ’ 

‘Fanny,’ returned Mrs General, ‘at present forms too many 
opinions Perfect breeding forms none, and is never demonstra- 
tive ’ 

Lest he himself should be found deficient in perfect breeding, 
Mr Domt hastened to reply, ‘Unquestionably, madam, you are 
nght.’ Mrs General returned, in her emotionless and expressionless 
manner, ‘I believe so ’ 

‘But you are aware, my dear madam,’ said Mr Domt, ‘that my 
daughters had the misfortune to lose their lamented mother when 
they were very young, and that, in consequence of my not having 
been until lately the recognised heir to my property, they have 
lived with me as a comparatively poor, though always proud, 
gentleman, in — ha hum - retirement' ’ 

‘I do not,’ said Mrs General, ‘lose sight of the arcumstance ’ 
‘Madam,’ pursued Mr Domt, ‘of my daughter Fanny, under her 
present guidance and with such an example constantly before 
her -’ 

(Mrs General shut her eyes ) 

‘— I have no misgivings There is adaptability of character in 
Fanny. But my younger daughter, Mrs General, rather worries 
and vexes my thoughts, I must inform you that she has always been 
my favounte ’ 
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‘There is no accounting/ said Mrs General, ‘for these partiali- 
ties ’ 


‘Ha- no/ assented Mr Domt ‘No Now, madam, I am troubled 
by notiang that Amy is not, so to speak, one of ourselves She does 
not care to go about with us, she is lost in the society we have here, 
our tastes are evidently not her tastes Which,’ said Mr Domt, 
summmg up with judicial gravity, ‘is to say, m other words, that 
diere is something wrong m - ha - Amy ’ 

May we incline to the supposition,’ said Mrs General, widi a 
httle touch of varnish, ‘that something is referable to the novelty 
of the position 

^ Excuse me, madam,’ observed Mr Domt, rather quickly 
The daughter of a gendeman, though — ha — himself at one time 
comparatively far from affluent — comparatively — and herself 

reared in— hum— retirement, need not of necessity find this position 
so very novel ’ 


‘True,’ said Mrs General, ‘true ’ 

‘Therefore, madam,’ said Mr Domt, ‘I took the hberty ’ (he laid 
an mphasis on the phrase and repeated it, as though he stipulated, 
with mbane firmness, that he must not be contradicted agam), ‘I 
took the liberty of requestmg this interview, in order that I might 
meirnon the topic to you, and inquire how you would advise me>’ 
omt, returned Mrs General, ‘I have conversed with Amy 

iprt f residmg here, on the general sub- 

o e ormation of a demeanour. She has expressed herself 

her^L ^ exceedingly at Vemce I have mentioned to 

dip PPt wonder I have pomted out to her that 

r Eustace,^ the classical tourist, did not think much 

wifh W compared the Rialto, gready to its disadvantage, 

whar Blackfoars Bndges I need not add, after 

cessfiil Y ^ ^ have not yet found my arguments suc- 

apoearc ♦ honour to ask me what to advise It always 

shall Ko ° ^ should prove to be a baseless assumption, I 

mflupn ^ Domt has been accustomed to exercise 

.^nce over the minds of others ’ 

_ Qf roadam, said Mr Domt, ‘I have been at the head of — ha 

am crable community You are right in supposmg that I 

ot tuiaccustomed to - an influential position ’ 

^PPYj returned Mrs General, ‘to be so corroborated I 
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v/ould therefore the more confidently recommend that Mr Domt 
should speak to Amy himself, and make Ins observations and wishes 
knov/n to her. Being his favountc, besides, and no doubt attached 
to him, she is all the more likely to yield to his influence ’ 

‘I had anticipated your suggestion, madam,’ said Mr Domt, 
‘but- ha — was not sure that 1 might - hum — not encroach on—’ 
‘On my province, Mr Dornt^’ said Mrs General, graciously. 
‘Do not mention it ’ 

‘Tlien, with your leave, madam,’ resumed Mr Domt, ringing his 
little bell to summon his valet, ‘I v/iil send for her at once.’ 

‘Does Mr Dornt v/ish me to remain^’ 

‘Perhaps, if you have no other engagement, you would not 
object for a minute or tv/o -’ 

‘Not at all ’ 

So, Tinkler the valet v/as instructed to find Miss Amy’s maid, 
and to request that subordinate to inform Miss Amy that Mr Dornt 
v/ished to see her in his own room In delivenng this charge to 
TinkJer, Mr Domt looked severely at him, and also kept a jealous 
eye upon him until he went out at the door, mistrusting that he 
might have something in his mind prej'udicial to the family dignity, 
that he might have even got wind of some Collegiate joke before 
he came into the service, and might be densively reviving its re- 
membrance at the present moment. If Tinkler had happened to 
smile, hov/ever faintly and innocently, nothing v/ould have per- 
suaded Mr Dornt, to the hour of his death, but that this v/as the 
case As Tinkler happened, hov/ever, very fortunately for himself, 
to be of a senous and composed countenance, he escaped the secret 
danger that threatened him And as on his return — when Mr Domt 
eyed him again — he announced Miss Amy as if she had come to a 
funeral, he left a vague impression on Mr Domt’s nund that he 
v/as a v/el!-conducted young fellow, who had been brought up in 
the study of his Catechism by a widov/ed mother. 

‘Amy,’ said Mr Domt, ‘you have just nov/ been the subject of 
some conversauon betv/een myself and Mrs General, We agree that 
you scarcely seem at home here. Ha - how is this.^’ 

A pause. 

‘I think, father, I require a little time ’ 

‘Papa IS a preferable mode of address,’ observed Mrs General. 
‘Father is rather vulgar, my dear. The word Papa, besides, gives 
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a pretty form to tile lips Papa, potatoes, poultry.', prunes, and pnsra 
are all very good words for the lips especiall} prunes and pnsm. 
You will find It sertnceable, in tlie formation of a demeanour, if 
you sometimes say to yourself in company — on entering a room, 
for instance — Papa, potatoes, poultiy , prunes and pnsm, prunes 
and pnsm ’ 

‘ Pray, my child,’ said Mr Domt, ‘attend to tlic - hum - precepts 
of Mrs General ’ 

Poor Little Domt, widi a ratlier forlorn glance at that eminent 
varmsher, promised to tiy’ 

‘You say, Amy,’ pursued Mr Domt, ‘that you tliinkyou require 
time. Time for what^’ 

Another pause 

‘To become accustomed to the novelty of my life, was all I 
meant,’ said Little Domt, widi her loving eyes upon her father, 
whom she had very nearly addressed as poultry, if not prunes and 
pnsm too, m her desire to submit herself to Mrs General and please 
him 


Mr Domt frowned, and looked anything but pleased ‘Amy,’ he 
returned, ‘it appears to me, I must say, tliat you have had abun- 
dance of tune for that Ha - you surpnse me. You disappoint me. 
Panny has conquered any such little difficulties, and — hum — why 
not you^’ 

I hope I shall do better soon,’ said Little Domt 
I hope so,’ returned her father ‘I — ha — I most devoutly hope 
so, Amy. I sent for you, in order that I might say — hum — im- 
presswely say, m the presence of Mrs General, to whom we are 
ah so much indebted for obhgmgly being present among us, on — 
- on fills or any other occasion,’ Mrs General shut her eyes, ‘that 
-ha hum — am not pleased with you You make Mrs General’s a 
anldess task You — ha — embarrass me very much You have 
^ys (as I have mformed Mrs General) been my favourite child, 
av^e always made you a — hum — a fnend and compamon, in 
return, I beg do beg, that you accommodate yourself 

etter to — hum — circumstances, and dutifully do what becomes 

your- your stauon.’ 

Mr Domt was even a httle more fragmentary than usual, being 
^i^hau^^ subject and anxious to make himself particularly 
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‘I do beg,’ he repeated, ‘that this may be attended to, and that 
you will seriously take pains and try to conduct yourself in a man- 
ner both becoming your position as — ha — Miss Amy Domt, and 
satisfactory to myself and Mrs General ’ 

That lady shut her eyes again, on being again referred to, then, 
slowly opening them and rising, added these words 

‘If Miss Amy Domt will direct her own attention to, and will 
accept of my poor assistance in, the formation of a surface, Mr. 
Dornt will have no further cause of anxiety. May I take this oppor- 
tunity of remarking, as an instance in point, that it is scarcely deh- 
cate to look at vagrants with the attention which I have seen be- 
stowed upon them by a very dear young friend of mme^ They 
should not be looked at. Nothing disagreeable should ever be 
looked at Apart from such a habit standing in the way of that 
graceful equanimity of surface which is so expressive of good 
breeding, it hardly seems compatible with refinement of nlind A 
truly refined mind will seem to be ignorant of the existence of any- 
thing that is not perfectly proper, placid, and pleasant ’ Having 
delivered this exalted sentiment, Mrs General made a sweeping 
obeisance, and retired with an expression of mouth indicative of 
Prunes and Pnsm. 

Little Domt, whether speaking or silent, had preserved her 
quiet eamesmess and her loving look It had not been clouded, ex- 
cept for a passing moment, until now. But now that she was left 
alone with him the fingers of her lightly folded hands were agi- 
tated, and there was repressed emotion in her face 

Not for herself. She might feel a little wounded, but her care 
was not for herself. Her thoughts still turned, as they always had 
turned, to him A faint misgiving, which had hung about her since 
their accession to fortune, that even now she could never see him 
as he used to be before the pnson days, had gradually begun to 
assume form in her mind She felt that, in what he had just now 
said to her and in his whole beanng towards her, there was the well- 
known shadow of the Marshalsea wall. It took a new shape, but it 
was the old sad shadow. She began with sorrowful unwilhngness 
to acknov/ledge to herself that she was not strong enough to keep 
off tile fear that no space in the life of man could overcome that 
quarter of a century behind the pnson bars She had no blame to 
bestow upon him, therefore nothing to reproach him with, no 
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emotions m her faithful heart but great compassion and unbounded 
tenderness 

This IS why It was, that, even as he sat before her on his sofa, in 
the brilliant light of a bright Itahan day, the wonderful city widi- 
out and the splendours of an old palace witliin, she saw him at tlie 
moment m the long-famihar gloom of his Marshalsea lodging, and 
wished to take her seat beside him, and comfort lum, and be again 
full of confidence with him, and of usefulness to lum. If he divined 
what v,^s in her thoughts, his own were not m tune witli it After 
some uneasy moving in his seat, he got up and walked about, look- 
mg very much dissatisfied 

Ts diere anything else you wish to say to me, dear father^’ 

‘No, no Nothmgelse.’ 

‘I am sorry you have not been pleased witli me, dear. I hope 
you will not tlunk of me with displeasure now. I am going to try, 
more than ever, to adapt myself as you wish to what surrounds me 
- for indeed I have tned all along, though I have failed, I know ’ 
‘Amy,’ he returned, tummg short upon her ‘You - ha - 
habitually hurt me.’ 

‘Hurt you, father' II’ 

‘There is a — hum — a topic,’ said Mr Domt, looking all about 
the ceilmg of the room, and never at the attentive, uncomplain- 
ingly shocked face, ‘a painful topic, a senes of events which I wish 

— ha — altogether to obhterate. This is understood by your sister, 
who has already remonstrated "with you in my presence, it is im- 
derstood by your brother, it is understood by — ha hum — by every 
one of dehcacy and sensitiveness except yourself — ha — I am sorry 
to say, except yourself Y ou, Amy — hum — you alone and only you 

— constantly revive the topic, though not in words ’ 

She laid her hand on his arm She did nothmg more. She gently 
touched him. The trembling hand may have said, with some ex- 
pression, ‘Think of me, think how I have worked, think of my 
many cares' ’ But she said not a syllable herself 

There was a reproach m the touch so addressed to him that she 
had not foreseen, or she would have withheld her hand He began 
to justify himself m a heated, stumblmg, angry manner, which 
made nothing of it. 

1 was there all those years I was — ha — umversaUy acknow- 
ledged as the head of the place. I — hum — I caused you to be 
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respected there, Amy. I - ha hum — I gave my family a position 
there. I deserve a return. I claim a return I say, sweep it off the face 
of the earth and begm afresh Is that much^ I ask, is that rauch^’ 
He did not once look at her, as he rambled on in this way, but 
gesticulated at, and appealed to, the empty air. 

‘I have suffered. Probably I know how much I have suffered 
better than any one — ha — I say than any one! If I can put that 
aside, if / can eradicate the marks of what I have endured, and can 
emerge before the world — a — ha — gentleman unspoiled, unspotted 
— is It a great deal to expect— I say again, is it a great deal to expect- 
that my children should - hum — do the same and sweep that 
accursed expenence off the face of the earth 

In spite of his flustered state, he made all these exclamations in 
a carefully suppressed voice, lest the valet should overhear any- 
thing. 

‘Accordingly, they do it Your sister does it. Your brother does 
It. You alone, my favourite child, whom I made the fnend and 
compamon of my life when you were a mere - hum - Baby, do not 
do It You alone say you can’t do it. I provide you with valuable 
assistance to do it. I attach an accomplished and highly bred lady - 
ha — Mrs General, to you, for the purpose of domg it. Is it surpns- 
ing that I should be displeased^ Is it necessary that I should defend 
myself for expressmg my displeasure^ No'’ 

Notwithstanding which, he contmued to defend himself, with- 
out any abatement of his flushed mood 

‘I am careful to appeal to that lady for confirmation, before I 
express any displeasure at all I — hum - I necessanly make that 
appeal v/ithin limited bounds, or I — ha — should render legible, by 
that lady, what I desire to be blotted out Am I selfish ^ Do I com- 
plain for m3' own sake^ No No Pnnapally for - ha hum - your 
sake, Amy ’ 

This last consideration plainly appeared, from his manner of 
pursuing It, to have just that instant come into his head 

T said I was hurt So I am So I — ha — am determined to be, 
v/hatevcr is advanced to the contrary. I am hurt that my daughter, 
seated in the — hum — lap of fortune, should mope and retire and 
proclaim herself unequal to her destiny I am hurt that she should 
- ha — systematically reproduce what tlie rest of us blot out, and 
seem — hum — I had almost said positively anxious — to announce 
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to wealthy and distinguished society that she was bom and bred “ 
in - ha hum - a place that I myself dechne to name. But there is no 
inconsistency - ha - not the least, in my feelmg hurt, and yet com- 
plaining principally for your sake, Amy I do, I say again, I do. 
It IS for your sake that 1 wish you, under the auspices of Mrs 
General, to form a - hum - a surface It is for your sake that I wish 
you to have a - ha - truly refined nund, and (in the striking words 
of Mrs General) to be ignorant of evetything that is not perfectly 
proper, plaad, and pleasant ’ 

He had been running down by jerks, dunng his last speech, like 
a sort of ill-adjusted alarum The touch was still upon his arm. He 
fell sdept, and after looking about the ceiling again for a htde 
while, looked down at her Her head drooped, and he could not 
see her face, but her touch was tender and qmet, and m the ex- 
pression of her dejected figure there was no blame — nothmg but 
love He began to whimper, just as he had done that mght m the 
prison when she afterwards sat at his bedside oU mommg, ex- 
claimed that he was a poor rum and a poor wretch m the midst of 
his wealth, and clasped her m his arms ‘Hush, hush, my own dearl 
Kiss me'' was all she said to him His tears were soon dned, much 
sooner than on the former occasion, and he was presently after- 
wards very high with his valet, as a way of nghting himself for 
having shed any 

With one remarkable exception, to be recorded in its place, this 
was die only time, in his hfe of freedom and fortune, when he 
spoke to his daughter Amy of the old days 

But, now, the breakfast hour amved, and with it Miss Fanny 
from her apartment, and Mr Edward from his apartment Both 
these young persons of distinction were somethmg the worse for 
late hours As to Miss Fanny, she had become the victim of an 
insatiate mama for what she called ‘going mto society;’ and would 
have gone mto it head-foremost fifty times between sunset and 
sunnse, if so many opportunities had been at her disposak As to 
Mr Edward, he, too, had a large acquaintance, and was generally 
engaged (for the most part, m diceing circles, or others of a kin- 
dred nature), during die greater part of every mght For tins 
gentleman, when lus fortunes changed, had stood at the great ad- 
vantage of being already prepared for the highest associates, and 
having htde to learn so much was he indebted to the happy 
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accidents which had made him acquainted with horse-dealmg and 
biUiard-marking 

At breakfast, Mr Fredenck Dornt likewise appeared. As die 
old gentleman inhabited tite highest story of the palace, where he 
might have practised pistol-shooting without much chance of dis- 
covery by the other inmates, his younger niece had taken courage 
to propose the restoration to him of his clanonet, which Mr Dornt 
had ordered to be confiscated, but which she had ventured to pre- 
serve. Notwithstanding some objections from Miss Fanny, that 
It v/as a lov/ instrument, and that she detested the sound of it, the 
concession had been made But it was then discovered that he had 
had enough of it, and never played it, now that it was no longer 
his means of getting bread. He had insensibly acquired a new habit 
of shuffling into the picture-galleries, always with his twisted paper 
of snuff in his hand (much to the indignation of Miss Fanny, who 
had proposed the purchase of a gold box for him that the family 
might not be discredited, which he had absolutely refused to carry 
when it was bought); and of passmg hours and hours before the 
portraits of renowned Venetians It was never made out what his 
dazed eyes saw m them; whether he had an interest in them merely 
as pictures, or whether he confusedly identified them with a glory 
that was departed, hke the strength of his own mind But he paid 
his court to them with great exactness, and clearly denved pleasure 
from the pursuit. After the first few days, Little Dorrit happened 
one mommg to assist at these attentions. It so evidently hei^tened 
his gratification that she often accompamed him afterwards, and 
the greatest delight of which the old man had shown himself sus- 
ceptible since his rum, arose out of these excursions, when he 
would carry a chair about for her from picture to picture, and stand 
behind it, in spite of all her remonstrances, silently presenting her 
to the noble Venetians 

It fell out that, at this family breakfast, he referred to their hav- 
ing seen in a gallery, on the previous day, the lady and gentleman 
whom they had encountered on the Great Saint Bernard, ‘I forget 
the name,’ said he. ‘I dare say you remember them, WiUiam^ I dare 
say you do, Edward^’ 

‘ I remember ’em well enough,’ said the latter. 

‘I should think so,’ observed Miss Fanny, with a toss of her 
head and a glance at her sister. *But they would not have been re- 
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called to our remembrance, I suspect, if Uncle hadn’t tumbled over 
the subject.’ 

‘My dear, ’^'hat a curious phrase,’ said Mrs General ‘Would 
not inadvertentlj'^ lighted upon, or acadentally referred to, be 
better?’ 

‘Thank you very much, Mrs General,’ returned the young lady, 
‘no, I think not On die whole I prefer my own expression ’ 

This was always Miss Fann5'’s way of receiving a suggestion 
feom Mrs General But she always stored it up m her mind, and 
adopted it at another ume 

‘I should have mentioned our havmg met Mr and Mrs Gowan, 
Fanny,’ said Little Domt, ‘even if Uncle had not. I have scarcely 
seen you since, you know. I meant to have spoken of it at break- 
fast, because I should hke to pay a visit to Mrs Gowan, and to be- 
come better acquainted with her, if Papa and Mrs General do not 
object.’ 

‘Well, Amy,’ said Fanny, ‘I am sure I am glad to find you at 
last expressing a wnsh to become better acquainted wnth anybody 
in Vemce, Though whether hlr and Mrs Gowan are desirable 


acquamtances, remains to be determined ’ 

‘Mrs Gowan I spoke of, dear ’ 

‘No doubt,’ said Fanny. ‘But you can’t separate her from her 
husband, I beheve, without an Act of Parliament ’ 

Do you think, Papa,’ inquired Little Domt, wudi diffidence 
and hesitation, ‘there is any objection to my making this visit 
Really,’ he replied, ‘I — ha — what is Mrs General’s view^’ 

Mrs General’s view was, that not having the honour of any ac- 
quamtance wnth the lady and gentleman referred to, she was not m a 


position to varnish the present article She could only remark, as a 
general pnndple observed m the varmshmg trade, that much de- 
pended on the quarter from which the lady under consideration 
'^'as accredited to a family so conspicuously mched m the social 
temple as the family of DomL 

At this remark the face of Mr Domt gloomed considerably He 
about (connecting the accrediting wnth an obtrusive person of 
me name of Clennam, whom he imperfectly remembered m some 
onner state of existence) to black-ball the name of Gow^ finally, 
^hen Edward Domt, Esquire, came into the conversation, with 
glass m his eye, and ie preliminary remark of ‘I say — you 
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therel Go out, will ^rOuT — which v/as addressed to a couple of men 
v/ho were handing the dishes round, as a courteous intimation that 
their services could be temporarily dispensed witb 
Those menials havmg obeyed the mandate, Edward Domt, 
Esquire, proceeded 

'‘Perhaps it’s a matter of policy to let you all know that these 
Gov/ans — m whose favour, or at least the gentleman’s, I can’t be 
supposed to be much prepossessed myself — are known to people 
of importance, if that makes any difference ’ 

‘That, I would say,’ observed the fair vamisher, ‘makes the 
greatest difference. The connection m question, being really people 
of importance and consideration — ’ 

‘As to that,’ said Edward Domt, Esquire, ‘I’ll give you the 
means of judging for yourself You are acquainted, perhaps, v/ith 
the famous name of Merdle^’ 

‘The great Merdle*’ exclaimed Mrs General 
‘ The Merdle,’ said Edward Domt, Esquire. ‘They are known to 
him. Mrs Gowan - 1 mean the dowager, my polite friend’s mother 
- IS intimate with Mrs Merdle, and I know these two to be on their 
visiting hsL’ 

‘If so, a more undeniable guarantee could not be given,’ said 
Mrs General to Islr Domt, raising her gloves and bowing her head, 
as if she v/ere doing homage to some visible graven image 

‘I beg to ask my son, from motives of — ah — cunosity,’ Mr Dor- 
nt observed, with a deaded change in his manner, ‘how he becomes 
possessed of this — hum — timely information^’ 

‘It’s not a long story, sir,’ returned Edward Domt, Esquire, 
‘and you shall have it out of hand. To begin with, Mrs Merdle is 
the lady you had the parley with at what’s-his-name place ’ 
‘Martigny,’ interposed Miss Fanny with an air of infimte languor. 
‘Martigny,’ assented her brother, with a shght nod and a slight 
wink, in acknowledgment of v/hich. Miss Fanny looked surprised, 
and laughed and reddened, 

‘How can that be, Edv/ard.^’ said Mr Domt ‘You informed me 
that the name of the gentleman with whom you conferred was — 
ha — Sparkler Indeed, you showed me his card Hum. Sparkler.’ 

‘No doubt of It, father; but it doesn’t follow that his mother’s 
name must be the same. Mrs Merdle was mamed before, and he is her 
son. She is m Rome now; v/here probably we shall know more of 
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her, as you deade to winter tliere Sparkler is just come here. I 
passed last evenmg in company uutli Sparkler Sparkler is a very 
good fellow on the whole, though ratlier a bore on one subject, 
m consequence of being tremendously smitten with a certam young 
lady ’ Here Edward Domt, Esquire, eyed Miss Fanny tlirough his 
glass across the table. ‘We happened last mght to compare notes 
about our travels, and I had tlie information I have given you from 
Sparkler lumself ’ Here he ceased, continuing to eye Miss Fanny 
.through his glass, witli a face much tvusted, and not ornamentally 
so, in part by the action of keeping his glass in his eye, and in part 
by the great subtlety of his smile. 

‘Under these circumstances,’ said Mr Domt, ‘I believe I express 
the sentiments of — ha — Mrs General, no less tlian my own, when 
I say that there is no objection, but — ha hum — quite the contrary- 
to your gratifying your desire, Amy I trust I may — ha — hail — tins 
desire,’ said Mr Domt, in an encouraging and forgiving manner, 
as an auspiaous omen It is quite nght to know these people It is 
a very proper thing Mr Merdle’s is a name of — ha — world-wide 
repute. Mr Merdle’s undertakmgs are immense They bnng him 
in such vast sums of money that they are regarded as — hum — 
national benefits ® Mr Merdle is the man of this time The name of 
Merdle is the name of the age Pray do everythmg on my behalf 
diat is avil to Mr and Mrs Gowan, for we will — ha — we will cer- 
tainly notice them ’ 


This magmficent accordance of Mr Domt’s recognition settled 
e matter. It was not observed that Uncle had pushed away his 
P ate, and forgotten his breakfast, but he was not much observed 
at time, except by Little Domt The servants were recalled-, 
rk proceeded to its conclusion Mrs General rose and 

^d Little Domt rose and left the table When Edward 

anny remained whispenng together across it, and when Mr 
ornt remained eating figs and readmg a Frencli newspaper, 
nc e suddenly fixed the attention of all three by rising out of his 

striking his hand upon the table, and saying, ‘Brother! I 
protest agamstitl’ > o, 

lUie l^d made a proclamation m an unknown tongue, and given 
P 0 ghost immediately afterwards, he could not have astounded 
s au lence more. The paper fell from Mr Domt’s hand, and he 
petn ed, with a fig half way to his mouth. 
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‘Brother!’ said the old man, conveying a surpnsmg energy into 
his trembling voice, ‘I protest against it! I love you, you know I 
love you dearly In these many years I have never been untrue to 
you in a single thought. Weak as I am, I would at any time have 
struck any man v/ho spoke ill of you But, brother, brother, 
brother, I protest against it' ’ 

It was extraordinary to see of what a burst of earnestness such 
a decrepit man was capable. His eyes became bnght, his grey hair 
rose on his head, markings of purpose on his brow and face which 
had faded from them for fve-and-twenty years, started out agam, 
and there was an energy in his hand that made its action nervous 
once more 

‘My dear Fredenck!’ exclaimed Mr Dornt faintly. ‘What is 
wrong ^ What is the matter?’ 

‘How dare you,’ said the old man, turmng round on Fanny, 
‘how dare you do it^ Have you no memory? Have you no heart^’ 

‘ Uncle cned Fanny, affrighted and bursting into tears, ‘w'hy 
do you attack me in tlus cruel manner^ What have I done^’ 

‘Done^’ returned the old man, pointmg to her sister’s place, 
‘where’s your affectionate invaluable friend^ Where’s your de- 
voted guardian^ Where’s your more than mother? How dare you 
set up superiorities against all these characters combined w your 
sister^ For shame, you false girl, for shame'’ 

‘I love Amy,’ cned Miss Fanny, sobbing and weeping, ‘as well 
as I love my hfe— better than I love my life. I don’? deserve to be 
so treated I am as grateful to Amy, and as fond of Amy, as it’s pos- 
sible for any human being to be I wish I was dead I never was so 
wickedly v/ronged. And only because I am anxious for the family 
credit.’ 

‘To the winds with the family credit'’ cned the old man, with 
great scorn and indignation ‘Brother, I protest against pnde. I 
protest against mgrautude. I protest against any one of us here who 
have known what we have known, and have seen what we have 
seen, setting up any pretension that puts Amy at a moment’s dis- 
advantage, or to the cost of a moment’s pain We may know that 
It’s a base pretension by its having that effect It ought to bring a 
judgment on us Brother,-! protest against it in the sight of God'’ 

As his hand went up above his head and came down on the table, 
it might have been a blacksmith’s After a few moments’ silence, it 
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had relaxed into its usual weak condition He went round to his 
brother with lus ordinary shuffling step, put the hand on his 
shoulder, and said, in a softened voice, ‘Wilham, my dear, I felt 
obhged to say it, forgive me, for I felt obliged to say it' ’ and then 
went, m his bowed way, out of the palace hall, just as he might have 
gone out of the Marshalsea room 

All this time Fanny had been sobbing and crying, and still con- 
tinued to do so Edward, beyond opemng his mouth in amazement, 
had not opened his lips, and had done nothing but stare. Mr Domt 
also had been utterly discomfited, and quite unable to assert him- 
self m any way Fanny was now the first to speak. 

I never, never, never was so used!’ she sobbed. ‘There never 
was anythmg so harsh and unjustifiable, so disgracefully violent 
and cruell Dear, kind, qmet htde Amy, too, what would she feel if 
she could know that she had been mnocently the means of ex- 
posing me to such treatment! But I’ll never tell her! No, good 
darling, I’ll never tell her!’ 

This helped Mr Domt to break his silence. 

My dear,’ said he, ‘I - ha - approve of your resolution. It will 
e - ha hum — much better not to speak of this to Amy. It might — 
^ - It might distress her Ha. No doubt it would distress her 
^eatly It is considerate and nght to avoid domg so We will — 
ha - keep this to ourselves ’ 

But ^e cruelty of Uncle!’ cned Miss Fanny. ‘O, I never can 
mipve the wanton cruelty of Uncle!’ 

My dear, said Mr Domt, recovering his tone, though he re- 
mained unusually pale, ‘I must request you not to say so You 
must remember that your uncle is — ha — not what he formerly was. 
ou must remember that your uncle’s state requires — hum — great 
ot earance from us, great forbearance ’ 

Dos ^"^^d Fanny, piteously, ‘it is only chantable to sup- 

nev^ mere must be something wrong in him somewhere, or he 
r cou d have so attacked Me, of all the people in the world ’ 

hnow'^*^^ u Domt m a deeply fraternal tone, ‘you 

innumerable good points, what a — hum — Wreck 
lum K ^ entreat you by the fondness that I have for 

to -*1^ ^ fidehty that you know I have always shown lum, 

feeling draw your own conclusions, and to spare ray brotherly 
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This ended the scene; Edward Dorrit, Esquire, saying nothing 
throughout, but looking, to tlie last, perplexed and doubtful Miss 
Fanny awakened much affectionate uneasiness m her sister’s mmd 
that day by passing the greater part of it in violent fits of embraang 
her, and in alternately giving her brooches, and v/ishing herself 
dead. 


CHAPTER 6 

Something Bight Somewhere 

To be in the halting state of Mr Henry Gowan; to have left one of 
tv/o Powers in disgust, to want the necessary qualifications for find- 
mg promotion with another, and to be loitering moodily about on 
neutral ground, cursing both; is to be in a situation unwholesome 
for the mmd, which time is not hkely to improve. The v/orst class 
of sum worked in the every-day world is cyphered by the diseased 
arithmeticians who are always in the rule of Subtraction as to the 
raents and successes of others, and never in Addition as to their 
ovm 

The habit, too, of seeking some sort of recompense in the discon- 
tented boast of being disappointed, is a habit fraught with degen- 
eracy. A certain idle carelessness and recklessness of consistency 
soon comes of it. To bring deserving things down by setting un- 
deserving things up is one of its perverted delights; and there is no 
playing fast and loose with the truth, in any game, without grow- 
ing the v/orse for it. 

In his expressed opimons of all performances in the Art of paint- 
ing that were completely destitute of merit, Gowan was the most 
liberal fellow on earth. He would declare such a man to have more 
power in his little finger (provided he had none), than such another 
had (provided he had much) in bis whole mind and body. If the 
objecuon were taken that the thing commended was trash, he 
would reply, on behalf of his art, ‘My good fellow, what do we 
all turn out but trash? I turn out nothmg else, and I make you a 
present of the confession.’ 

To malte a vaunt of being poor was another of the incidents of 
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his Splenetic state, tliough tins may have liad tlie design in it of 
showing that he ought to be ncli, just as he would publicly laud 
and decry the Barnacles, lest it should be forgotten tliat he be- 
longed to the family Howbeit, tliese two subjects were very often 
on his hps, and he managed them so well that he might have praised 
hunself by the montli together, and not have made lumself out 
half so important a man as he did by his hght disparagement of lus 
dauns on anybody’s consideration 

Out of this same airy talk of his, it always soon came to be un- 
derstood, wherever he and lus wife went, tliathehad marned against 
die wishes of his exalted relations, and had had much ado to pre- 
vail on them to countenance her He never made the representa- 
tion, on the contrary seemed to laugh the idea to scorn, but it 
did happen that, widi all his pains to depreciate himself, he was 
always m the supenor position From the days of their hone3Tnoon, 
Idinnie Gowan felt sensible of being usually regarded as the wife 
of a man who had made a descent an marrying her, but whose 
chivalrous love for her had cancelled that inequahty 
To Vemce they had been accompamed by Monsieur Blandois 
o Pans, and at Vemce Monsieur Blandois of Pans was very mudi 
til the soaety of Gowan When they had first met this gallant 
pntleman at Geneva, Gowan had been undecided whether to 
c him or encourage lum, and had remamed for about four-and- 
p'cnty hours, so troubled to settle die pomt to his satisfaction, that 
c ad thought of tossmg up a five-franc piece on the terms, 
s, kick, heads, encourage,’ and abidmg by the voice of the 
e. It chanced, however, that his wife expressed a dishke to the 
gaging Blandois, and that the balance of feelmg m the hotel was 
him Upon It, Gowan resolved to encourage hirtu 
y ihs perversity, if it were not m a generous fit^ — which it 
q£ Why should Gowan, very much the supenor of Blandois 
to well able to pull that prepossessmg gendeman 

a man^ made of, take up with such 

^t place, he opposed the first separate wish he ob- 
desirabl^ ^ wife, because her father had paid his debts and it was 
Jjj ^ ^ early opportumty of asserting his mdependence. 

many place, he opposed the prevalent feeling, because with 

He of being otherwise, he was an lU-conditioned man 

^ a pleasure in declaring that a courtier with the refined 
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manners of Blandois ouglit to nse to the greatest distinction in any 
polished country. He found a pleasure in setting up Blandois as the 
type of elegance, and making him a satire upon odiers who piqued 
themselves on personal graces He senously protested^ that the 
bow of Blandois was perfect, that the address of Blandois was irre- 
sistible, and that the picturesque ease of Blandois would be cheaply 
purchased (if it were not a gift, and unpurchasable) for a hundred 
thousand francs That exaggeration in the manner of the man which 
has been noticed as appertaining to him and to every such man, 
v/hatever his onginal breeding, as certainly as the sun belongs to 
this system, was acceptable to Gowan as a cancature, which he 
found It a humorous resource to have at hand for the ndiculing 
of numbers of people who necessanly did more or less of what 
Blandois overdid. Thus he had taken up with him, and thus, 
negligently strengthening these inclinations with habit, and idly 
deriving some amusement from his talk, he had glided into a way 
of having him for a companion. This, though he supposed him to 
live by his wits at play-tables and the like; though he suspected 
him to be a coward, while he himself was danng and courageous, 
though he thoroughly knew him to be dishked by Mtnme, and 
though he cared so little for him, after all, that if he had given her 
any tangible personal cause to regard him with aversion, he would 
have had jio compunction whatever in flingmg him out of the high- 
est window in Venice into the deepest water of the aty. 

Litde Domt v/ould have been glad to make her visit to Mrs 
Gowan, alone, but as Fanny, v/ho had not yet recovered from her 
Uncle’s protest, though it was four-and-twenty hours of age, 
pressingly offered her company, the two sisters stepped together 
into one of the gondolas under Mr Dorrit’s window, and, with the 
courier in attendance, were taken in high state to Mrs Gowan’s 
lodging In truth, their state was rather too high for the lodging, 
which was, as Fanny complained, ‘fearfully out of the way,’ and 
which took them through a complexity of narrow streets of water, 
which the same lady disparaged as ‘mere ditches ’ 

The house, on a little desert island, looked as if it Iiad broken 
away from somewhere else, and had floated by chance into its pre- 
sent anchorage in company with a vine almost as much m want 
of training as the poor wretches who were l5ung xmder its leaves 
The features of the surroimding picture were, a church with 
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hoarding and scaffolding about it, which had been under sup- 
posiuous repair so long tliat die means of repair looked a hundred 
jears old, and had themselves fallen into decay, a quanUty of 
washed hnen, spread to dry' m die sun, a number of houses at odds 
with one another and grotesquely out of die perpendicular, like 
rotten pre-Adamite clieeses cut into fantastic shapes and full of 
mites, and a fevensh bewilderment of windows, w'lth their lattice- 
bhnds all hanging askew, and somediing draggled and dirty 
dangling out of most of them. 

On die first-floor of die house was a Bank - a surpnsing ex- 
penence for any gentleman of commercial pursuits bnnging laws for 
all mankind from a Bntish aty - where two spare clerks, like dned 
dragoons, in green velvet caps adorned with golden tassels, stood, 
bearded, behind a small counter m a small room, containing no 
other visible objects than an empty iron-safe with the door open, 
a jug of water, and a papering of garland of rosesj but who, on 
lawful requisition, by merely dipping their hands out of sight, 
could produce exhaustless mounds of five-franc pieces Below the 
Bank was a suite of three or four rooms with barred windows, 
which had the appearance of a jail for criminal rats Above the 
Bank was Mrs Gowan’s residence 


Notwithstandmg that its walls were blotched, as if missionary 
maps were bursting out of them to impart geographical knowledge, 
notwithstanding that its weird furniture was forlornly faded and 
musty, and that the prevailing Venetian odour of bilge water and 
^ Vi ° ^ weedy shore was very strong, the place was better 

^ n, than it promised The door was opened by a smiling man 
^ assassm — a temporary servant — who ushered them 

e room where Mrs Gowan sat, with the announcement that 
English ladies were come to see the mistress 
asid ^ who was engaged in needlework, put her work 

in a covered basket, and rose, a little hurriedly Miss Fanny 
tVio courteous to her, and said tlie usual nothings with 

the skill of a veteran 


to-da^n^^ m^emely sorry,’ proceeded Fanny, ‘to be engaged 
^mtch^l^ much engaged here, our acquamtance being so 
fo M particularly requested me to bnng his 

commissi That I may be sure to acqmt myself of a 

ssion which he unpressed upon me at least a dozen times. 
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allow me to relieve my consaence by plaang it on the table at 
once ’ 

Which she did with veteran ease. 

‘We have been/ said Fanny, ‘charmed to understand that you 
know the Merdles. We hope it may be another means of bnnging 
us together.’ 

‘They are friends,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘of Mr Gowan’s family I 
have not yet had the pleasure of a personal introduction to Mrs 
Merdle, but I suppose I shall be presented to her at Rome-’ 

‘Indeed^’ returned Fanny, with an appearance of amiably 
quenchmg her own supenonty. ‘I think you’ll like her.’ 

‘You know her very welP’ 

‘Why, you see,’ said Fanny, with a frank action of her pretty 
shoulders, ‘in London one knows every one We met her on our 
way here, and, to say the truth, papa was at first rather cross with 
her for taking one of the rooms that our people had ordered for 
us. However, of course, that soon blew over, and we were all good 
fnends again ’ 

Although the visit had as yet given Little Domt no opportunity 
of conversing with Mrs Gowan, there was a silent understanding 
between them, which did as well. She looked at Mrs Gowan with 
keen and unabated interest, the sound of her voice was thnlhng to 
her; nothing that was near her, or about her, or at all concerned 
her, escaped Little DomL She was quicker to perceive the slightest 
matter here, than in any other case — but one 

‘You have been quite well,’ she now said, ‘since that night^’ 
‘Quite, my dear And you?’ 

‘Oh! I am always well,’ said Little Domt, umidly. ‘I - yes? 
thank you ’ 

There was no reason for her faltenng and breaking off, other 
than that Mrs Gov/an had touched her hand in speaking to her, 
and their looks had met Something thoughtfully apprehensive m 
the large, soft eyes, had checked Little Domt in an instant- 
‘You don’t know that you are a favourite of my husband’s, and 
that I am almost bound to be jealous of you?’ said Mrs Gowan 
Little Domt, blushing, shook her head 

'He will tell you, if he tells you what he tells me, that you are 
quieter and quicker of resource than any one he ever saw.’ 

‘He speaks far too well of me,’ said Litde Domt. 
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*I doubt that, but I don’t at all doubt tliat I must tell him you 
are here. I should ne%'^er be forgiven, if I were to let you — and 
Miss Domt- go, v/ithout doing so May P You can excuse the 
disorder and discomfort of a painter’s studio^’ 

The inquines were addressed to Miss Fanny, who graciously 
rephed that she would be beyond anything interested and en- 
chanted Mrs Gowan went to a door, looked in beyond it, and came 
back. ‘Do Henry the favour to come m,’ said she, H knew he 
would be pleased'’ 

The first object that confronted Little Domt, entenng first, was 
Blandois of Pans in a great cloak and a furtive slouched hat, stand- 
ing on a throne platform in a comer, as he had stood on the Great 
Saint Bernard, when the warning arms seemed to be all pomtmg 
up at him She recoiled from this figure, as it smiled at her 

Don’t be alarmed,’ said Gowan, coming from his easel belund 
die door. ‘It’s only Blandois He is doing duty as a model to-day 
I am making a study of lum It saves me money to turn him to 
some use We poor painters have none to spare ’ 

Blandois of Pans pulled off his slouched hat, and saluted the 
ladies without coming out of his comer. 

A thousand pardons' ’ said he ‘ But the Professore here is so 
inferable with me, that I am afraid to stu* ’ 

Don t stir, then,’ said Gowan coolly, as the sisters approached 
e easel Let the ladies at least see the onginal of tlie daub, that 
ej may know what it’s meant for There he stands, you see A 
^^^o waitmg for his prey, a distmguished noble waiting to save 
^^country, the common enemy waitmg to do somebody a bad 
an angehc messenger waitmg to do somebody a good turn — 
Mever you think he looks most like' ’ 
tn I^rofessore Mio, a poor gentleman waitmg to do homage 
fiance and beauty,’ remarked Blandois 
namt^^’ Soggetto Mio,’ returned Gowan, touching the 

uioverl ^ brush m the part where the real face had 

Blar,.! ’ 3 murderer after the fact Show that white hand of yours, 
Bl outside the cloak Keep it sulk’ 

nati, ^^d was unsteady; but he laughed, and that would 

naturally shake it. 

s vicu formerly m some scuffle with another murderer, or with 
you observe,’ said Gowan, putting m the markings of the 
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hand wjth a quick, impaaent, unskilful touch, ‘and tliese arc the 
tokens of iL Outside the cloak, man* — Corpo di San Marco, what 
are you thinking oP’ 

Blandois of Pans shook with a laugh again, so that his hand 
shook more, now he raised it to twist his moustache, which had a 
damp appearance, and nov/ he stood in the required position, vnth 
a little ner/ swagger. 

His face was so directed in reference to the spot where Little 
Domt stood by the easel, that throughout he looked at her Once 
attracted by his peculiar eyes, she could not remove her own, and 
they had looked at each otlier all the time She trembled now, 
Gowan, feeling it, and supposing her to be alarmed by the large 
dog beside him, whose head she caressed in her hand, and who had 
)ust uttered a low grov/1, glanced at her to say, ‘He won’t hurt you, 
Miss Domt ’ 

‘I am not afraid of lum,’ she returned in the same breath, ‘but 
will you look at him^’ 

In a moment Gowan had thrown down his brush, and seized 
the dog with both hands by the collar. 

‘Blandois* How can you be such a fool as to provoke him* 
By Heaven, and the other place too, he’ll tear you to bits* Lie 
down* Lion* Do you hear my voice, you rebel*’ 

The great dog, regardless of being half-choked by his collar, 
v/as obdurately pulhng with his dead weight against his master, 
resolved to get across the room. He had been crouching for a 
spring at the moment when his master caught him. 

‘Lion* Lionl’ He was up on his hind legs, and it was a wrestle 
between master and dog ‘Get back* Down, Lion* Get out of his 
sight, Blandois! What devil have you conjured into the dog.^’ 

‘I have done nothing to him.’ 

‘ Get out of his sight or I can’t hold the wild beast! Get out of the 
room! By my soul, he’ll kill you*’ 

The dog, v/ith a ferocious bark, made one other struggle as 
Blandois vanished, then, in the moment of the dog’s submission, 
the master, little less angry than the dog, felled hun with a blow 
on the head, and standing over hun, struck him many times severely 
v/ith the heel of his boot, so that his mouth was presently bloody 

‘Nov/ get you into that comer and he down,’ said Gowan, ‘or 
Til take you out and shoot you.’ 




Instinct stronger than training 
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Lion did as he was ordered, and lay down licking Ills mouth and 
chest. Lion’s master stopped for a moment to take breath, and then, 
recovering his usual coolness of manner, turned to speak to his 
frightened wife and her visitors. Probably the v/hole occurrence 
had not occupied tv/o minutes 

‘Come, come, Minme! You knov/ he is always good-humoured 
and tractable. Blandois must have irritated him, — made faces at 
him The dog has his likings and dislikings, and Blandois is no 
great favourite of his, but I am sure you will give him a character, 
Minnie, for never having been hke this before.’ 

Minme was too much disturbed to say anything connected m 
reply, Litde Domt v/as already occupied in soothing her, Fanny, 
v/ho had cried out twice or thnce, held Gowan’s arm for protec- 
tion, Lion, deeply ashamed of having caused them this alarm, 
came trailing himself along the ground to the feet of his mistress. 

‘You furious brute,’said Gowan, striking him v/ith his foot again. 
‘You shall do penance for this ’ And he struck him again, and yet 
again. 

‘O, pray don’t punish him any more,’ cried Little Dornt, 
‘Don’t hurt him See how gentle he is!’ At her entreaty, Gowan 
spared him; and he deserved her intercession, for truly he was as 
submissive, and as sorry, and as wretched as a dog could be. 

It v/as not easy to recover this shock and make the visit un- 
restrained, even though Fanny had not been, under the best of 
circumstances, the least trifle m the way. In such further coramum- 
cation as passed among them before the sisters took their depar- 
ture, Litde Domt fanaed it was revealed to her that Mr Gowan 
treated his wife, even m his very fondness, too much like a beautiful 
child. He seemed so unsuspicious of the depths of feeling which she 
knew must he belov/ that surface, that she doubted if there could 
be any such depths in himself. She wondered whether his want of 
earnestness might be the natural result of his want of such qualities, 
and whether it was with people as v/ith ships, that, m too shallow 
and rocky v/aters, their anchors had no hold, and they drifted any- 
v/here 

He attended them dov/n the staircase, jocosely apologising for 
the poor quarters to which such poor fellows as himself were 
limited, and remarking that when the high and mighty Barnacles, 
bis relatives, who would be dreadfully ashamed of them, presented 
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him witli better, he would live m better to oblige them At the 
water’s edge they were saluted by Blandois, who looked wlute 
enough after his late adventure, but who made very light of it not- 
withstandmg, - lauglung at tlie mention of Lion. - 

Leaving the two together under die scrap of vine upon the cause- 
t\^y, Gowan idly scattenng tlie leaves from it into the water, and 
Blandois hgliting a agarette, die sisters were paddled away in state 
as they had come They had not glided on for many minutes, when 
Latde Domt became aware that Fanny was more showy in manner 
than the occasion appeared to require, and, lookmg about for die 
cause through the window and through die open door, saw another 
gondola evidendy in waitmg on diem 

As this gondola attended their progress m vanous artful ways, 
sometimes shoottng on a-head, and stopping to let them pass, 
sometimes, when the way was broad enough, skimming along side 
by side with them, and sometimes following close astern, and as 
Fanny gradually made no disguise diat she was playing off graces 
upon somebody v.'ithm it, of whom she at the same time feigned 
to be unconsaous. Little Domt at length asked who it was^ 

To which Fanny made die short answer, ‘That gaby 
‘Who^’ said Little Dorrit 

‘Mjr dear child,’ returned Fanny (in a tone suggesting that be- 
fore her Uncle’s protest she might have said, You httle fool, in- 
stead), ‘how slow you are! Young Sparkler ’ 

She lowered the window on her side, and, leamng back and 
resting her elbow on it negligently, fanned herself with a nch 
Spanish fan of black and gold The attendant gondola, having 
skimmed forward agam, with some swift trace of an eye m the 
wmdow, Fanny laughed coquettishly and said, ‘Did you ever see 
such a fool, my love^’ 

Do you dunk he means to follow you all the way asked Little 
Domt 

kly precious child,’ returned Fanny, ‘I can’t possibly answer 
for what an idiot m a state of desperation may do, but I should 
think It highly probable It’s not such an enormous distance. All 
verace would scarcely be that, I imagine, if he’s dymg for a ghmpse 
of me.’ 

^And IS he^’ asked Little Domt in perfect simphcity 

Well, my love, that really is an awkward question for me to 
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ansv/er,’ said her sister- ‘I believe he is You had better ask Edward 
He tells Edward he is, I believe. I understand lie makes a perfect 
spectacle of himself at the Casino, and that sort of places, by going 
on about me. But you had better ask Edv/ard if you v/ant to Imov/ ’ 
‘I v/ondcr lie doesn't call,’ said Little Dornt after diinlung a 
moment. 

‘My dear Amy, your wonder v'-ill soon cease, if I am nghtly in- 
formed I should not be at all surprised if he called to-day. The 
creature has only been v/aiting to get his courage up, I suspect.’ 
‘Will you see him?’ 

‘Indeed, ray darling,’ said Fanny, ‘tliat’s just as it may happen. 
Here he is again. Look at him O, you simpleton 

Mr Sparkler had, undeniably, a v/eak appearance, with his eye 
in the windov/ like a knot m the glass, and no reason on earth for 
stopping his bark suddenly, except tlie real reason 

‘When you asked me if I v/ill see Jiim, my dear,’ said Fanny, 
almost as well composed in the graceful indifference of her attitude 
as Mrs Merdle herself, ‘what do you mean^’ 

‘I mean,’ said Little Domt — ‘I dunk I rather mean what do you 
mean, dear Fanny?’ 

Fanny laughed again, in a manner at once condescending, arch, 
and affable, and said, putting her arm round her sister in a playfully 
affectionate way 

‘Nov/ tell me, my little pet. When we saw that woman at Mar- 
tigny, hov/ did you think she earned it off? Did you see what she 
decided on in a moment^’ 

‘No, Fanny.’ 

‘Then I’ll tell you, Amy. She settled with herself, now I’ll never 
refer to that meeting under such different circumstances, and I’ll 
never pretend to have any idea that these are the same girls That’s 
her v/ay out of a difficulty. What did I tell you when we came away 
from Harley Street that time? She is as insolent and false as any 
woman in the world. But in the first capaaty, my love, she may 
find people who can match her.’ 

A significant turn of the Spanish fan towards Fanny’s bosom, 
indicated v/ith great expression where one of these people was to 
be found. 

‘Not only that,’ pursued Fanny, ‘but she gives the same charge 
to Young Sparkler, and doesn’t let him come after me until she 
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has got It thoroughl)’’ into his most ndiculous of all ndiculous 
noddles (for one really can’t call it a head), tliat he is to pretend 
to have been first struck vatli me in tliat Inn Yard ’ 
asked Little Domt. 

‘Wliy^ Good gracious, my love*’ (again very much in tlie tone 
of You stupid little creature) ‘how can you ask^ Don’t you see 
that I may have become a ratlier desirable match for a noddle^ 
And don’t you see that she puts the deception upon us, and makes 
a pretence, while she shifts it from her ov/n shoulders (very good 
shoulders tliey are too, I must say),’ observed Miss Fanny, glancing 
complacently at herself, ‘of considenng our feelings^’ 

‘But can alv^ays go back to the plain trutli ’ 

‘Yes, but if you please we won’t,’ retorted Fanny ‘ No, I am 
not going to liave that done, Amy The pretext is none of mine^ 
It’s hers, and she shall have enough of it ’ 

In tlie tnumphant exaltation of her feelings, Miss Fanny, using 
her Spamsh fan with one hand, squeezed her sister’s waist with tlie 
other, as if she were crushing Mrs Merdle 

‘No,’ repeated Farmy ‘She shall find me go her way She took 
it, and Til follow it And, with the blessing of fate and fortune. I’ll 
go on improving that woman’s acquaintance until I have given her 
maid, before her eyes, things from my dressmaker’s ten times as 
handsome and expensive as she once gave me from hers!’ 

Little Domt v/as silent, sensible that she was not to be heard on 
any quesuon affecting the family dignitj’', and unwilling to lose to 
no purpose her sister’s newly and unexpectedly restored favour. 
She could not concur, but she v^s silent Fanny well knew what 
she was thinking of, so well, that she soon asked her 
Her reply v/as, ‘Do you mean to encourage Mr Sparkler, 
Fanny 

‘Encourage him, ray dear?’ said her sister, smiling contemp- 
tuously, ‘that depends upon what you call encourage. No, I 
don’t mean to encourage him But I’ll make a slave of him ’ 

Little Domt glanced senously and doubtfully in her face, but 
Fanny was not to be so brought to a check She furled her fhn of 
black and gold, and used it to tap her sister’s nose, with the air of 
a proud beauty and a great spmt, who toyed with and pla3dully 
instructed a homely compamon 

I shall make him fetdi and carry, my dear, and I shall make 
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him subject to me And if I don’t make lus mother subject to me, 
too, It shall not be my fault ’ 

‘Do you think - dear Fanny, don’t be offended, we are so com- 
fortable together now — that you can quite see the end of dial 
course^’ 

‘I can’t say I have so much as looked for it yet, my dear,’ 
answered Fanny, with supreme indifference, ‘all in good time 
Such are my intentions And really tliey have taken me so long to 
develop, that here v/c are at home And Young Sparkler at the 
door, inquiring who is within By the merest accident, of course*’ 
In effect, the swam v/as standing up m his gondola, card-case in 
hand, affecting to put the question to a servant This conjunction 
of circumstances led to his immediately afterwards presenting him- 
self before the young ladies in a posture, v/hich m ancient times 
would not have been considered one of favourable augury for his 
suit, since the gondoliers of the young ladies, having been put to 
some inconvenience by die chase, so neatly brought their own boat 
m the gentlest collision with the bark of Mr Sparkler, as to tip that 
gentleman over like a larger species of ninepin, and cause him to 
exhibit the soles of his shoes to the object of his dearest wishes* 
while the nobler portions of his anatomy struggled at the bottom 
of his boat in the arms of one of his men 

However, as Miss Fanny called out with much concern, Was the 
gentleman hurt, Mr Sparkler rose more restored than might have 
been expected, and stammered for himself with blushes, ‘Not at all 
so.’ Miss Fanny had no recollection of having ever seen him before, 
and v/as passing on, with a distant inclmation of her head, when 
he announced himself by name Even then she was in a difficulty 
from being unable to call it to mind, until he explained that he had 
had the honour of seeing her at Martigny. Then she remembered 
him, and hoped his lady-mother was well, 

‘Thank you,’ stammered Mr Sparkler, ‘she’s uncommonly 
well — at least, poorly ’ 

‘In Venice^’ said Miss Fanny 

Tn Rome,’ Mr Sparkler ansv/ered ‘I am here by myself, myself 
I came to call upon Mr Edward Domt myself Indeed, upon Mr 
Domt likewise In fact, upon the family.’ 

Turning graaously to the attendants, Miss Fanny inquired 
whether her papa or brother was within^ The reply being that 
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they were both within, Mr Sparkler humbly offered his arm Miss 
Fanny accepting it, was squired up the great staircase by Mr Spark- 
ier, who, if he sull believed (which there is not any reason to 
doubt) that she had no nonsense about her, rather deceived him- 
self 

Amved m a mouldenng reception-room, where the faded hang- 
mgs, of a sad sea-green, had worn and withered until they looked 
as if they might have claimed kindred with the waifs of seaweed 
dnfting under the windows, or clinging to the walls and weeping 
for their impnsoned relations, Miss Fanny despatched emissaries 
for her father and brother Pending whose appearance, she showed 
to great advantage on a sofa, completing Mr Sparkler’s conquest 
with some remarks upon Dante — knowm to that gentleman as an 
eccentnc man in tlie nature of an Old File,^ who used to put leaves 
round his head, and sit upon a stool for some unaccountable pur- 
pose, outside the cathedral at Florence 
Mr Domt welcomed the visitor with die highest urbanity, and 
most courtly manners He mquired particularly after Mrs Merdle 
He inquired particularly after Mr Merdle Mr Sparkler said, or ratlier 
twitched out of himself m small pieces by the shirt-collar, that Mrs 
Merdle having completely used up her place m the country, and 
also her house at Bnghton, and bemg, of course, unable, don’t you 
see, to remain m London when there wasn’t a soul there, and not 
feeling herself this year quite up to visitmg about at people’s places, 
bad resolved to have a touch at Rome, where a woman like herself, 
with a proverbially fine appearance, and with no nonsense about 
her, couldn’t fail to be a great acquisition As to Mr Merdle, he was 
so mudr wanted by the men in the City and the rest of those places, 
and was such a doosed extraordmary phenomenon m Buying and 
Banking and that, that Mr Sparkler doubted if the monetary system 
of the country would be able to spare him, though that his work 
■^vas Occasionally one too many for him, and that he would he all 
Ae better for a temporary shy at an entirely new scene and climate, 
Mr Sparkler did not conceal As to himself, Mr Sparkler conveyed 
to the Domt family that he was gomg, on ratlier particular'busi- 
ness, wherever they were going 

T3us immense conversational achievement required time, but 
^'as effected Bemg effected, Mr Domt expressed his hope that Mr 
parkier would shortly dme with them Mr Sparkler received the 
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idea so kindly that Mr Dornt asked what he was going to do tliat 
day, for instance ^ As he was going to do notliing that day (liis usual 
occupation, and one for ’pduch lie was particularly qualified), he 
was secured without postponement, bang furtlier bound over to 
accompany tlie ladies to the Opera in the evening 

At dinner-time Mr Spaiklcr rose out of the sea, like Venus’s son 
taking after his mother, and made a splendid appearance ascending 
the great staircase If Fanny had been charming in the morning, 
she v/as now thrice charming, very becomingly dressed in her most 
suitable colours, and with an air of negligence upon her that 
doubled Mr Sparkler’s fetters, and riveted them 

‘I hear you are acquainted, Mr Sparkler,’ said his host at dinner, 
‘v/ith - ha - Mr Gowan. Mr Henry Gowan 

‘Perfectly, sir,’ returned Mr Sparkler. ‘His mother and my 
mother are cronies in fact ’ 

‘If I had tliought of it, Amy,’ said Mr Dornt, widi a patronage 
as magnificent as that of Lord Deamus himself, ‘you should have 
despatched a note to them, asking them to dine to-day Some of our 
people could have — ha — fetched them, and taken them home We 
could have spared a — hum — gondola for tliat purpose. I am sorry 
to have forgotten this Pray remmd me of them to-morrow.’ 

Little Dornt was not without doubts how Mr Henry Gowan 
miglit take their patronage, but she promised not to fail in die 
reminder. 

‘Pray, does Mr Henry Gowan paint - ha - Portraits^’ inquired 
Mr Dornt. 

Mr Sparkler opmed that he painted anything, if he could get the 
30b 

‘He has no parucular walk^’ said Mr Dornt. 

Mr Sparkler, stunulated by Love to bnlhancy, replied that for a 
particular walk a man ought to have a particular pair of shoesj as, 
for example, shootmg, shooting-shoes, cricket, cncket-shoes 
Whereas, he beheved that Henry Gowan had no particular pair 
of shoes. 

‘No speaality^’ said Mr Dornt. 

This being a very long word for Mr Sparkler, and his mind 
bang exhausted by his late effort, he replied, ‘No, thank you I 
seldom take it.’ 

‘Weill’ said Mr Dornt. ‘It would be very agreeable to me to 
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present a gentleman so connected, witli some — ha — Testimonial 
of my desire to furdier his interests, and develop die - hum - germs 
of hisgemus I dunk I must engage Mr Go-^^n to paint my picture 
If die result should be - ha - mutually satisfactory, I might after- 
wards engage him to try his hand upon ray family/ 

The exqmsitely bold and original diought presented itself 
to Mr Sparkler, that there was an opemng here for saying 
there were some of the family (emphasising ‘some’ in a marked 
manner) to whom no painter could render )usuce But, for want 
of a form of words m which to express the idea, it returned to die 
skies 

This was the more to be regretted as Miss Fanny greatly ap- 
plauded the notion of the portrait, and urged her papa to act upon 
It- She surmised, she said, that Mr Gowan had lost better and higher 
opportumties by marrying his pretty wife, and Love in a cottage,^ 
pamtmg pictures for dmner, was so dehghtfully mteresting, diat 
she begged her papa to give lum the comnussion whether he could 
paint a likeness or not though mdeed both she and Amy knew he 
could, from having seen a speakmg likeness on his easel that day, 
and having had die opportumty of companng it with the original 
These remarks made Mr Sparkler (as perhaps they were mtended 
to do) nearly distracted, for wlule on the one hand diey expressed 
Miss Fanny’s suscepubihty of the tender passion, she herself 
showed such an mnocent unconsaousness of liis admiration 
that his eyes goggled m his head with jealousy of an unknown 
nval 

Descending into die sea agam after dmner, and ascendmg out of 
It at the Opera staircase, preceded by one of dieir gondoliers, like 
an attendant Merman, with a great Imen lantern, they entered their 
box, and Mr Sparkler entered on an everang of agony The theatre 
being dark, and the box light, several visitors lounged in durmg 
the representation, in whom Fanny was so mterested, and in con- 
versation with whom she fell into such charming attitudes, as she 
had litde confidences with them, and litde disputes concerning 
the idenuty of people in distant boxes, that the wretched Sparkler 
hated all mankind But he had two consolations at the close of the 
performance She gave him her fan to hold while she adjusted her 
cloak, and it was his blessed pnvilege to give her his arm down- 
stairs again These crumbs of encouragement, Mr Sparkler tliought. 
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v/oulcl just keep lum going; and it is not impossible that Miss 
Dornt thought so too 

The Merman v/ith his light -was ready at the box-door, and other 
Mermen with other lights were ready at many of the doors The 
Domt Merman held his lantern low, to shov/ the steps, and Mr 
SparfJer put on another heavy set of fetters over his former set, as 
he v/atched her radiant feet twinkling down the stairs beside him 
Among the loiterers here, was Blandois of Pans He spoke, and 
moved forward beside Fanny. 

Little Dorrit v/as in front with her brodier and Mrs General 
(Mr Dorrit had remained at home), but on tlie brink of the quay 
they all came together. She started agam to find Blandois close to 
her, handing Fanny into the boat. 

‘Gowan has had a loss,’ he said, ‘since he was made happy to- 
day by a visit from fair ladies ’ 

‘A loss^’ repeated Fanny, relinquished by die bereaved Sparkler, 
and taking her seat. 

‘A loss,’ said Blandois ‘His dog Lion ’ 

Little Domt’s hand v/as m his, as he spoke. 

‘He IS dead,’ said Blandois. 

‘Dead?’ echoed Little Dorrit ‘That noble dog?’ 

‘Faith, dear ladiesl’ said Blandois, smilmg and shrugging his 
shoulders, ‘somebody has poisoned that noble dog He is as dead 
as the Doges’ 


CHAPTER 7 

Mostly^ Primes and Prism 

Mrs General, always on her coach-box keeping the propneaes 
well together, took pains to form a surface on her very dear young 
friend, and Mrs General’s very dear young fnend tried hard to 
receive it. Hard as she had tried in her laborious life to attain many 
ends, she had never tried harder than she did now, to be varnished 
by Mrs GeneraL It made her anxious and ill at ease to be operated 
upon by that smoothing hand, it is true, but she submitted herself 
to the family want in its greatness as she had submitted herself to 
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tlie familv 'V.'ant in us littleness, and yielded to her o\\ n inclinations 
in tins tiling no more than she had yielded to iicr hunger itself, m 
die da\ s x\ ht.n she had saved her dinner tint her father might has c 
his supper 

One comfort that sheliad under the Ortlcal by General was more 
sustaining to her, and made her more gratchil than to a less de- 
\oicd and aiTcctionatc spint, not habituated to her struggles and 
saenfices, might appear quite reasonable, and, indeed, it nny often 
be observed m life, that spints like Little Dorrii do not appear to 
reason half as carefully as the folks who got the better of them Tlic 
continued kindness of lier sister vms dns comfort to Little Domt. 
It -ams nothing to her dint the I indness took the form of tolerant 
patronage, she v^as used to that It was nothing to her that jt kept 
her in a tnbutar) position, and showed lier in attendance on the 
flaming car in which Miss Fanny snt on an elevated scat, exacting 
homage, she sought no better place Always admiring Fannj’s 
beaut}, and grace, and readiness, and not now' asking herself hov' 
mudi of her disposition to be strongly attaclicd to Fanny was due 
to her ow'n licart, and how mucli to Fanny’s, she gave her all die 
sisterly fondness her great heart contained 
Tile w'holcsalc amount of Prunes and Pnsm which Mrs General 
infused mto die family life, combined with the perpetual plunges 
made by Fannt into sodcty, left but a very small residue of any 
natural deposit at tlic bottom of the mixture. Tins rendered con- 
fidences V'lth Fanny doubly precious to Little Dornt, and height- 
ened the relief they afforded her. 

Amy,’ said Fanny to her one night w'hcn they wmie alone, after 
a day so iinng diat Little Domt was quite worn out, thougli 
Fanny w'ould have taken another dip into soaety with the greatest 
pleasure m life, ‘I am going to put something mto your httle head 
Tou won’t guess what it is, I suspect.' 

I don’t think diat’s likely, dear,’ said Little Domt 
Come, I’ll give you a clue, cliild,’ said Fanny ‘Mrs General ’ 
Prunes a'nd Pnsm, m a diousand combinations, having been 
W'eanly m die ascendant all day - everything having been surface 
3ud varnish and show wndiout substance — Little Domt looked as 
she had hoped that Mrs General w^s safely tucked up in bed for 
some hours 

iVbiv, can you guess, Amy?’ said Fanny. 
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*No, dear. Unless I have done anything,’ said Little Domt, 
rather alarmed, and meaning anytliing calculated to crack varnish 
and ruffle surface 

Fanny v/as so very much amused by the misgiving, that she took 
up her favounte fan (being then seated at her dressing-table with 
her armoury of cruel instruments about her, most of tliem reeking 
from the heart of Sparkler), and tapped her sister frequently on the 
nose with it, laughing all the time. 

‘Oh, our Amy, our Amy*’ said Fanny. ‘Wliat a timid little 
goose our Amy is' But this is nothing to laugh at. On the contrary, 
I am very cross, my dear.’ 

‘As It is not with me, Fanny, I don't mind,' returned her sister, 
smiling. 

‘Ah I But I do mind,’ said Fanny, ‘and so will you, Pet, v/hen I 
enlighten you Amy, has it never struck you that somebody is 
monstrously polite to Mrs GencraP’ 

‘Everybody is polite to Mrs General,’ said Little Dorrit 
‘ Because — ’ 

‘Because she freezes them into it?’ interrupted Fanny. ‘I don’t 
mean that; quite different from that. Come' Has it never struck 
you, Amy, that Pa is monstrously polite to Mrs General ’ 

Amy, murmunng ‘No,’ looked quite confounded. 

‘No; I dare say not. But he is,’ said Fanny. ‘He is, Amy. And 
remember my words Mrs General has designs on Pal ’ 

‘Dear Fanny, do you think it possible that Mrs General has 
designs on any one?’ 

‘Do I think It possible^’ retorted Fanny. ‘My love, I know it. 
I tell you she has designs on Pa. And more than that, I tell you 
Pa considers her such a wonder, such a paragon of accomplish- 
ment, and such an acquisiuon to our family, that he is ready to get 
himself into a state of perfect infatuauon with her at any moment. 
And that opens a pretty picture of things, I hope^ Think of me 
with Mrs General for a Mama!’ 

Little Domt did not reply, ‘Thmk of me with Mrs General for 
a Mama;’ but she looked anxious, and seriously inquired what had 
led Fanny to these conclusions 

‘Lord, my darling,’ said Fanny, tartly. ‘You might as well 
ask me hov/ I know when a man is struck with myself! But, 
of course I do know. It happens pretty often, but I always know 
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'It Iknowtlus in much the same waj, I suppose. At all events, I 
know in’ 

‘You never heard Papa say anydung^’ 

‘Say anytliing^’ repeated Fann> ‘My dearest, darling child, 
what neccssit}' has he had, yet awhile, to say anything^’ 

‘And you have never heard Mrs General saj anything'^’ 

‘My goodness me. Am},’ returned Fanny, ‘is she die sort of 
woman to say anything^ Isn’t it perfectly plain and clear that she 
has nothing to do at present but to hold herself upright, keep her 
aggravating gloves on, and go sweeping about^ Say anything! If 
she had the ace of trumps in her hand at whist, she wouldn’t say 
anything, child It would come out when she played it ’ 

‘At least, you ma} be mistaken, Fanny Now, may you not?’ 

‘0 yes, I may be,’ said Fanny, ‘but I am not However, I am 
glad you can contemplate such an escape, my dear, and I am glad 
Aat you can take diis for the present widi suffiaent coolness to 
think of such a chance. It makes me hope that you may be able to 
bear the connection I should not be able to bear it, and I should 
not try I’d marry young Sparkler first ’ 

‘O, you would never marry him, Fanny, under any circum- 
stances ' 

‘Upon my word, my dear,’ rejomed diat young lady with ex- 
ceeding indifference, ‘I wouldn’t posiuvely answer even for tliat. 
There’s no knowing what might happen Especially as I should 
have many opportunities, afterwards, of treating that woman, his 
mother, in her own style. "'KTiich I most decidedly should not be 
slow to avail myself of, Amy ’ 

No more passed between die sisters then, but what had passed 
gave the two subjects of Mrs General and Mr Sparkler great pro- 
minence m Little Dome’s mind, and thenceforth she thought very 
much of both 

Mrs General, having long ago formed her own surface to such 
perfection that it hid whatever was below it (if anything, no ob- 
servation was to be made m that quarter Mr Domt was undem- 
ably very polite to her and had a high opimon of her, but Fanny, 
^petuous at most times, might easily be wrong for all that. 
Whereas, the Sparkler question was on die different fooang that any 
One could see what was going on there, and Litde Domt saw it and 
pondered on it with many doubts and wondenngs 
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The devotion of Mr Sparkler was only to be equalled by the 
capnce and cruelty of his enslaver. Sometimes she v/ould prefer 
him to such distinction of notice, that he v/ould chuckle aloud v/ith 
joy; next day, or next hour, she would overlook him so com- 
pletely, and drop him into such an abyss of obscurity, that he 
v/ould groan under a v/eak pretence of coughing. The constancy 
of his attendance never touched Fanny: though he was so insepar- 
able from Edward, that, v/hen that gentleman v/ished for a change 
of society, he v/as under the irksome necessity of gliding out like a 
conspirator in disguised boats and by secret doors and back v/ays, 
though he was so sohatous to know hov/ Mr Donat v/as, that he 
called every other day to inquire, as if Mr Dorrit v/ere the prey of 
an intermittent fever, though he was so constantly being paddled 
up and dov/n before the pnncipal v/indov/s, that he might have 
been supposed to have made a v/ager for a large stake to be paddled 
a thousand mdes^ in a thousand hours; thou^ v/henever the gon- 
dola of his mistress left the gate, the gondola of Mr Sparkler shot 
out from some v/atery ambush and gave chase, as if she v/ere a fair 
smuggler and he a custom-house officer. It was probably owing to 
this fortification of the natural strength of his constitution v/ith so 
much exposure to the air, and the salt sea, that Mr Sparkler did 
not pine outwardly; but, v/hatever the cause, he was so far from 
having any prospect of moving his mistress by a languishing 
state of health, that hegrev/ bluffer every day, and that pecuhanty 
in his appearance of seeming rather a sv/elled boy than a young 
man, became developed to an extraordinary degree of ruddy 
puffiness. 

Blandois calling to pay his respects, Mr Dorrit received him v/ith 
affability as the fnend of Mr Gov/an, and mentioned to him his 
idea of commissioning Mr Gowan to transmit him to posterity- 
Blandois highly extolling it, it occurred to Mr Dorrit that it might 
be agreeable to Blandois to communicate to his friend the great 
opportumty reserved for him. Blandois accepted the commission 
v/ith his own free elegance of manner, and swore he would dis- 
charge It before he v/as an hour older. On his imparting the news 
to Gov/an, that Master gave Mr Domt to the Devil with great 
hberality some round dozen of times (for he resented patronage 
almost as much as he resented the want of it), and was inclined to 
quarrel v/ith his friend for bringing him the message. 
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‘It may be a defect in my mental vision, Blandois,’ said he, ‘but 
may I die if I see what you have to do with tins ’ 

‘ Death of my life,’ rephed Blandois, ‘ nor I neither, except that 
I thought I was servmg my fnend ’ 

‘By putting an upstart’s hire m his pocket^’ said Gowan, 
frowning ‘Do you mean that^ Tell your other friend to get his 
head painted for the sign of some public-house, and to get it done 
by a sign-pamter Who am I, and who is he^’ 

‘Pfofessore,’ returned the ambassador, ‘and who is Blandois^’ 
Without appealing at all interested in the latter question, Gowan 
angrily whistled Mr Domt away But, next day, he resumed the 
subject by saymg m lus off-hand manner and witk a shghtmg 
laugh, ‘Well, Blandois, when shall we go to this Maecenas ^ of 
yours ^ We journeymen must take jobs when we can get them 
When shall we go and look after this job ^ ’ 

‘When you will,’ said the injured Blandois, ‘as you please. 
What have I to do with it ^ What is it to me ^ ’ 

‘I can tell you what it is to me,’ said Gowan ‘Bread and cheese 
One must eat! So come along, my Blandois ’ 

Mr Domt received diem m the presence of his daughters and 
of Mr Sparkler, who happened, by some surpnsmg accident, to 
be caUing there. ‘How are you. Sparkler^’ said Gowan carelessly 
‘When you have to hve by your modier wit, old boy, I hope you 
may get on better than I do ’ 

Mr Domt then mentioned his proposal ‘Sir,’ said Gowan, 
laughmg, after receiving it gracefully enough, ‘I am new to the 
trade, and not expert at its mystenes I beheve I ought to look at 
you m various lights, tell you you are a capital subject, and con- 
sider when I shall be suffiaendy disengaged to devote myself with 
the necessary enthusiasm to the fine picture I mean to make of you 
I assure you,’ and he laughed again, ‘I feel quite a traitor in die 
camp of those dear, gifted, good, noble fellows, my brother artists, 
by not domg the hocus-pocus better But I have not been brought 
up to It, and it’s too late to learn it Now, the fact is, I am a very 
bad pamter, but not much worse than the generahty If you are 
going to throw away a hundred guineas or so, I am as poor as a 
poor relation of great people usually is, and I shall be very much 
obliged to you, if you’ll throw them away upon me I’ll do the 
cst I can for the money, and if the best should be bad, why even 
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then, you may probably have a bad picture with a small name to 
It, instead of a bad picture with a large name to it.’ 

This tone, though not what he had expected, on die whole suited 
Mr Dorrit remarkably well It shov/ed that die gentleman, highly 
connected, and not a mere workman, would be under an obligation 
to him He expressed his satisfaction in plaang himself in Mr 
Gowan’s hands, and trusted that he would have die pleasure, in 
their characters of private gentlemen, of improving his acquain- 
tance. 

‘You are very good,’ said Gowan ‘I have not forsv/om soaety 
smce I joined the brotherhood of the brush (the most dehghtfiil 
fellows on the face of the earth), and am glad enough to smell the 
old fine gunpowder nov/ and then, though it did blow me into mid- 
air and my present calling You’ll not think, Mr Dornt,’ and here 
he laughed again in the easiest way, ‘that I am lapsing into the 
freemasonry of the craft - for it’s not so, upon my life I can’t help 
betraying it wherever I go, though, by Jupiter, I love and honour 
the craft with all my might — if I propose a stipulation as to time 
and placed’ 

Ha* Mr Dornt could erect no - hum - suspicion of that kind 
on Mr Gowan’s frankness 

‘Again you are very good,’ said Gowan ‘Mr Dornt, I hear you 
are going to Rome I am going to Rome, having fnends there Let 
me begin to do you the injustice I have conspired to do you, there - 
not here We shall all be burned dunng the rest of our stay here, 
and though there’s not a poorer man with whole elbows in Venice, 
than myself, I have not quite got all the Amateur out of me yet - 
compnsing the trade again, you see* - and can’t fall on to order, in 
a hurry, for the mere sake of the sixpences ’ 

These remarks were not less favourably received by Mr Dornt 
than their predecessors They were the prelude to the first re- 
ception of Mr and Mrs Gowan at dinner, and they skilfully placed 
Gowan on his usual ground in the new family. 

His v/ife, too, they placed on her usual ground Miss Fanny 
understood, y/ith particular distinctness, that Mrs Gowan’s good 
looks had cost her husband very dear, that there had been a great 
disturbance about her in the Barnacle family, and that the Dow- 
ager Mrs Gowan, nearly heart-broken, had resolutely set her face 
against the marriage until overpowered by her maternal feelings 
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Mrs General likewise clearly understood that the attachment had 
occasioned much family gnef and dissension Of honest Mr 
Meagles no mention was made, except that it was natural enough 
that a person of that sort should wish to raise Ins daughter out of 
his own obscurity, and that no one could blame him for trying his 
best to do so 

Little Domt’s interest in the fair subject of this easily accepted 
belief was too earnest and watchful to fail in accurate observation 
She could see tliat it had its part in throwmg upon Mrs Gowan 
the touch of a shadow under which she lived, and she even had an 
instincuve knowledge that there was not the least truth in it But 
It had an influence in placmg obstacles m the way of her associ- 
ation with Mrs Gown by making the Prunes and Pnsm school 
excessively pohte to her, but not very mtimate with her, and Litde 
Domt, as an enforced sizar of that college, was obliged to submit 
herself humbly to its ordinances 

Nevertheless, there was a sympathetic understandmg already 
estabhshed between the two, which would have earned them over 
greater difficulties, and made a fhendship out of a more restneted 
mtercourse. As though accidents were determined to be favourable 
to It, they had a new Assurance of congemahty m the aversion 
which each perceived that the other felt towards Blandois of Pans; 
an aversion amounting to the repugnance and horror of a natural 
antipathy towards an odious creature of the reptile kmd 

And there was a passive congemahty between them, besides this 
active one. To both of them, Blandois behaved m exactly the same 
manner, and to both of them his manner had uniformly something 
tn It, which they both knew to be different firom his beanng to- 
"wards others The difference was too minute in its expression to be 
perceived by others, but they knew it to be there. A mere tiick of 
his evil eyes, a mere turn of his smooth white hand, a mere hair’s- 
breadth of addition to the fall of his nose and the nse of the mous- 
tache m the most frequent movement of his face, conveyed to both 
of them, equally, a swagger personal to themselves It was as if he 
had said, ‘I have a secret power in this quarter. I know what I 
know.’ 

This had never been felt by them both m so great a degree, and 
never by each so perfeedy to the knowledge of the other, as on a 
day when he came to Mr Domt’s to take his leave before quitting 
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Venice Mrs Go wan was herself there for the same purpose, and 
he came upon the two together, the rest of die family being out 
The two had not been togedier five minutes, and the peculiar 
manner seemed to convey to them, ‘You were going to talk about 
me Ha' Behold me here to prevent it'’ 

‘Gowan is coming here^’ said Blandois, with a smile 
Mrs Gowan replied he was not coming 

‘Not coming'’ said Blandois ‘Permit your devoted servant, 
when you leave here, to escort you home ’ 

‘Thank you I am not going home ’ 

‘Not going home'’ said Blandois ‘Then I am forlorn ’ 

That he might be, but he was not so forlorn as to roam away 
and leave them together He sat entertaining them with his finest 
compliments, and his choicest conversation, but he conveyed to 
them, all the time, ‘No, no, no, dear ladies Behold me here ex- 
pressly to prevent itl’ 

He conveyed it to them with so much meaning, and he had such 
a diabolical persistency in him, that at length, Mrs Gowan rose to 
depart On his offering his hand to Mrs Gowan to lead her down 
the staircase, she retained Little Dornt’s hand in hers, with a 
cautious pressure, and said, ‘No, thank you But, if you will please 
to see if my boatman is there,T shall be obliged to you.’ 

It left him no choice but to go down before them As he did so, 
hat in hand, Mrs Gowan whispered 
‘He killed the dog’ 

‘Does Mr Gowan know it^’ Little Domt whispered 
‘No one knows it Don’t look towards me, look towards him. 
He will turn his face in a moment No one knows it, but I am sure 
he did You are?’ 

‘I — I think so,’ Litde Domt answered 

‘Henry likes him, and he will not think ill of him, he is so gener- 
ous and open himself. But you and I feel sure that we think'of him 
as he deserves He argued with Henry that the dog had been al- 
ready poisoned when he changed so, and sprang at him Henry 
believes it, but we do not I see he is listening, but can’t hear. 
Good-bye, my love' Good-bye!’ 

The last words were spoken aloud, as the vigilant Blandois 
stopped, turned his head, and looked at them from the bottom of 
the staircase. Assuredly he did look then, though he looked his 
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politest, as if any real philanthropist could have desired no bettei 
emplojnnent than to lash a great stone to liis neck, and drop liiin 
into the water flowing beyond the dark arched gateway in whicli 
he stood No such benefactor to mankind being on the spot, he 
handed Mrs Gowan to her boat, and stood there until it had shot 
out of the narrow view, when he handed himself into his own boat 
and followed- 

Little Domt had sometimes thought, and now thought again 
as she retraced her steps up the staircase, that he had made his way 
too easily into her father’s house But so many and such vaneties 
of people did the same, through Mr Domt’s participation in his 
elder daughter’s soaety mania, that it was hardly an exceptional 
case. A perfect fury for making acquamtances on whom to impress 
their riches and importance, had seized the House of Domt. 

It appeared on the whole, to Little Domt herself, that this same 
soaety m which they hved, greatly resembled a supenor sort of 
Marshalsea. Numbers of people seemed to come abroad, pretty 
much as people had come into the prison; through debt, through 
idleness, relationship, curiosity, and general unfitness for getting 
on at home. They were brought mto these foreign towns in the 
custody of couners and local followers, just as the debtors had been 
brought into the pnson They prowled about die churches and 


picture-gallenes, much m the old, dreary, pnson-yard manner. 
They were usually gomg away agam to-morrow or next week, and 
rarely knew their own mmds, and seldom did what they said they 
would do, or went where they said they would go in all thig 


agam, very like the pnson debtors They paid high for poor accom- 
modation, and disparaged a place while they pretended to like it 
which was exactly the Marshalsea custom. They were envied when 
diey went away by people left behmd, feignmg not to want to go 
and that again was die Marshalsea habit invanably. A certam set 
of words and phrases, as much belongmg to tourists as the College 
^d the Snuggery belonged to the jail, was always in their mouths 
ey had preasely the same incapaaty for setthng dowm to any- 
gj as the prisoners used to have, they rather detenorated one 
another, as the pnsoners used to do, and they wore untidy dresses, 
3nd fell into a slouching way of hfe- still, always hke the people m 
die Marshalsea v i' 


The penod of the family’s stay at Vemce came, in its course. 
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to an end, and they moved, wtth their retinue, to Rome Through 
a repetition of the former Italian scenes, grov/ing more dirty and 
more haggard as they went on, and bnnging them at length to 
v/here the very air was diseased, tliey passed to their destination 
A fine residence had been taken for them on the Corso, and there 
they took up their abode, in a city where everything seemed to be 
trying to stand still for ever on the rums of something else - except 
the v/ater, v/hich, follov/ing eternal laws, tumbled and rolled from 
Its glorious multitude of fountains 

Here it seemed to Little Dorrit that a change came over the Mar- 
shalsea spirit of their society, and that Prunes and Prism got the 
upper hand Everybody was v/alking about St Peter’s and the 
Vatican on somebody cise’s cork legs, and straining every visible 
object through somebody else’s sieve Nobody said what anything 
v/as, but everybody said v/hat the Mrs Generals, Mr Eustace, or 
somebody else said it v/as The whole body of travellers seemed 
to be a collccuon of voluntary human sacnficcs, bound hand and 
foot, and dehvered over to Mr Eustace and his attendants, to have 
the entrails of their intellects arranged according to the taste of that 
sacred priesthood. Through the nigged remains of temples and 
tombs and palaces and senate halls and theatres and amphitheatres 
of anaent days, hosts of tongue-tied and blindfolded modems 
were carefully feeling their v/ay, incessantly repeating Primes and 
Pnsm m the endeavour to set their hps according to the received 
form. Mrs General was in her pure element. Nobody had an opin- 
ion. There was a formation of surface going on around her on an 
amazing scale, and it had not a flaw of courage or honest free 
speecli m it. 

Another modification of Prunes and Pnsm insinuated itself on 
Little Domt’s notice very shortly after their amval They received 
an early visit from Mrs Merdle, who led that extensive department 
of life in the Eternal City that winter, and the skilful manner in 
which she and Fanny fenced v/ith one another on the occasion, 
almost made her quiet sister wink, like the ghttenng of small- 
swords. 

‘So delighted,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘to resume an acquaintance so 
inauspiCTOusly begun at Martigny.’ 

‘At Marugny, of course,’ said Fanny. ‘Charmed, I am sure*' 

‘I understand,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘from my son Edmund Spark- 
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ler, that he has already improved that diance occasion He has 
returned quite transported witli Venice ’ 

‘Indeed^’ returned tlie careless Fanny. ‘Was he there long^’ 

‘I might refer that question to Mr Domt,’ said Mrs Islerdle, 
turning the bosom towards that gentleman, ‘Edmund having been 
so much indebted to him for rendenng his stay agreeable ’ 

‘Oh, pray don’t speak of it,’ returned Fanny. ‘I believe Papa 
had the pleasure of inviting Mr Sparkler twace or thnee, — but it 
was notlung We had so many people about us, and kept such open 
house, tliat if he had tliat pleasure, it was less than nodimg ’ 
‘Except, my dear,’ said Mr Dorm, ‘except - ha - as it afforded 
me unusual gratification to - hum - show by any means, however 
slight and wortliless, die - ha, hum — high estimation in wlucli, in- 
ha - common wndi the rest of die world, I hold so disunguished 
and pnneely a character as Mr Merdlc’s ’ 

The bosom received this tnbute m its most engaging manner 
‘Mr Merdle,’ observed Fanny, as a means of dismissing Ivlr Spark- 
ler mto the background, ‘is quite a theme of Papa’s, you must 
know, Mrs Merdle ’ 

‘1 have been - ha — disappointed, madam,’ said Mr Domt, ‘to 
understand from Mr Sparkler diat diere is no great - hum - prob- 
ability of Mr Merdle’s coming abroad ’ 

‘Why, indeed,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘he is so much engaged and 
in such request, diat I fear not He has not been able to get abroad 
for years You, Miss Domt, I believe have been almost contmually 
abroad for a long time ’ 

‘ Oh dear yes,’ drawled Fanny, with tlie greatest hardihood ‘An 
immense number of years ’ 

‘So Tshould have inferred,’ said Mrs Merdle 
‘Exactly,’ said Fanny 

I trust, however,’ resumed Mr Domt, ‘tliat if I have not tlie — 
hum — great advantage of becormng known to Mr Merdle on this 
side of tile Alps or Mediterranean, I shall have that honour on 
returmng to England It is an honour I particularly desue and shall 
particularly esteem ’ 

Mr Merdle,’ said Mrs Merdle, who had been looking admiringly 

at Fanny through her eye-glass, ‘will esteem it, I am sure, no 
less.’ 

Little Domt, stdl habitually thoughtful and sohtary though no 
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longer alone, at first supposed this to be mere Prunes and Pnsm 
But as her father v/hen they had been to a bnlhant reception at Mrs 
Merdle’s, harped at their own family breakfast-table on his wish 
to know Mr Merdle, with the contingent view of benefiting by the 
advice of that wonderful man in tlie disposal of his fortune, she 
began to think it had a real meaning, and to entertain a curiosity on 
her ov/n part to see the shining liglit of the time. 

♦ 


CHAPTER 8 

The Dowager Mrs Gowan is reminded that 
^ It Never Does’ 

W H ILE the waters of Venice and the rums of Rome were sunning 
themselves for the pleasure of tlie Dornt family, and were daily 
being sketched out of all earthly proportion, lineament, and like- 
ness, by travelling penals innumerable, the firm of Doyce and 
Clennam hammered away m Bleeding Heart Yard, and the vigor- 
ous clink of iron upon iron was heard there through the working 
hours 

The younger partner had, by this time, brought the business 
into sound tnm; and the elder, left free to follow his own ingenious 
devices, had done much to enhance the character of the factory 
As an ingenious man, he had necessarily to encounter eveiy dis- 
couragement that the ruling powers for a length of time had been 
able by any means to put in the way of this class of culpnts, but 
that v/as only reasonable self-defence in the powers, since How to 
do It must obviously be regarded as the natural and mortal enemy 
of How not to do iL In this was to be found the basis of the wise 
system, by tooth and nail upheld by the Circumlocution Office, of 
v/aming every ingenious Bntish subject to be ingenious at his penl* 
of harassing him, obstructing him, inviting robbers (by m^ing 
his remedy uncertain, and expensive) to plunder him, and at the 
best of confiscating his property after a short term of enjoyment, 
as though invention were on a par with felony The system had 
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unifonnly found great favour with the Barnacles, and that was only 
reasonable, too, for one who worthily invents must be in earnest, 
and the Barnacles abhorred and dreaded nothing half so much 
That agam was very reasonable, smce in a country suffering under 
the affliction of a great amount of earnestness, there might, m an 
exceeding short space of time, be not a smgle Barnacle left sticking 
to a post 

Darnel Doyce faced his condition with its pains and penalties 
attached to it, and soberly worked on for die work’s sake Clennam 
cheering him with a hearty co-operation, was a moral support to 
lum, besides domg good service m his business relation Tlie con- 
cern prospered, and the partners were fast friends 

But Daniel could not forget the old design of so many years It 
was not m reason to be expected that he should, if he could have 
bghdy forgotten it, he could never have conceived it, or had the 
patience and perseverance to work it out So Clennam thought, 
when he sometimes observed him of an evemng lookmg over the 
models and drawings, and consolmg himself by muttenng with a 
sigh as he put them away again, that the thing was as true as it 
ever was 

To show no S3mipathy wnth so much endeavour, and so much 
disappomtment, would have been to fail m what Clennam re- 
garded as among the imphed obhgations of his partnership A re- 
vival of the passmg interest in the subject which had been by 
chance aw^akened at the door of the Circumlocution Office, origi- 
nated m this feelmg He asked his partner to explam the invention 
to him, ‘having a lement consideration,’ he stipulated, ‘for my 
bemg no workman, Doyce.’ 

No workman^’ said Doyce ‘You would have been a thorough 
workman if you had given yourself to it. You have as good a head 
for understandmg such things as I have met with ’ 

A totally uneducated one, I am sorry to add,’ said Clennam 

I don t know that,’ returned Doyce, ‘and I wouldn’t have 
you Say that. No man of sense who has been generally improved, 
^d has improved himself, can be called quite uneducated as to 
anything I don’t particularly favour mysteries I would as soon, 
on a fW and clear explanation, be judged by one class of man as 
another, provided he had the qualification I have named.’ 

At all events,’ said Clennam — ‘this sounds as if we were 
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exchanging compliments, but we 1-mow we are not — I shall have 
the advantage of as plain an explanation as can be given ’ 

‘Well'’ said Daniel, in his steady even v/ay, ‘I’ll try to make it so.’ 
He had the power, often to be found m union with such a char- 
acter, of explaining v.diat he himself perceived, and meant, v/ith tlie 
direct force and distinctness with v.'hich it struck his own mind. 
His manner of demonstration was so orderly and neat and simple, 
that It was not easy to mistake him There was something almost 
ludicrous m tlie complete irreconcilability of a vague conventional 
notion that he must be a visionary man, witli the precise, sagaaous 
travelling of his eye and thumb over the plans, their patient stop- 
pages at particular points, their careful returns to other points 
whence little channels of explanation had to be traced up, and his 
steady manner of malang everything good and everything sound 
at each important stage, before taking his hearer on a Iine’s-breadth 
further His dismissal of himself from his descnption, was hardly 
less remarkable He never said, I discovered this adaptation or in- 
vented that combination, but shov/ed the whole thing as if the 
Divine artificer had made it, and he had happened to find it, so 
modest he was about it, such a pleasant touch of respect was 
mingled with his quiet admiration of it, and so calmly convinced 
he was that it was established on irrefragable laws 

Not only that evening, but for several succeeding evenings, 
Clennam was quite charmed by this investigation. The more he 
pursued it, and the oftener he glanced at the grey head bending 
over It, and the shrewd eye kindling with pleasure in it and love of 
It — instrument for probing his heart though it had been made for 
twelve long years — the less he could reconale it to his younger 
energy to let it go without one effort more. At length he said 
‘Doyce, it came to this at last — that the business was to be sunk 
v/ith Heaven knows how many more wrecks, or begun all over 
again 

‘Yes,’ returned Doyce, ‘that’s what the noblemen and gentlemen 
made of it after a dozen years ’ 

‘And pretty fellows too!’ said Clennam, bitterly. 

‘The usual thing!’ observed Doyce ‘I must not make a martyr 
of myself, v/hen I am one of so large a company ’ 

‘Relinqmsh it, or begin it all over again mused Clennam 
‘That was exactly the long and the short of it,’ said Doyce, 
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‘Then, my fnend,’ cned Clennam, starting up and taking his 
work-roughened hand, ‘it shall be begun all over againl’ 

Doyce looked alarmed, and rephed m a hurry — for him, ‘No, 
no Better put it by. Far better put it by It will be heard of, one 
day I can put it by You forget, my good Clennam, I have put it 
by It’s all at an end.’ 

‘Yes, Doyce,’ returned Clennam, ‘at an end as far as your efforts 
and rebuffs are concerned, I admit, but not as far as mine are I am 
younger than you I have only once set foot m tliat precious office, 
and I am fresh game for tliem Come! I’ll try them You shall do 
exactly as you have been doing smce we have been together I will 
add (as I easily can) to what I have been doing, tlie attempt to get 
public justice done to you, and, unless I have some success to re- 
port, you shall hear no more of it ’ 

Daniel Doyce was still reluctant to consent, and again and again 
urged that they had better put it by But it was natural that he 
should gradually allow himself to be over-persuaded by Clennam, 
and should yield Yield he did So Arthur resumed the long and 
hopeless labour of stnving to make way with the Circumlocution 
Office. 

The waitmg-rooms of that Department soon began to be famihar 
with his presence, and he was generally ushered mto them by its 
janitors much as a pickpocket might be shown mto a pohce-office, 
the pnnapal difference being that the object of the latter class of 
pubhc busmess is to keep the pickpocket, wlule the Circumlocu- 
tion object was to get nd of Clennam However, he was resolved 
to Stick to the Great Department, and so the work of form-filling, 
correspondmg, minuting, memorandum-making, sigmng, coim- 
ter-signmg, counter-counter-sigmng, refemng backwards and 
forwards, and refemng sideways, crosswise, and zig-zag, recom- 
menced 

Here arises a feature of the Circumlocution Office, not pre- 
viously mentioned m the present record When that admirable De- 
partment got mto trouble, and was, by some infuriated members 
o Parliament whom the smaller Barnacles almost suspected of 
abourmg under diabohc possession, attacked on the merits of no 
m vidual case, but as an Institution wholly abominable and Bed- 
amite, then the noble or right honourable Barnacle who repre- 
sented It in the House, would smite that member and cleave him 
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asunder, with a statement of the quantity of business (for the pre- 
vention of business) done by the Circumlocution Office Then 
would that noble or right honourable Barnacle hold in his hand a 
paper containing a few figures, to which, with the permission of 
the House, he would entreat its attention Then would the infenor 
Barnacles exclaim, obeying orders, ‘Hear, Hear, Hear* ’ and ‘Read!’ 
Then would the noble or nght honourable Barnacle perceive, sir, 
from this little document, which he thought might carry convic- 
tion even to the perversest mind (Densive laughter and cheenng 
from the Barnacle fry), that withm the short compass of the last 
finanaal half-year, this much-maligned Department (Cheers) had 
written and received fifteen thousand letters (Loud cheers), had 
wntten twenty-four thousand minutes (Louder cheers), and thirty- 
two thousand five hundred and seventeen memoranda (V ehement 
cheermg). Nay, an ingenious gentleman connected with the Depart- 
ment, and himself a valuable public servant, had done him the 
favour to make a cunous calculation of the amount of stationery 
consumed in it during the same penod. It formed a part of this 
same short document, and he derived from it the remarkable fact 
that the sheets of foolscap paper it had devoted to the public ser- 
vice would pave the footways on both sides of Oxford Street from 
end to end, and leave nearly a quarter of a mile to spare for the 
park (Immense cheenng and laughter), while of tape — red tape — it 
had used enough to stretch, in graceful festoons, from Hyde Park 
Comer to the General Post Office Then, amidst a burst of official 
exultation, would the noble or nght honourable Barnacle sit down, 
leaving the mutilated fragments of the Member on the field. No 
one, after that exemplary demohtion of him, would have the hardi- 
hood to hint that the more the Circumlocution Office did, the less 
was done, and that the greatest blessmg it could confer on an un- 
happy public would be to do nothing. 

With suffiaent occupation on his hands, now that he had this 
additional task — such a task had many and many a serviceable man 
died of before his day — Arthur Clennam led a hfe of shght vanety. 
Piegular visits to his mother’s dull sick room, and visits scarcely 
less regular to Mr Meagles at Twickenham, were its only changes 
durmg many months. 

He sadly and sorely missed Little Domt. He had been prepared 
to miss her very much, but not so much. He knew to the full ex- 
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tent only through expenenc^ what a large place in his life was left 
blank when her famihar little figure went out of it He felt, too, 
that he must relincjuish the hope of its return, understanding the 
family character sufficiently well to be assured that he and she 
were divided by a broad ground of separation The old mterest he 
had had in her, and her old trusting rehance on him, were tinged 
with melancholy in his mind so soon had change stolen over 
them, and so soon had they ghded into tlie past witli other secret 
tendernesses 

When he received her letter he was greatly moved, but did not 
the less sensibly feel that she was far ivided from him by more 
than distance. It helped him to a clearer and keener perception 
of the place assigned him by the family He saw that he was cher- 
ished in her grateful remembrance secretly, and that they resented 
him with the jail and the rest of its belongmgs 

Through all these meditations which every day of his hfe 
crowded about her, he thought of her otherwise in the old way 
She was his innocent finend, his delicate child, his dear Little Dor- 
nt This very change of circumstances fitted cunously m with the 
habit, begun on the mght when the roses floated away, of con- 
sidenng himself as a much older man than his years really made 
him. He regarded her from a point of view wluch m its re- 
moteness, tender as it was, he little thought would have been tm- 
speakable agony to her He speculated about her future destiny, 
and about the husband she might have, with an affection for her 
which would have drained her heart of its dearest drop of hope, 
and broken it 

Everything about him tended to confirm him m the custom of 
looking on himself as an elderly man, from whom such aspirations 
as he had combated in the case of Minnie Gotvan (though that was 
not so long ago eidier, reckonmg by months and seasons), were 
nally departed His relations with her father and mother were like 

ose on which a widower son-in-law nught have stood If the 
'^n sister who was dead had hved to pass away in the bloom of 
womanhood, and he had been her husband, the nature of his inter- 
co^^e with Mr and Mrs Meagles would probably have been just 
w at It Was This imperceptibly helped to render habitual the im- 
pression 'wnthin him, that he had done with, and dismissed that 
part of hfe 
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He invariably heard of Minnie from them, as telling them in her 
letters how happy she was, and how she loved her husband, but 
inseparable from iliat subject, he invariably saw die old cloud on 
Mr Meagles’s face. Mr Meagles had never been quite so radiant 
since the marnage as before. He had never quite recovered the 
separation from Pet He was the same good-humoured, open 
creature, but as if his face, from being much turned towards the 
pictures of his two children v/hich could show him only one look, 
unconsciously adopted a charactensiic from them, it always 
had now, through all its changes of expression, a look of loss in it. 

One wintry Saturday when Clcnnam was at the cottage, the 
Dowager Mrs Gowan drove up, in the Hampton Court equipage 
which pretended to be the exclusive equipage of so many individual 
proprietors. She descended, in her shady ambuscade of green fan, 
to favour Mr and Mrs Meagles with a call 

‘And how do you both do, Papa and Mama Meagles^’ said she, 
encouraging her humble connections. ‘And when did you last hear 
from or about my poor fellow^’ 

My poor fellow was her sonj and this mode of speaking of him 
politely kept alive, without any offence in the world, the pretence 
that he had fallen a victim to the Meagles’ wiles 

‘And the dear pretty one^’ said Mrs Gowan ‘Have you later 
news of her than I have^’ 

Which also dehcately implied that her son had been captured 
by mere beauty, and under its fascination had forgone all sorts 
of worldly advantages 

‘I am sure,’ said Mrs Gowan, without straining her attention 
on the answers she received, ‘it’s an unspeakable comfort to know 
they continue happy. My poor fellow is of such a resdess disposi- 
tion, and has been so used to roving about, and to being incon- 
stant and popular among all manner of people, that it’s the greatest 
comfort in life I suppose they’re as poor as mice. Papa Meagles^’ 
Mr Meagles, fidgety under the question, replied, ‘I hope not, 
ma’am I hope they will manage their little income ’ 

‘Oh! my dearest Meagles*’ returned the lady, tapping him on 
the arm with the green fan and then adroitly interposing it between 
a yav/n and the company, ‘how can you, as a man of the world and 
one of the most business-like of human beings — for you know you 
are business-like, and a great deal too much for us who are not -’ 
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(Which uent to the former purpose, by making Mr Meagles 
out to be an artful schemer ) 

How can you talk about their managing tlieir little means ^ 
My poor dear fellow! The idea of his managing hundreds! And 
the sweet pretty creature too Tlic notion of her managing* Papa 
Meagles' Don’t' ’ 

‘Well, ma’am,’ said Mr Meagles. gravely, T am sort}' to admit, 
then, that Heniy^ certainly does anticipate his means ’ 

‘My dear good man — I use no ceremony witli you, because we 
are a kind of relations, - positively, Mama Meagles,’ exclaimed 
Mrs Gow'an cheerfulK, as if tlie absurd coincidence tlien flashed 
upon her for the first time, ‘a kmd of relations' My dear good man, 
in this world none of us can have everything our owm W'ay.’ 

This again went to tlie former point, and showed Mr Meagles 
With all good breeding that, so far, he had been bnlliantly success- 
ful in his deep designs Mrs Gowan tliought tlie lut so good a one, 
that she dw'elt upon it, repeating ‘Not cver^'thmg No, no, in this 
world ne must not expect everything^ Papa Meagles ’ 

‘And may I ask, ma’am,’ retorted Mr Meagles, a little heightened 
in colour, ‘who does expect everything^’ 

Oh, nobody, nobody*’ said Mrs Gowan ‘I was going to say — 
but you put me out You interrupting Papa, what was I going to 
say?’ 

Drooping her large green fan, she looked musingly at Mr 
Meagles while she thought about it, a performance not tendmg to 
'be coohng of that gentleman’s rather heated spmts 
‘Ah* Yes, to be sure'’ said Mrs Gowan ‘You must remember 
that my poor fellow has always been accustomed to expectations 
"Diey may have been realised, or they may not have been reahsed — ’ 
Let us say, then, may not have been reahsed,’ observed Mr 
Meagles 

The Dowager for a moment gave him an angry look, but tossed 
It off xvith her head and her fan, and pursued the tenor of her way 
ttt ber former manner 


bt makes no difference My poor fellow has been accustomed to 
Sort of thing, and of course you knew it, and were prepared 
or the consequences I myself always clearly foresaw the conse- 
^^ces, and am not surpnsed And you must not be surpnsed 
t^ct, can’t be surpnsed. Must have been prepared for it ’ 
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Mr Meagles looked at his wife and at Clennara, bit his lip, and 
coughed 

‘And now here’s my poor fellow,’ Mrs Gowan pursued, ‘receiv- 
ing notice that he is to hold himself in expectation of a baby, and 
all the expenses attendant on such an addition to his family’ Poor 
Henry' But it can’t be helped now; it’s too late to help it now 
Only don’t talk of antiapating means, Papa Meagles, as a dis- 
covery; because that would be too much ’ 

‘Too much, ma’am?’ said Mr Meagles, as seeking an explana- 
tion 

‘There, there’’ said Mrs Gowan, putting him in his inferior place 
with an expressive action of her hand ‘Too much for my poor 
fellow’s mother to bear at this time of day. They are fast mamed, 
and can’t be unmanned There, there’ I know thatl You needn’t 
tell me that, Papa Meagles I know it very well What was it I said 
)ust now^ That it was a great comfort they continued happy. It is 
to be hoped they will still continue happy It is to be hoped Pretty 
One will do everything she can to make my poor fellow happy, and 
keep him contented Papa and Mama Meagles, we had better say 
no more about it. We never did look at this subject from the same 
side, and we never shall. There, there’ Now I am good ’ 

Truly, having by this time said everything she could say in 
maintenance of her wonderfully mythical posiuon, and in admoni- 
tion to Mr Meagles that he must not expect to bear his honours of 
alliance too cheaply, Mrs Gowan was disposed to forgo the rest 
If Mr Meagles had submitted to a glance of entreaty from Mrs 
Meagles, and an expressive gesture from Clennam, he would have 
left her in the undisturbed enjoyment of this state of mind But Pet 
was the darling and pnde of his heart, and if he could ever have 
championed her more devotedly, or loved her better, than in the 
days when she v/as the sunlight of his house, it would have been 
now, when, as its daily grace and delight, she was lost to it 

‘Mrs Gowan, ma’am,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘I have been a plain 
man all my life If I v/as to try — no matter whether on myself, on 
somebody else, or both— any genteel mystifications, I should prob- 
ably not succeed in them.' 

‘Papa Meagles,’ returned the Dowager, with an affable smile, but 
with die bloom on her cheeks standing out a little more vividly 
than usual as the neighbouring surface became paler, ‘probably not.’ 
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‘Therefore, my good madam,* said Mr Meagics, at great pains 
to restrain himself, ‘I hope I ma>, witliout offence, ask to ha\e no 
such mystification played off upon me ’ 

‘Mama Meagles,’ obser\'ed Mrs Gowan, ‘your good man is 
incomprehensible ’ 

Her turning to diat worthy lady was an artifice to bnng her 
into the discussion, quarrel with her, and vanquish her Mr Meagles 
interposed to prevent tliat consummation 

‘Mother,’ said he, ‘you are inexpert, m)'^ dear, and it is not a 
fair match Let me beg of you to remain quiet Come, Mrs Gowan, 
come' Let us try to be sensible, let us try to be good-natured, let 
us try to be fair Don’t you pity Henr}', and I won’t pity Pet And 
don’t be one-sided, my dear madam, it’s not considerate, it’s not 
kind Don’t let us say that we hope Pet will make Henry happy, 
or even tliat we hope Henry will make Pet happy,’ (Mr Meagles 
himself did not look happy as he spoke the words,) ‘but let us 
hope thej' -wall make each otlier happy ’ 

‘Yes, sure, and there leave it, fatlier,’ said Mrs Meagles die kind- 
. hearted and comfortable. 

‘Why, mother, no,’ returned Mr Meagles, ‘not exactly there 
I can’t qiute leave it diere, I must say just half-a-dozen words more. 
Mrs Gowan, I hope I am not over-sensitive I believ'^e I don’t look 

It’ 

Indeed you do not,’ said Mrs Gowan, shaking her head and the 
great green fan together, for emphasis 

Thank you, ma’am, that’s well Notwithstanding which, I feel 
a hide — I don’t want to use a strong word - now shall I say hurt ^ ’ 
asked Mr Meagles at once with frankness and moderation, and with 
a conahatory appeal m his tone 

Say what you like,’ answered Mrs Gowan ‘It is perfectly in- 
different to me ’ 

ho, no, don’t say that,’ urged Mr Meagles, ‘because that’s not 
Impending amiably. I feel a htde hurt when I hear references made 
to consequences having been foreseen, and to its being too late 
now, and so forth ’ 

Do you. Papa Meagles^’ said Mrs Gowan ‘I am not surprsied ’ 
h 1^’ reasoned. Mr Meagles, ‘I was m hopes you would 

ve been at least surprised, because to hurt me wilfully on so ten- 
cr a subject is surely not generous ’ 
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‘I am not responsible,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘for your consaence, 
you know.’ 

Poor Mr Meaglcs looked aghast with astonishment. 

‘If I am unluckily obliged to carry a cap about witli me, which 
is yours and fits you,’ pursued Mrs Gowan, ‘don’t blame /we for ils 
pattern, Papa Meaglcs, I beg*’ 

‘Why, good Lord, ma'’am!’ Mr Meagles broke out, ‘dial’s as 
much as to state-’ 

‘Now, Papa Meagles, Papa Meagles,’ said Mrs Gowan, who be- 
came extremely deliberate and prepossessing in manner whenever 
that gentleman became at all warm, ‘perhaps to prevent confusion, 
I had better speak for myself dian trouble your kindness to speak 
for me It’s as much as to state, you begin If you please, I will finish 
die sentence It is as much as to state - not that I wish to press it 
or even recall it, for it is of no use now, and my only wish is to make 
the best of existing arcumstances — that from the first to the last I 
always objected to this match of yours, and at a very late period 
yielded a most unwilling consent to it.’ 

‘Motherl’ cried Mr Meagles ‘Do you hear this! Arthur' Do you 
hear this!’ 

‘The room being of a convenient size,’ said Mrs Gowan, looking 
about as she fanned herself, ‘and quite charmingly adapted in all 
respects to conversation, I should imagine I am audible in any part 
of it-’ 

Some moments passed in silence, before Mr Meagles could hold 
himself in his chair v/ith suffiaent security to prevent his breaking 
out of It at the next word he spoke. At last he said ‘Ma’am, I am very 
unwilling to revive them, but I must remind you what ray opinions 
and my course were, all along, on that unfortunate subject ’ 

‘ O, my dear sir! ’ said Mrs Gowan, smiling and shaking her head 
with accusatory intelligence, ‘they v/ere well understood by me, I 
assure you.’ 

‘I never, ma’am,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘knew unhappiness before 
that time, I never knew anxiety before that time It was a time of 
such distress to me that That Mr Meagles could really say no 
more about it, m short, but passed his handkerchief before his 
face. 

‘I understood the v/hole affair,’ said Mrs Gowan, composedly 
looking over her fan ‘As you have appealed to Mr Clennam, I 
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may appeal to Mr Clennam, too He knows whedier I did or 
noL’ 

‘I am very unwilling,’ said Clennam, looked to by all parties, 
‘to take any share in tlus discussion, more especially because I wish 
to preser\'e die best underetanding and die clearest relations widi 
Mr Henry Gou^ I have ver^' strong reasons indeed, for enter- 
taining diat wish Mrs Gov^n attnbutcd certain views of furdier- 
mg the marriage to my friend here, in conversation widi me before 
It took place, and I endeavoured to undeceive her. I represented 
that I knew him (as I did and do) to be strenuously opposed to it, 
bodi in opinion and action ’ 

‘You see^’ said Mrs Gowan, turning die palms of her hands to- 
wards Mr Meagles, as if she "n'ere Justice herself, representing to 
him that he had better confess, for he had not a leg to stand on 
‘You see^ Very goodi Now Papa, and Mama Meagles both’’ here 
she rose, ‘allow me to take die liberty of putting an end to this 
rather formidable controversy. I will not say anodier word upon 
Its ments I will only say diat it is an additional proof of what one 
knows from all experience, that this kind of thing never answers - 
as my poor fellow himself would say, that it never pays - in one 
word, that it never does ’ 


hfr Meagles asked, What kind of diing^ 

It is in vain,’ said Mrs Gowan, ‘for people to attempt to get on 
together who have such extremely different antecedents, who are 
jumbled against each other in diis acmdental, matnmomal sort of 
’^y, and who cannot look at die untoward arcumstance which has 
s aken them together in the same light It never does ’ 
hk Meagles was beginning, ‘Permit me to say, ma’am — ’ 

No, don’t,’ returned Mrs Gowan ‘Wliy should you' It is an 
ascertained fact It never does I will therefore, if you please, go my 
■way, leaving you to yours I shall at all times be happy to receive 
poor fellow’s pretty wife, and I shall always make a point of 
^ing on the most affectionate terms widi her But as to these terms, 
^Rii-family and serm-stranger, semi-gonng and semi-bonng, diey 
’on a state of things qmte amusing in its impracticability I assure 
you It never does ’ 

^°^^Sor here made a smiling obeisance, rather to the 
^om than to any one in it, and dierewith took a final farewell of 
P3 and Mama Meagles Clennam stepped forward to hand her to 
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the Pill-Box which was at the service of all tlie Pills in Hampton 
Court Palace; and she got into that vehicle with distinguished 
serenity, and was dnven away. 

Thenceforth the Dowager, v/ith a light and careless humour, 
often recounted to her particular acquaintance how, after a hard 
trial, she had found it impossible to know those people v/ho be- 
longed to Henry’s wife, and who had made that desperate set to 
catch him Whether she had come to the conclusion beforehand, 
that to get nd of them would give her favourite pretence a better 
air, might save her some occasional inconvenience, and could nsk no 
loss (the pretty creature being fast married, and her father devoted 
to her), was best known to herself. Though this history has its 
opinion on that point too, and deadedly in the affirmative 


CHAPTER 9 

Appearance and Dtsappearance 

‘Arthur, my dear boy,’ said Mr Meagles, on the evening of the 
follov/ing day, ‘Mother and I have been talking this over, and we 
don’t feel comfortable in remaining as we are That elegant con- 
nection of ours — that dear lady who v/as here yesterday — ’ 

‘I understand,’ said Arthur 

‘Even that affable and condescending ornament of soaety,’ pur- 
sued Mr Meagles, ‘may misrepresent us, we are afraid We could 
bear a great deal, Arthur, for her sake, but we think we would 
rather not bear that, if it was all the same to her ’ 

‘Good,’ said Arthur. ‘Go on ’ 

‘You see,’ proceeded Mr Meagles ‘it might put us wrong with 
our son-in-lav/, it might even put us wrong with our daughter, 
and It might lead to a great deal of domestic trouble You see, 
don’t you^’ 

‘Yes, indeed,’ returned Arthur, ‘there is much reason in what 
you say.’ He had glanced at Mrs Meagles, who was always on the 
good and sensible side, and a petition had shone out of her honest 
face that he would support Mr Meagles in his present inchnings 
‘So we arc very much disposed, are Mother and I,’ said Mr 
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Meagles, ‘to pack up bags and baggage and go among the Allongers 
and Marshongers once more. I mean, we are very much disposed 
to be off,' strike nght through France into Italy, and see our Pet ’ 
‘And I don’t think,’ rephed Arthur, touched by the motherly 
anticipation m the bnght ffice of Mrs Meagles (she must have been 
very hke her daughter, once), ‘ that you could do better. And if you 
ask me for my advice, it is that you set off to-morrow ’ 

‘Is It really, though said Mr Meagles ‘Mother, this is bemg 
backed in an idea' ’ 

Mother, with a look which thanked Clennam in a manner very 
agreeable to him, answered that it was mdeed 

‘The fact is, besides, Arthur,’ said Mr Meagles, the old cloud 
commg over his face, ‘ that my son-m-law is aheady in debt again, 
and that I suppose I must clear him again. It may be as well, even 
on this account, that I should step over there, and look him up m 
a friendly way. Then agam, here’s Mother foolishly anxious (and 
yet naturally too) about Pet’s state of health, and ^at she should 
not be left to feel lonesome at the present tune It’s undemably a 
long way off, Arthur, and a strange place for the poor love imder 
all the curcumstances Let her be as well cared for as any lady m that 
land, sull it is a long way off Just as Home is Home though it’s 
never so Homely, why you see,’ said Mr Meagles, addmg a new 
version to the proverb, ‘Rome is Rome, though it’s never so 
Romely ’ 

All perfectly true,’ observed Arthur, ‘and all sufficient reasons 
for gomg ’ 

I am glad you think so, it deades me. Mother, my dear, you 
^y get ready. We have lost our pleasant mterpreter (she spoke 
ee foreign languages beautifully, Arthur, you have heard her 
®3ny a time), and you must pull me through it, Mother, as well 
^ you can I require a deal of pulhng through, Arthur,’ said Mr 
^g shaking his head, ‘a deal of pulhng fhrough I stick at 
everything beyond a noun-substantive - and I stick at him, if he’s 
at all a tight one ’ 

sVi ^ think of It,’ returned Clennam, ‘tliere’s Cavalletto He 
go with you, if you hke. I could not afford to lose him, but 

turn ^ ^ iiauch obliged to you, my boy,’ said Mr Meagles, 
ng It over, but I think not. No, I think I’ll be pulled through 
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by Mother. Cavallooro (I stick at his very name to start with, and 
It sounds like the chorus to a comic song) is so necessary to you, 
that I don’t like the thought of taking him away. More than tliat, 
there’s no saying when v/e may come home again, and it would 
never do to take him away for an indefinite time The cottage is not 
what It was It only holds two little people less than it ever did, 
Pet, and her poor unfortunate maid Tattycorara, but it seems 
empty now. Once out of it, tliere’s no knowing when we may come 
back to It. No, Artliur, I’ll be pulled through by Mother.’ 

Tliey would do best by themselves perhaps, after all, Clennam 
thought, therefore did not press lus proposal 

Tf you would come down and stay here for a change, when it 
wouldn’t trouble you,’ Mr Meagles resumed, T should be glad 
to think — and so would Mother too, I know — that you were 
brightening up the old place with a bit of life it was used to when it 
was full, and that the Babies on the wall there had a kind eye upon 
them sometimes You so belong to the spot, and to them, Arthur, 
and we should every one of us have been so happy if it had fallen 
out - but, let us see - how’s the weather for travelling now^’ Mr 
Meagles broke off, cleared his throat, and got up to look out of the 
window. 

They agreed that the weather was of high promise, and Clen- 
nara kept the talk in that safe direction until it had become easy 
again, when he gently diverted it to Henry Gowan and his quick 
sense and agreeable qualities when he was delicately dealt with, 
he likewise dwelt on the indisputable affection he entertained for 
his wife. Clennam did not fail of his effect upon good Mr Meagles, 
whom these commendations gready cheered, and who took 
Mother to witness that the single and cordial desire of his heart 
in reference to their daughter’s husband, was harmomously to ex- 
change friendship for fnendship, and confidence for confidence 
Withm a few hours the cottage furniture began to be wrapped up 
for preservation in the family absence — or, as Mr Meagles expressed 
It, the house began to put its hair in papers - and within a few days 
Father and Mother were gone, Mrs Tickit and Dr Buchan were 
posted, as of yore, behind die parlour blind, and Arthur’s solitary 
feet were rustling among the dry fallen leaves in the garden walks 
As he had a lilang for the spot, he seldom let a week pass without 
paying a visit Sometimes, he went down alone from Saturday to 
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Monday, sometimes his partner accompamed him, sometimes, he 
merely strolled for an hour or two about the house and garden, 
saw tliat all was nght, and returned to London again At all tunes, 
and under all circumstances, Mrs Tickit, with her dark row of curls, 
and Dr Buchan, sat m the parlour wundow, looking out for the 
family return 

On one of his \usits Mrs Tickit received him with the words, T 
have something to tell you, Mr Clennam, that will surpnse you ’ 
So surpnsmg was the something m question, that it actually 
brought Mrs Tickit out of the parlour wmdow and produced her 
in the garden walk, when Clennam went m at the gate on its bemg 
opened for him * 

‘What IS It, Mrs Tickit ^ ’ said he 

Sir,’ returned that faithful housekeeper, having taken him into 
the parloiu and closed the door, ‘if ever I saw the led away and 
deluded child in my Ufe, I saw her identically m the dusk of yester- 
day evenmg ’ 

‘You don’t mean Tatty — ’ 

Coram yes I dol’ quoth Mrs Tickit, clearmg the disclosure at 
a leap 

‘Where?’ 

Mr Clennam,’ returned Mrs Tickit, ‘I was a httle heavy in my 
eyes, being that I was waiting longer than customary for my cup of 
tea which was then preparmg by Mary Jane. I was not sleepmg, nor 

at a person would term correctly, dozmg I was more what a 
strictly call watching with my eyes closed ’ 
ithout entenng upon an mquuy'^ into this curious abnormal 
condition, Clennam said, ‘Exactly Well?' 

proceeded Mrs Tickit, ‘I was thinking of one thing 
^dy another. Just as you yourself might. Just as any- 

‘Preasely so,’ said Clennam ‘Well?’ 

^ ^ think of one tiling and do think of another,’ 

Mrs Tickit, ‘I hardly need to tell you, Mr Clennam, that 
T family Because, dear me' a person’s thoughts,' 

‘how with an argumentative and philosophic air, 

stray, will go more or less on what is 
their minds They will do it, sir, and a person can’t 
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Arthur subscribed to tins discovery with a nod 
‘You find It so yourself, sir, I’ll be bold to say,’ said Mrs Tickit, 
‘and we all find it so. It an’t our stations in life that changes us, Mr 
Clennam, thoughts is free’ - As I was saying, I was dunking of one 
thing and thinking of anodier, and thinking very much of the 
family. Not of die family in the present times only, but in the past 
times too. For when a person does begin thinking of one thmg and 
thinking of another in that manner, as it’s getting dark, what I say 
IS, that all times seem to be present, and a person must get out of 
that state and consider before they can say which is wluch.’ 

He nodded again; afraid to utter a word, lest it should present 
any nev/ opening to Mrs Tickit’s conversational powers 

‘In consequence of wluch,’ said Mrs Tickit, ‘when I quivered 
my eyes and saw her actual form and figure looking in at the gate, 
I let them close again without so much as starting, for that actual 
form and figure came so pat to the time when it belonged to the 
house as much as mine or your own, that I never thought at the 
moment of its having gone away. But, sir, when I quivered my 
eyes again, and saw that it wasn’t there, then it all flooded upon 
me v/ith a fnght, and I jumped up ’ 

‘You ran out directly^’ said Clennam. 

‘I ran out,’ assented Mrs Tickit, ‘as fast as ever my feet would 
carry me; and if you’ll credit it, Mr Clennam there wasn’t in the 
whole shining Heavens, no not so much as a finger of that young 
woman ’ 

Passing over the absence from the firmament of this novel con- 
stellation, Arthur inquired of Mrs Tickit if she herself went beyond 
the gate? 

‘Went to and fro, and high and low,’ said Mrs Tickit, ‘and saw 
no sign of her! ’ 

He then asked Mrs Tickit how long a space of time she supposed 
there might have been between the two sets of ocular qmver- 
ings she had expenenced? Mrs Tickit, though minutely arcum- 
stantial in her reply, had no settled opimon between five seconds 
and ten minutes She was so plainly at sea on this part of the case, 
and had so clearly been startled out of slumber, that Clennam was 
much disposed to regard the appearance as a dream, Without hurt- 
ing Mrs Tickit’s feelings with diat infidel solution of her mystery, 
he took It away from the cottage with him, and probably would 
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have retained it ever afterwards if a circumstance had not soon 
happened to cliange his opinion 

He was passing at niglitfall along the Strand, and the lamp- 
lighter w'as going on before him, under wdiose hand tlie street- 
lamps, blurred by the foggy air, burst out one after another, like 
so many blazing sunflow'crs coming into full-blow all at once, — 
when a stoppage on ilic pavement, caused by a train of coal- 
waggons toiling up from the wharv es at tlic river-side, brought 
him to a stand-still He liad been w'alking quickly, and going wntli 
some current of tltought, and tlie sudden check given to both 
operations caused him to look freshly about him, as people under 
such arcumstances usually do 

Immediately, he sav' in advance — a few people intervening, but 
still so near to him that lie could havm touched them by stretching 
out his arm - Tattycorara and a strange man of a remarkable ap- 
pearance a swaggenng man, until a high nose, and a black mous- 
tache as false in its colour as his eyes were false in tlieir expression, 
who wore his hcav'j' cloak witli the air of a foreigner His dress and 
general appearance were those of a man on travel, and he seemed 
to have very recently joined the girl In bending down (being much 
taller tlian she was), listening to whatever she said to him, he looked 
ov'^er his shoulder widi the suspicious glance of -one who was not 
tmused to be mistrustful diat his footsteps might be dogged. It was 
men that Clermam saw his face, as his eyes lowered on die people 
md him in the aggregate, without particularly resting upon 
f>lennam’s face or any other 

He had scarcely turned his head about again, and it was still 
ent down, listemng to the girl, when die stoppage ceased, and 
CO structed stream of people flowed on Still bending his head 
sn istenmg to the girl, he went on at her side, and Clennam fol- 
owe them, resolved to play this unexpected play out, and see 
^bere they went E . 

He had hardly made die determination (diough he was not long 
1 when he was again as suddenly brought up as he had 

stoppage. They turned short into the Adelplu,^ - the 
tn tl?' leading, - and went straight on, as if they were gomg 
^ errace which overhangs the nver 

roar oTV^ ^ways, to this day, a sudden pause in that place to the 
c great thoroughfare The many sounds become so dead- 
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ened that the change is like putting cotton in the ears, or having the 
head thickly mulBed At that time the contrast was far greater, 
there being no small steam-boats on the nver, no landing places 
but shppery wooden stairs and foot-causeways, no railroad on 
the opposite bank, no hanging bndge or fish-market near at hand, 
no traffic on the nearest bridge of stone,^ nothing moving on the 
stream but watermen’s wherries and coal-lighters. Long and broad 
black tiers of the latter, moored fast in the mud as if they were 
never to move agam, made the shore funereal and silent after 
dark, and kept what little water-movement there was, far out to- 
wards nud-stream At any hour later than sunset, and not least at 
that hour when most of the people who have anythmg to eat at 
home are going home to eat it, and when most of those who have 
nothing have hardly yet slunk out to beg or steal, it was a deserted 
place and looked on a deserted scene 

Such was the hour when Clennam stopped at the comer, observ- 
ing the girl and the strange man as they went down the street The 
man’s footsteps were so noisy on the echoing stones that he was 
unwilling to add the sound of his own But when they had passed 
the turning and were in the darkness of the dark comer leading to 
the terrace, he made after tliem with such indifferent appearance 
of being a casual passenger on his way, as he could assume 

When he rounded the dark comer, they were walking along the 
terrace towards a figure which was coming towards them If he 
had seen it by itself, under such conditions of gas-lamp, mist, and 
distance, he might not have known it at first sight, but with 
the figure of the girl to prompt him, he at once recognised 
Miss Wade 

He stopped at the corner, seeming to look back expectantly up 
die street as if he had made an appointment with some one to meet 
him there, but he kept a careful eye on die three When they came 
togcdier, die man took off his hat, and made Miss Wade a bow 
The girl appeared to say a few v/ords as diough she presented him, 
or accounted for his being late, or early, or what not, and then fell 
a pace or so behind, by herself Miss Wade and the man then began 
to walk up and down; the man having the appearance of being 
e* ircmely courteous and complimentary in manner. Miss Wade 
having the appearance of Ixiing extremely haughty. 

When they came down to the comer and turned, she was saying, 
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‘If I pinch myself for it, sir, tliat is my busmess Confine yourself 
to yourS, and ask me no question.’ 

‘By Heaven, ma’am*’ he replied, making her anotlier botv. 
‘It v/as my profound respect for die strengdi of your character, and 
my admiration of your beauty ’ 

‘I want neither the one nor die other from any one,’ said she, ‘ and 
certainly not from you of all creatures Go on with your report.’ 

‘Am I pardoned^’ he asked, with an air of half abashed gallantly. 

‘You are paid,’ she said, ‘and that is all you want ’ 

Whether the girl hung behind because she was not to hear the 
busmess, or as already knowmg enough about it, Clennara could 
not determme. They turned and she turned She looked away at 
the nver, as she walked with her hands folded before her, and that 
was all he could make of her without showing his face There hap- 
pened, by good fortune, to be a lounger really waiting for some 
one, and he sometimes looked over the raihng at the water, and 


sometunes came to the dark comer and looked up the street, ren- 
dering Arthur less conspicuous 

^fiien Miss Wade and the man came back agam, she was saying, 
You must wait imtil to-morrow ’ 

A thousand pardons^’ he returned. ‘My faith* Then it’s not 


convement to-mght^’ 

No I tell you I must get it before I can give it to you ’ 

She stopped in the roadway, as if to put an end to the conference, 
e of course stopped too And the girl stopped 
I^s a httle mconvement,’ said the man ‘A httle But, Holy Blue! 
t s nothmg m such a service I am without money to-night, by 
a good banker m tlus city, buti would not wish to draw^ 
Upon the house until the time when I shall draw for a round sum ’ 
^ ainet, said Miss Wade, ‘arrange with him — this gentleman 
^ere or sendmg him some money to-morrow ’ She said it with 
s ur of the word gentleman which was more contemptuous than 
und walked slowly on 

both f ^gum, and the girl spoke to him as they 

niove(r Clennam ventured to look at the girl as they 

upo ^ could note that her nch black eyes were fastened 

at a\ttr ^ scrutimsmg expression, and that she kept 

^ stance from him, as they walked side by side to the 
end of the terrace 
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A loud and altered clank upon the pavement warned him, before 
he could discern what was passing there, that the man was coming 
back alone. Clennam lounged into the road, towards the railing, 
and the man passed at a quick swing, with the end of his cloak 
thrown over his shoulder, singing a scrap of a French song 

The whole vista had no one m it now but himself The lounger 
had lounged out of view, and Miss Wade and Tattycoram were 
gone More than ever bent on seeing what became of them, and 
on having some information to give his good friend, Mr Meagles, 
he went out at the further end of the terrace, looking cautiously 
about him He rightly judged that, at first at all events, they would 
go in a contrary direction from their late companion He soon saw 
them in a neighbounng bye-street, which was not a thoroughfare, 
evidently allowing time for the man to get well out of their way 
They walked leisurely arm-in-arm down one side of the street, and 
returned on the opposite side When they came back to the street- 
comer, they changed their pace for the pace of people with an 
object and a distance before them, and walked steadily away 
Clennam, no less steadily, kept them in sight. 

They crossed the Strand, and passed through Covent Garden 
(imder the windows of his old lodging where dear Little Hornt 
had come that night), and slanted away north-east, until they 
passed the great building whence Tattycoram denved her name, 
and turned mto the Gray’s Inn Road Clennam was qmte at home 
here, in right of Flora, not to mention the Patnarch and Fancies, and 
kept them in view with ease. He was beginmng to wonder where 
they might be going next, when that wonder was lost in the 
greater wonder with which he saw them turn mto the Patnarchal 
street That wonder was in its turn swallowed up on the greater 
wonder with which he saw them stop at the Patnarchal door A 
low double knock at the bnght brass Imocker, a gleam of light into 
the road from the opened door, a bnef pause for mquiry and answer 
and the door was shut, and they were housed 

After looking at the surrounding objects for assurance that he 
was not in an odd dream, and after paang a little while before the 
house, Arthur knocked at tlie door. It was opened by the usual 
maid-servant, and she showed him up at once, with her usual 
alaenty, to Flora’s sitting-room 

Tliere w^as no one with Flora but Mr F ’s Aunt, which respect- 
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had done with moutlis from ear to car good gracious, and lias she 
her healdi whicli is the first consideration after all for what is 
wealdi witliout it Mr F. himself so often saying when Ins twinges 
came that sixpence a day and find yoursclP and no gout so much 
preferable, not diat he could have lived on anydiing like it being 
the last man or diat die previous little thing diough far too familiar 
an expression now had any tendency of dial sort much too slight 
and small but looked so fragile bless her^' 

Mr F ’s Aunt, who had eaten a piece of toast down to the crust, 
here solemnly handed die crust to Flora, who ate it for her as a 
matter of business. Mr F.’s Aunt then moistened her ten fingers in 
slow succession at her lips, and wiped them m exactly the same 
order on the white handkerchief, then took the other piece of toast, 
and fell to work upon it. While pursuing this routine, she looked 
at Clennam vuth an expression of such intense seventy that he felt 
obliged to look at her in return, against his personal inchnations 
‘She IS, in Italy, widi all her family, Flora,’ he said, when the 
dreaded lady v/as occupied again 

‘In Italy is she really^’ said Flora, ‘with the grapes growmg 
everywhere and lava necklaces and bracelets too that land of poetry 
with burning mountains picturesque beyond bebef though if the 
organ-boys come away from the neighbourhood not to be scorched 
nobody can wonder being so young and bnngmg thar white mice 
with them most humane, and is she really in that favoured land 
with nothing but blue about her and dying gladiators^ and Belve- 
deres® though Mr F. himself did not believe for his objection 
when in spints was that the images could not be true there being 
no medium between expensive quantities of hnen badly got up and 
all in creases and none whatever, which certainly does not seem 
probable though perhaps in consequence of the extremes of rich 
and poor which may account for it ’ 

Arthur tned to edge a word in, but Flora humed on again 
‘Venice Preserved® too,’ said she, ‘I think you have been there 
IS It well or ill preserved for people differ so and Maccarom if they 
really eat it like the conjurors why not cut it shorter, you are ac- 
quainted Arthur — dear Doyce and Clennam at least not dear and 
most assuredly not Doyce for I have not the pleasure but pray 
excuse me - acquainted I beheve with Mantua what has it got to 
do with Mantua-making for I never have been able to conceive^’ 
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‘I believe tliere is no connection. Flora, between tile two/ 
Arthur was beginning, when she caught him up again 

‘Upon your word no isn’t tlicrc I nei'^cr did but that’s like me I 
run away v,uth an idea and having none to spare 1 keep it, alas 
tliere ivas a time dear Anhur tint is to sa} deadcdly not dear nor 
Arthur neither but you understand me 111100 one bnghi idea gilded 
the what’s-his-name horwon of ct cetera but it is darkly clouded 
now and all is over.’ 


Ardiur’s increasing wish to speak of something very different 
was by tins tune so plainly v ntten on his face, that Flora stopped 
in a tender look, and asked him V'hat it was^ 

I have the greatest desire, Flora, to speak to some one who is 
now in tins house — with Mr Casby no doubt- Some one whom I 
saw come in, and v'ho, in a misguided and deplorable way, lias 
deserted die house of a friend of mine.’ 

^ sees so many and such odd people,’ said Flora, rising, 

at I shouldn’t venture to go dottn for any one but you Arthur 
nt for )ouT would willingl} go down in a dmng-bcll much more 
\ come back directly if you’ll mind and at 

e s^e time not mind Mr F.’s Aunt while I'm gone.’ 

ith those w'ords and a parting glance. Flora bustled out, 
Ciennam under dreadful apprehension of tins terrible 


e first \'anation which manifested itself in Mr F.’s Aunt’s 
eraeanour when she had finished her piece of toast, was a loud 
pro onged smff Finding it impossible to avoid construing this 
onstration into a defiance of himself, ns gloomy sigmficance 
unmistakable, Ciennam looked plaintively at tlie excellent 
prejudiced lady from whom it emanated, in the hope that 
might be disarmed by a meek submission 

hostihty^ ^ Aunt, shivenng witli 

*Tti > ^ that 

boon crust of the piece of toast Ciennam accepted die 

pressure gratitude, and held it in his hand under the 

MrF’s^^ ^ embarrassment, which was not relieved when 

voice into a cry of considerable power, 
to ^ V ^ proud stomach, this chap' He’s too proud a 
bst so eommg out of her chair, shook her venerable 

®ry c ose to his nose as to tickle the surface. But for the 
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timely return of Flora, to find him in this difficult situation, further 
consequences might have ensued. Flora, witliout the least discom- 
posure or surprise, but congratulating the old lady in an approving 
manner on being ‘very lively to-night’, handed her back to her 
chair. 

‘He has a proud stomach, this chap,’ said Mr F.’s relation, on 
being reseated ‘Give him a meal of chaff*’ 

‘Oh* I don’t think he would like tliat, aunt,’ returned Flora 
‘Give him a meal of chaff, I tell you,’ said Mr F ’s Aunt, glanng 
round Flora on her enemy ‘It’s the only thing for a proud stomach 
Let him eat up eve:^' morsel. Drat him, give him a meal of chaff* 
Under a general pretence of helping him to this refreshment. 
Flora got him out on the staircase; Mr F ’s Aunt even then con- 
stantly reiterating, "uoth inexpressible bitterness, tliat he was a 
chap,’ and had a ‘proud stomach,’ and over and over again insisting 
on that equine provision being made for him which she had already 
so strongly presenbed. 

‘Such an inconvenient staircase and so many corner-stairs 
Arthur,’ whispered Flora, ‘v/ould you object to putting your arm 
round me under my pelenne^’’ 

With a sense of going down-stairs in a highly-ndiculous manner, 
Clennam descended m the required attitude, and only released 
his fair burden at die dining-room door, indeed, even there she was 
rather difficult to be got rid of, remaining in his embrace to mur- 
mur, ‘Arthur, for mercy’s sake, don’t breathe it to papa*’ 

She accompanied Arthur into the room, where the Patriarch 
sat alone, with lus list shoes on the fender, twirling his thumbs as 
if he had never left off The youthful Patriarch, aged ten, looked 
out of his picture-frame above him with no calmer air than he 
Both smooth heads were alike beaming, blundering, and bumpy 
‘Mr Clennam, I am glad to see you I hope you are well, sir, 
I hope you are well Please to sit down, please to sit down ’ 

‘I had hoped, sir,’ said Clennam, doing so, and looking round 
with a face of blank disappointment, ‘not to find you alone ’ 

‘Ah, indeed^’ said the Patnarch, sweetly ‘Ah, indeed^’ 

‘I told you so you know papa/ cned Flora 
‘Ah, to be sure*’ returned the Patnarch ‘Yes, just so Ah, to 
be sure*’ 

‘Pray, sir,’ demanded Clennam, anxiously, ‘is Miss Wade gone^’ 
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‘Miss Oh, you call her Wade/ returned Mr Casby. ‘Higlily 
proper.’ 

Arthur quickly returned, ‘What do you call her^’ 

‘Wade,’ said Mr Casby ‘Oh, always Wade ’ 

After looking at the philanthropic visage and the long silky 
- white hair for a few seconds, during which Mr Casby twirled his 
thumbs, and smiled at the fire as if he were benevolently wishing 
It to bum him that he might forgive it, Aurthur began 
‘I beg your pardon, Mr Casby -’ 

‘Not so, not so,’ said the Patriarch, ‘not so ’ 

- But, Miss Wade had an attendant with her — a young woman 
brought up by friends of mine, over whom her influence is not 
considered very salutary, and to whom I should be glad to have 
the opportumty of givmg the assurance that she has not yet for- 
feited the mterest of those protectors ’ 

^Really, really?’ returned the Patnarch 

Will you therefore be so good as to give me the address of Miss 
Wade?’ 

Dear, dear, dear!’ said tlie Patnarcli, ‘how very unfortunate! 
you had only sent m to me when they were here! I observed the 
^ung woman, Mr Clennam A fine full-coloured young woman, 
ennam, with-very dark hair and very dark eyes If I mistake 

not, if I mistake not 

^^ur assented, and said once more witli new expression, ‘If 

you would be so good as to give me the address ’ 

.rj, '^oar, dear!’ exclaimed the Patnarch in sweet regret 

^ what a pity> I have no address, sir 

for ^ ^ ^ niostly lives abroad, Mr Clennam She has done so 

a IS (if I may say so of a feUow-creature and 

her f uncertain to a fault, Mr Clennam I may not see 

a ^ ^ong time I may never see her again What 

^ pity, what a pity 1’ ^ 

now, that he had as much hope of getting assis- 
theless ° Portrait as out of the Patnarch, but he said neVer- 

satisfaction of the friends I have 
sider it^ ’ ^ under any obhgation of secrecy that you may con- 
mg Miss^W impose, give me any information at aU touch- 

a I have seen her abroad, and I have seen her at 
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home, but I know notlimg of her Could you give me any account 
of her whatever^’ 

‘None,’ returned the Patnarch, shaking his big head with his ut- 
most benevolence. ‘None at all Dear, dear, dear' What a real pity 
tliat she stayed so short a time, and you delayed* As confidential 
agency business, agency business, I have occasionally paid this 
lady money, but what satisfaction is it to you, sir, to know 
that^’ 

‘Truly, none at all,’ said Clennam 

‘Truly,’ assented the Patnarch, with a shining face as he 
philanthropically smiled at the fire, ‘none at all, sir. You hit the 
wise answer, Mr Clennam Truly, none at all, sir ’ 

His turning of his smooth thumbs over one anodier as he sat 
there, was so typical to Clennam of the way in which he would 
make the subject revolve if it were pursued, never showing any 
new part of it nor allowing it to make the smallest advance, that 
It did much to help to convince him of his labour having been in 
vain He might have taken any time to think about it, for Mr Casby, 
well accustomed to get on anywhere by leaving everything to his 
bumps and his white hair, knew his strength to he in silence So 
diere Casby sat, twirling and twirlmg, and making his polished 
head and forehead look largely benevolent in every knob 

With this spectacle before him, Arthur had nsen to go, when 
from the inner Dock where the good slup Pancks was hove down 
when out in no cruising ground, the noise was heard of that steamer 
labounng towards him It struck Arthur that the noise began de- 
monstratively far off, as though Mr Pancks sought to impress on 
any one who might happen to think about it, that he was working 
on from out of heanng 

Mr Pancks and he shook hands, and the former brought his 
employer a letter or two to sign. Mr Pancks in shaking hands merely 
scratched his eyebrow with his left forefinger and snorted once, but 
Clennafn, who understood him better now than of old, compre- 
hended that he had almost done for the evening and wished to say 
a word to him outside Therefore, when he had taken his leave of 
Mr Casby, and (which was a more difficult process) of Flora, he 
sauntered in the neiglibourhood on Mr Pancks’s line of road 

He had waited but a short time when Mr Pancks appeared Mr 
Pancks shaking hands agam with another expressive snort, and 
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taking off his hat to put his hair up, Arthur tliought he received his 
cue to speak to him as one who knew pretty well wliat had just 
now passed Tliercfore he said, w ithout any preface 
‘1 suppose tliey were really gone, Pancks^’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Pancks ‘They were really gone ’ 

‘Does he know where to find that lady?’ 

‘ Can’t say. I should think so ’ 

klr Pancks did not^ No, Mr Pancks did not Did Mr Pancks 
know anjnhing about her^ 

‘I expect,’ rqomed tliat w'onlty, ‘I know as much about her as 
she knows about herself She is somebody’s child — anybody’s - 
nobody’s Put her in a room in London here wotli any six people 
old enou^ to be her parents, and her parents may be tliere for 
anything she knows They may be m any house she sees, tliey may 
be m any churchyard she passes, she may run against ’em m any 
street, she may make cliance acquaintance of ’em at any time, and 
never know it She knows notliing about ’em She knows nothing 
about any relative whatever. Never did. Never will ’ 

^Mr Casby could enhghten her, perhaps^’ 

May be,’ said Pancks T expect so, but don’t know He has long 
had money (not overmudi as I make out) in trust to dole out to 
- ^'W'hen she can’t do without It Sometimes she’s proud and won’t 
touch It for a length of tune; sometimes she’s so poor that she must 
have It. She wnthes under her life A woman more angry, passion- 
ate, reckless, and revengeful never lived She came for money to- 
Said she had peculiar occasion for it ’ 
think,’ observed Clennara musing, T by chance know what 
~ I mean into whose pocket the money is to go ’ 
to Kp Pancks ‘If it’s a compact, I recommend that party 

exact in it I wouldn’t trust myself to that woman, young and 
n omegas she is, if I had wronged her, no, not for twnce my 
Unless,’ Pancks added as a saving clause, ‘I 
^ ugermg illness on me, and wanted to get it over.’ 

It to imtoedly reviewing his own observation of her, found 
^ pretty nearly with Mr Pancks’s view 
for m ^ pursued Pancks, ‘that she has never done 

eanla^ P^^poetor, as the only person connected with her story she 
that I ° ° Mentioning that, I may tell you, between ourselves, 
sometimes tempted to do for him myself’ 
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Arthur started and said, ‘Dear me, Pancks, don’t say that^’ 
‘Understand me/ said Pancks, extending five cropped coaly 
finger-nails on Ajihur’s arm; ‘I don’t mean, cut lus throat. But by 
all that’s preaous, if he goes too far. I’ll cut his hair* ’ 

Having exhibited himself m the new light of enunaating this 
tremendous threat, Mr Pancks, with a countenance of grave import, 
snorted several times and steamed away 


CHAPTER 10 

The Treams of Mrs Flmtwmch thicken 

The shady waiting-rooms of the Circumlocution Office, v/here 
he passed a good deal of time in company with vanous trouble- 
some Convicts who v/ere under sentence to be broken abve on that 
v/heel, had afforded Arthur Clennam ample leisure, m three or 
four successive days, to exhaust the subject of his late glimpse of 
Miss Wade and Tattycoram. He had been able to make no more 
of it and no less of it, and in this unsatisfactory condmon he v/as 
fain to leave it. 

During this space he had not been to his mother’s dismal old 
house. One of his customary evenings for repairing thither now 
coming round, he left his dwelling and his partner at nearly nine 
o’cloclc, and slovdy v/alked m the direction of that gnm home of 
his youth. 

It always affected his imagination as wrathful, mysterious, and 
sad; and his imagination was sufficiently impressible to see the 
v/hole neighbourhood under some tinge of its dark shadow. As he 
v/ent along, upon a dreary night, the dim streets by v/hich he v/ent, 
seemed all depositones of oppressive secrets The deserted count- 
ing-houses, v/ith their secrets of books and papers locked up m 
chests and safes; the banking-houses, with their secrets of strong 
rooms and v/ells, the keys of which v/ere in a very few secret 
pockets and a very fev/ secret breasts; the secrets of all the dispersed 
grinders in the vast mill, among whom there v/ere doubtless plun- 
derers, forgers, and trust-betrayers of many sorts, whom the light 
of any day that dawned might reveal; he could have fanaed that 
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^ese things, in hiding, imparted a licavincss to the air Tlic shndov' 
thidvcning and thickening as he approadied its source, he tliought 
of the secrets of the lonely cliurch-vaults, where the people who 
had hoarded and secreted in iron coffers were in their turn similarly 
hoarded, not yet at rest from doing harm; and then of the secrets of 
the nver, as it rolled its turbid tide berween nvo frowning wilder- 
nesses of secrets, extending, thick and dense, for many miles, and 
warding off the free air and die free country swept by winds and 
wings of birds 

The shadow still darkening as he drew near the house, die melan- 
choly room which his iadier had once occupied, haunted by the ap- 
pealing face he had liimsclf seen fade aumy with him when there 
was no other watcher by die bed, arose before liis mind Its close 
air was secret. The gloom, and must, and dust of die whole tene- 
ment, were secret At the heart of it his mother presided, inflcMble 
efface, mdomitable of will, firmly holding all die secrets of her own 
and Ins fatlier’s life, and austerely opposing herself, front to front, 
to the great final secret of all life 

He had turned mto the narrow and steep street from which the 
court of enclosure wherein the house stood opened, when anodier 
footstep turned into it behind liim, and so close upon his own that 
he was jostled to the wall As lus mind w'as teeming widi diese 
dioughts, the encounter took him altogether unprepared, so that 
die other passenger had had time to say, boisterously, ‘Pardon* 
h<ot my fault*’ and to pass on before the mstant had elapsed which 
Was requisite to bis recovery of the realities about him 
^^hen that moment had flashed away, he saw that the man stnd- 
on before him was the man who had been so much in his mind 
during the last few days It was no casual resemblance, helped out 
by the force of the impression the man made upon him It was the 
the man he had followed m company with the girl, and whom 
chad overheard talkmg to Miss Wade 
The street was a shcirp descent and was crooked too, and the 
(who although not drunk had the air of bemg flushed with 
steong dnnk) went down it so fast that Clennam lost him as 
be looked at him With no defined intention of foUowmg him, but 
^th an impulse to keep the figure in view a httle longer, Clennam 
^dtened his pace to pass the twist in the street which hid him from 
^ On turmng it, he saw the man no more 


1 
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Standing now, close to tlte gateway of his motlier’s house, he 
looked down tlie street but it was empty There was no projecting 
shadow large enough to obscure the man, there was no turning 
near that he could have taken; nor had there been any audible 
sound of the opening and closing of a door Neverdieless, he con- 
cluded that the man must have had a key in his hand, and must have 
opened one of the many house-doors and gone in 

Ruminating on tlus strange chance and strange glimpse, he 
turned into the court-yard As he looked, by mere habit, towards 
the feebly lighted windows of his mother’s room, his eyes en- 
countered the figure he had just lost, standing against the iron 
railings of the little waste enclosure looking up at those windows 
and laughing to himself. Some of the many vagrant cats v/ho were 
always prowling about diere by night, and who had taken fnght 
at him, appeared to have stopped when he had stopped, and were 
looking at him with eyes by no means unlike his own from tops 
of v/alls and porches, and other safe points of pause He had only 
halted for a moment to entertain himself thus, he immediately 
went forward, throwing the end of his cloak off his shoulder as he 
went, ascended the unevenly sunken steps, and knocked a sounding 
knock at the door 

Clennara’s surprise was not so absorbing but that he took his 
resolution without any incertitude He went up to the door too, 
and ascended the steps too His fnend looked at him with a brag- 
gart air, and sang to himself* 

‘Who passes by this road so late^ 

Compagnon de la Majolaine, 

Who passes by this road so late^ 

Always gay I’ 

After which he knocked again 

‘You are impatient, sir,’ said Arthur. 

‘I am, sir Death of my life, sir,’ returned the stranger, ‘it’s my 
character to be impauent' ’ 

The sound of Mistress Affery cautiously chaining the door be- 
fore she opened it, caused them both to look that way Aifery 
opened it a very little, with a flaring candle m her hands and asked 
who was that, at that time of night, with that knock! ‘Why, 
Arthur!’ she added with astonishment, seeing him first. ‘Not you 
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sure^ Ah, Lord save us! No,’ she cned out, seeing tlie other ‘Him 
again!’ 

‘It’s true* Him agam, dear Mrs Fimtwincb,’ cned the stranger 
‘Open the door, and let me take my dear friend Jeremiah to ray 
arms! Open the door, and let me hasten myself to embrace my 
Fhntwmchl’ 

He’s not at home,’ cned Aifety 

‘Fetch him!’ cned the stranger ‘Fetch my Flmtwmch* Tell 
bim that it Is his old Blandois, who comes from amving m England, 
teU him that it is his bttle boy who is here, his cabbage, his well- 
beloved* Open the door, beautifiil Mrs Fhntwmch, and in the 
meantime let me to pass upstairs, to present my comphments - 
homage of Blandois — to my lady* My lady hves always^ It is well 
Open then*’ 

To Arthur’s mcreased surpnse, Mistress Affery, stretching her 
^es Wide at himself, as tf in wammg that this "was not a gentleman 
w him to mterfere with, drew back the cham, and opened ihe door 
fhe stranger, without ceremony, walked mto the hall, leaving 
Arthur to follow him. 

Despatch then! Achievethen* Brmgmy Fhntwmch* Announce 
me^to my lady!’ cned the stranger, clanking about the stone floor 
Pray tell me, Affery,’ said Arthur aloud and sternly, as he sur- 
veyed him from head to foot with mdignation, ‘who is this 
gentleman 

Pray teU me, Aifery,’ the stranger repeated m his turn, ‘who - 
3 ha, ha! - who is this gentleman^’ 

The voice of Mrs Clennam opportunely called from her cham- 

er above, 'Affery, let them both come'up Arthur, come straight 
tome!’ 

exclaimed Blandois, taking off his hat at arm’s length, 
^ nngmg his heels together from a great stride in makmg him 
^ ounshing bow ‘The son of my lady^ I am the all-devoted of 
«eson of my lady!’ 

looked at him agam in no more flattering manner than 
°re, and, turning on his heel vnthout acknowledgment, went 
^stairs The visitor followed him up-stairs Mistress Affery took 
^ from behind the door, and deftly sbpped out to fetch her 

bystander, informed of the previous appearance of Monsieur 
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Blandois m that room, would liave observed a difference in Mrs 
Clennam’s present reception of him Her face v/as not one to be- 
tray It, and her suppressed manner, and her set voice, were equally 
under her control It v/holly consisted in her never taking her eyes 
off his face from the moment of his entrance, and in her twice or 
thnee, when he v/as becoming noisy, sv/aying herself a very little 
forv/ard in the chair in which she sat upright, witli her hands im- 
movable upon Its elbows; as if she gave him the assurance that he 
should be presently heard at any length he would Arthur did not 
fail to observe this; though the difference between the present 
occasion and the former was not within his power of observation 
‘Madame,’ said Blandois, ‘do me the honour to present me to 
Monsieur, your son It appears to me, madame, that Monsieur, 
your son, is disposed to complain of me He is not polite ’ 

‘Sir,’ said Arthur, staking in expeditiously, ‘whoever you are, 
and however you come to be here, if I were the master of this 
house I would lose no time in placing you on the outside of it ’ 
‘But you are not,’ said his mother, without looking at him 
‘Unfortunately for the gratification of your unreasonable temper, 
you are not the master, Artliur.’ 

‘I make no claim to be, mother. If I object to this person’s 
manner of conducting himself here, and object to it so much, that 
if I had any authority here I certainly would not suffer him to re- 
main a minute, I object on your account.’ 

‘In the case of objection being necessary,’ she returned, ‘I could 
object for myself. And of course I should ’ 

The subject of their dispute, who had seated himself, laughed 
aloud, and rapped his legs with his hand 

‘You have no right,’ said Mrs Clennam, always intent on Blan- 
dois, hov/ever directly she addressed her son, ‘to speak to the 
prejudice of any gentleman (least of all a gentleman from another 
country), because he does not conform to your standard, or square 
his behaviour by your rules It is possible that the gentleman may, 
on similar grounds, object to you ’ 

‘I hope so,’ returned Arthur 

‘The gentleman,’ pursued Mrs Clennam, ‘on a former occasion 
brought a letter of recommendation to us from highly esteemed 
and responsible correspondents I am perfectly unacquamted with 
the gentleman’s obj'ect in corrung here at present. I am enurely 
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Ignorant of it, and cannot be supposed bkely to be able to fonn 
the remotest guess at its nature,’ her habitual frown became stron- 
ger, as she very slowly and weightily emphasised those words, 
'but, when the gendeman proceeds to explam his object, as I shall 
beg him to have the goodness to do to myself and Flmtwinch, when 
Flintvnnch returns, it will prove, no doubt, to be one more or less 
in tile usual way of our busmess, which it will be both our busmess 
and our pleasure to advance It can be nothmg else ’ 

‘We shall see, madame'’ said the man of busmess 
‘We shall see,’ she assented ‘The gendeman is acquamted with 
Flmtwinch, and when the gentleman was in London last, I re- 
member to have heard that he and Flmtwinch had some entertain- 
ment or good-fellowship together I am not m the way of knowmg 
much that passes outside this room, and the jmgle of httle worldly 
dungs beyond at does not much interest me, but I remember to 
have heard that’ 


'Right, madame. It is true ’ He laughed agam, and whistled 
the burden of the tune he had sung at the door 

Therefore, Arthur,’ said his mother, ‘the gendeman comes 
^ere as an acquaintance, and no stranger, and it is much to be re- 
gretted that your unreasonable temper should have found offence 
in him. I regret it I say so to the gendeman You will not say so, 
I know, therefore I say it for myself and Flmtwmch, smce with us 
two die gendeman’s business hes ’ 

The key of the door below was now heard m the lock, and the 
door was heard to open and close In due sequence Mr Fhntwmch 
appeared, on whose entrance the visitor rose from his chair, laugh- 
^'’S^ud, and folded him m a close embrace 

How goes It, my chenshed fnend*’ said he ‘How goes the 
'^orld, my Flmtwinch^ Rose-coloured So much the better, so 
much the better^ Ah, but you look charming’ All, but you look 
}oung and fresh as the flowers of Springl Ah, good little boy I 
orave cmld, brave child!’ 

While heaping these compliments on Mr Flmtwincli, he rolled 
tun about with a hand on eacli of his shoulders, until the stagger- 
mgs of that gentleman, who under die arcumstances "was dr^^er 

more twisted than e\'er, were like diose of a teetotum nearly 
Spent 

I had a presentiment, last time, diat we should be better and 



602 


LITTLE DORRIT 


more intimately acquainted Is it coming on you, Flintwinch^ Is it 
yet coming on?’ 

‘Why, no, sir,’ retorted Mr Flintwinch. ‘Not unusually. Hadn’t 
you better be seated ^ You have been calling for some more of that 
port, sir, I guess?’ 

‘Ah, Little joker! Little pig*’ cned the visitor. ‘Ha ha ha hal’ 
And throwing Mr Fhntv/inch away, as a closing piece of raillery, 
he sat down agam 

The amazement, suspiaon, resentment, and shame^ with which 
Arthur looked on at all this, struck him dumb. Mr Flintwinch, who 
had spun backward some two or three yards under the impetus last 
given to him, brought himself up with a face completely imchanged 
in Its stolidity except as it was affected by shortness of breath, and 
looked hard at Arthur Not a whit less reticent and wooden was 
Mr Fhntwmch outwardly, than in the usual course of things 
the only perceptible difference in him being that the knot of cravat 
which v/as generally under his ear, had worked round to the back 
of his head, where it formed an ornamental appendage not unlike a 
bagwig,^ and gave him something of a courtly appearance. 

As Mrs Clennam never removed her eyes from Blandois (on 
whom they had some effect, as a steady look has on a lower sort of 
dog), so Jeremiah never removed his from Arthur. It was as if they 
bad taatly agreed to take their different provinces Thus, m the 
ensuing silence, Jeremiah stood scraping his chin and looking at 
Arthur as though he v/ere trying to screv; his thoughts out of him 
with an instrument. 

After a little, the visitor, as if he felt the silence irksome, rose, 
and impatiently put himself with his back to the sacred fire which 
had burned through so many years Thereupon Mrs Clennam said, 
moving one of her hands for the first time, and moving it very 
slightly with an action of disnussal. 

‘Please to leave us to our business, Arthur.’ 

‘Mother, I do so with reluctance.’ 

‘Never mmd v/ith what,’ she returned, ‘or with what not Please 
to leave us Come back at any other time v/hen you may consider 
It a duty to bury half an hour wearily here. Good night,’ 

She held up her muffled fingers that he might touch tliem with 
his, according to their usual custom, and he stood over her wheeled 
chair to touch her face with his lips He thought, then, that her 
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cheek v/as more strained than usual, and that it was colder As he 
followed the direction of her eyes, in rising again, towards Mr 
Fhntwinch’s good friend, Mr Blandois, Mr Blandois snapped his 
finger and thumb with one loud contemptuous snap. 

‘I leave your— your business acquaintance in my mother’s room, 
Mr Fhntwinch,’ said Clennam, ‘with a great deal of surpnse and a 
great deal of unwilhngness ’ 

The person referred to snapped his finger and thumb again 
‘Good mght, mother.’ 

‘Good night,’ 

‘I had a foend once, my good comrade Fhntwinch,’ said Blan- 
dois, standing astride before the fire, and so evidently saying it to 
arrest Clennam’s retreating steps, that he lingered near the door, 
‘I had a friend once, who had heard so much of the dark side of this 
city and its ways, that he v/ouldn’t have confided himself alone by 
night with two people who had an interest in getting him under 
the ground - my faith! not even in a respectable house hke this - 
unless he was bodily too strong for them. Bah! What a poltroon, 
ray Fhntwinch! Eh^’ 

‘A cur, sir.! 

‘Agreed! A cur. But he wouldn’t have done it, ray Fhntwinch, 
unless he had known them to have the will to silence him, widiout 
the power He wouldn’t have drunk from a glass of water under 
such circumstances — not even in a respectable house like this, ray 
Flintwinch — unless he had seen one of them drink first, and swallow 
too*’ 

Disdaining to speak, and indeed not very well able, for he was 
half-choking, Clennam only glanced at the visitor as he passed out 
The visitor saluted him with another parting snap, and his nose 
came down over his moustache and his moustache went up under 
his nose, in an ominous and ugly smile. 

‘For Heaven’s sake, Aifery,’ whispered Clennam, as she opened 
the door for him in the dark hall, and he groped his way to the 
sight of the night-sky, ‘what is going on here^’ 

Her own appearance was sufficiently ghastly, standing m the 
dark with her apron thrown over her head, and speaking behind 
It in a lov/, deadened voice 

‘Don’t ask me anything, Arthur. I’ve been in a dream for ever 
so long Go away* ’ 
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He went out, and she shut the door upon lum He looked up at 
the windows of lus mother’s room, and the dim hght, deadened by 
the yellow bhnds, seemed to say a response after Affery, and to 
mutter, ‘Don’t a^ me anythmg Go away I’ 


CHAPTER I r 

A Letter from Little Dornt 

Deah Mr Clennam, 

As I said in my last that it was best for nobody to wnte to me, 
and as ray sendmg you another htde letter can therefore give you 
no other trouble than the trouble of readmg it (perhaps you may 
not find leisure for even that, though I hope you will some day), 

I am now gomg to devote an hour to writing to you again This 
time, I wnte ftom Rome 

We left Venice before Mr and Mrs Gowan did, but they were 
not so long upon the road as we were, and did not travel by the 
same way, and so when we arrived we found them in a lodgmg 
here, in a place called the Via Gregonana I dare say you know in 
Nowl am gomg to tell you all I can about them, because I know 
diat Is what you most want to hear. Theirs is not a very comfort- 
^le lodging, but perhaps I thought it less so when I first saw it 
than you would have done, because you have been m many differ- 
®it countnes and have seen many different customs Of course it 
Js a far, far better place — millions of tunes — than any I have ever 
been used to tmtii lately, and I fancy I don’t look at it with my 
own eyes, but with hers For it would be easy to see that she has 
always been brou^t up in a tender and happy home, even if she 
tne so with great love for it. 

Well, it IS a rather bare lodgmg up a rather dark common stair- 
^0) and It IS nearly all a large dull room, where Mr Gowan paints 
0 windows are blocked up where any one could look out, and 
^ walls have been all drawn over widi chalk and charcoal by 
^ers who have lived there before- oh, - 1 should think, for yearsl 
IS a curtain more dust~coloured than red, whiHi divides it, 
^ the part behmd the curtam makes the private sittmg-room 
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When I first saw her there she was alone, and her work had fallen 
out of her hand, and she was looking up at the sky shining through 
the tops of the windows Pray do not be uneasy when I tell you, 
but It was not quite so airy, nor so bright, nor so cheerful, nor so 
happy and youthful altogether as I should have liked it to be. 

On account of Mr Gowan’s painting Papa’s picture (which I am 
not quite convinced I should have known from the hkeness if I 
had not seen him doing it), I have had more opportunities of being 
with her since then than I might have had without tins fortunate 
chance She is very much alone Very much alone indeed. 

Shall I tell you about the second time I saw her.^ I went one day, 
when It happened that I could run round by myself, at four or five 
o’clock in the afternoon She was then dimng alone, and her soli- 
tary dinner had been brought in from somewhere, over a kind of 
brazier with a fire in it, and she had no company or prospect of 
company, that I could see, but the old man who had brought it 
He was telling her a long story (of robbers outside the walls being 
taken up by a stone statue of a Saint), to entertain her - as he said 
to me when I came out, ‘because he had a daughter of his own, 
though she was not so pretty.’ 

I ought now to mention Mr Gowan, before I say what little more 
I have to say about her. He must admire her beauty, and he must 
be proud of her, for everybody praises it, and he must be fond of 
her, and I do not doubt that he is — but in his way. You know his 
way, and if it appears as careless and discontented in your eyes as 
It does in mine, I am not wrong in thinking that it might be better 
suited to her If it does not seem so to you, I am quite sure I am 
wholly mistaken, for your unchanged poor child confides m your 
knowledge and goodness more than she could ever tell you if she 
v/as to try But don’t be frightened, I am not going to try 

Owing (as I think, if you think so too) to Mr Gowan’s unsettled 
and dissausfied way, he applies himself to his profession veiy bttle 
He does nothing steadily or patiently, but equally takes things 
up and throws them down, and does them, or leaves them undone, 
without caring about them When I have heard him talking to 
Papa during the sittings for the picture, I have sat wondering 
whether it could be that he has no belief in anybody else, because 
he has no belief in himself. Is it so ^ I wonder what you will say 
when you come to tins* I know how you will look, and I can 
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almost hear die voice in whicli you would tell roe on die Iron 
Bndge. 

Mr Gowan goes out a good deal among what is considered the 
best company here— though he does not look as if he enjoyed it or 
liked It when he is with it — and she sometimes accompanies him, 
but lately she has gone out very little I think I have noticed that 
they have an mconsistent way of speaking about her, as if she had 
made some great self-mterested success m marrymg Mr Gowan, 
diou^, at the same time, die very same people, would not have 
dreamed of takmg him for themselves or dieir daughters Then he 
goes mto the country besides, to dunk about making sketches, and 
m all places where there are visitors, he has a large acquamtance 
and is very well known Besides all dus, he has a fnend who is much 
m his society both at home and away from home, though he treats 
this fnend very coolly and is very uncertain in his behaviour to him 
I am quite sure (because she has told me so), that she does not like 
this friend He is so revoltmg to me, too, that his bemg away from 
here, at present, is quite a relief to my mmd How much more to 
hers* 


But what I particularly want you to know, and why I have re- 
solved to tell you so much while I am afraid it may make you a htde 
imcomfortable without occasion, is this She is so true and so de- 
voted, and knows so completely that all her love and duty are his 
Or ever, that you may be certam she will love him, admire him, 
praise him, and conceal all his faults, until she dies I believe she 
^nceals them, and always will conceal them, even from herself. 

e has given him a heart that can never be taken back; and how- 
^er much he may try it, he will never wear out its affection You 
I ^ T ^ y'^ri know everythmg, far far better than 

’ ut cannot help teUing you what a nature she shows, and that 
never think too well of her 

called her by her name in this letter, but we are 
she s ^ when we are quietly together, and 

the name — I mean, not my Christian name, but 

When she began to call me Amy, I told her 
always called me Little Domt I 
sn cU ^ name was much dearer to me than any other, and 
p 4 ' r.ttl= Domt too 

^ Ps you have not heard from her father or mother yet, and 
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may not know that she has a baby son He was bom only two days 
ago, and just a week after they came It has made them very happy. 
However, I must tell you, as I am to tell you all, that I fancy tliey 
are under a constraint with Mr Gowan, and that they feel as if his 
mocking way with them was sometimes a slight given to their 
love for her It was but yesterday, when I was there, that I saw Mr 
Meagles change colour, and get up and go out, as if he was afraid 
that he might say so, unless he prevented himself by that means 
Yet I am sure they are both so considerate, good-humoured, and 
reasonable, that he might spare them It is hard in him not to dunk 
of them a little more 

I stopped-at the last full stop to read all tins over- It looked at 
first as if I was taking on myself to understand and explain so much, 
that I was half inclined not to send it. But when I thought it over a 
httle, I felt more hopeful for your knowing at once that I had only 
been watchful for you, and had only noticed what I think I have 
noticed, because I was quickened by your interest m it- Indeed, you 
may be sure that is the truth 

And now I have done with the subject in the present letter, and 
have little left to say. 

We are all quite well, and Fanny improves every day You can 
hardly think how kind she is to me, and what pains she takes with 
me She has a lover, who has followed her, first all the way from 
Switzerland, and then all the way from Venice, and who has just 
confided to me that he means to follow her everywhere I was 
much confused by his speaking to me about it, but he would I did 
not know what to say, but at last I told him that I thought he had 
better not For Fanny (but I did not tell him this) is mucli too 
spirited and clever to suit him Still, he said he would, all the same 
I have no lover, of course. 

K you should ever get so far as this in this long letter, you will 
perhaps say. Surely Little Dornt will not leave off without telhng 
me something about her travels, and surely it is time she did I 
think It is indeed, but I don’t know what to tell you Since we left 
Venice we have been in a great many wonderful places, Genoa and 
Florence among them, and have seen so many wonderful sights, 
that I am almost giddy when I think what a crowd they make 
But you can tell me so much more about them tlian I can tell you, 
that why I should tue you with my accounts and descnptions^ 
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Dear Mr Clennam, as I had die courage to tell you what the 
familiar difficulties in my travelling mind were before, I will not 
be a coward now One of my frequent thoughts is this — Old as 
these aties are, their age itself is hardly so cunous, to my reflections, 
as that they should have been in dieir places all dirough those days 
when I did not even know of the existence of more than two or 
three of them, and wheh I scarcely knew of anything outside our 
old walls There is something melancholy m it, and I don’t know 
why When we went to see the famous leanmg tower at Pisa, it 
was a bnght sunny day, and it and the buildings near it looked so 
old, and the earth and the sky looked so young, and its shadow on 
the ground was so soft and reared! I could not at first thmk how 
beaunfiil it was,^or how cunous, but I tliought, ‘O how many 
times when the shadow of the wall was falling on our room, and 
when that weary tread of feet was going up and dowm tlie yard — 
ow many ames this place was just as quiet and lovely as it is 
to-dayt It quite overpowered me My heart was so full that tears 
uist out of my eyes, though I did what I could to restrain them 
And I have the same feehng often — often 

Do you know that sincfe the change in our fortunes, though I 
appear to myself to have dreamed more tlian before, I have always 
reamed of myself as very young indeed’ I am not very old, you 
niay say No, but that is rtot what I mean I have always dreamed 
o myself as a child learmng to do needlework I have often 
reamed of myself as back there, seeing faces in the yard litde 
own, ^d which I should have thought I had qiute forgotten, 
^ut, as often as not, I have been abroad here — in Switzerland, or 
Italy — somewhere where we have been — yet always as 
ttt e child I have dreamed of gomg down to Mrs General, 
^ P^!^ohes on my clothes m which I can first remem- 
gj. I have over and over again dreamed of taking my place 

^ nner at Vemce when we have had a large company, m the 

Vea'^^llF poor mother which I wore when I was eight 

^ ° > and wore long after it was threadbare and would mend 
more t has been a great distress to me to dunk how irreconcil- 
^ ® company would consider it with my father’s wealth, and 

bv^ 1 displease and disgrace hun and Fanny and Edward 
^my disclosmg what they wished to keep secret But I have 
grown out of the htde child in thinking of it, and at the 
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self-same moment I have dreamed that I have sat widi the heart- 
ache at table, calculating the expenses of the dinner, and quite 
distracting myself v.ntli thinking how they were ever to be made 
good I have never dreamed of the change in our fortunes itself, 
I have never dreamed of your coming back with me that memorable 
morning to break it, I have never even dreamed of you 

Dear Mr Clennam, it is possible that I have thought of you - and 
others — so much by day, that I have no thoughts left to v/ander 
round you by night For I must now confess to you that I suffer 
from home-sickness — that I long so ardently and eamestl)^ for 
home, as sometimes, v/hen no one sees me, to pine for it I cannot 
bear to turn my face further away from it My heart is a little liglR" 
ened when v/e turn tov/ards it, even for a few miles, and with the 
knowledge that we are soon to turn av/ay again So dearly do I love 
the scene of my poverty and your kindness. O so dearly, O so 
dearly! 

Heaven knows when your poor child vdll see England again 
We are all fond of the life here (except me), and diere are no plans 
for our return My dear father talks of a visit to London late m 
this next spring, on some affairs connected with the property, but 
I have no hope that he will bnng me with him 

I have tned to get on a little better under Mrs General’s instruc- 
tion, and I hope I am not qiute so dull as I used to be I have begun 
to speakr and understand, almost easily, the hard languages I toH 
you about. I did not remember, at the moment when I wrote last, 
that you knew them both, but I remembered it afterwards, and it 
helped me on God bless you, dear Mr Clennam Do not forget 
your ever grateful and affectionate 

Little Dorrit 

PS. — Particularly remember that Minnie Gowan deserves the 
best remembrance in v/hich you can hold her. You cannot think 
too generously or too highly of her. I forgot Mr Pancks last time. 
Please, if you should see him, give him your Little Domt’s kind 
regard He was very good to Little D 
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house open for the passage through it of a stream of visitors A few 
of these took affable possession of the estd6lishment. 'Three or 
four ladies of distmction and hvehness used to say to one another, 
‘Let us dine at our dear Merdle’s next Thursday Whom shall we 
have?’ Our dear Merdle would then receive his mstructions, and 
would sit heavily among the company at table and wander lump- 
ishly about his drawmg-rooms afterwards, only remarkable for 
appearing to have nothing to do with the entertainment beyond 
bemg m its way. 

The Chief Butler, the Avengmg Spirit of this great man’s life, 
relaxed nothing of his seventy. He looked on at these dmners when 
the bosom was not there, as he looked on at other dinners when 
the bosom was there; and his eye was a basilisk to Mr Merdle He 
was a hard man, and would never bate an ounce of plate or a bottle 
of wme. He would not allow a dmner to be given, unless it was up 
to his mark. He set forth the table for his own digmty. If the guests 
chose to partake of what was served, he saw no objection, but it 
was served for the maintenance of his rank. As he stood by the 
sideboard he seemed to announce, ‘I have accepted office to look 
at this which is now before me, and to look at nothmg less than 
this ’ If he missed the presiding bosom, it was as a part of his own 
state of which he was, from unavoidable circumstances, tempor- 
anly deprived Just as he might have missed a centre-piece, or a 
choice wine-cooler, which had been sent to the Banker’s 

Mr Merdle issued invitations for a Barnacle dinner. Lord 
Deamus was to be there, Mr Tite Barnacle was to be there, the 
pleasant young Barnacle was to be there, and the Chorus of Parha- 
mentary Barnacles who went about the provinces when the House 
was up, warbling the praises of their Chief, were to be represented 
there. It was understood to be a great occasion Mr Merdle was 
going to take up the Barnacles Some delicate little negotiations 
had occurred between him and the noble Decimus — ,the young 
Barnacle of engaging manners acting as negotiator— and Mr Merdle 
had deaded to cast the weight of his great probity and great nches 
into the Barnacle scale Jobbery was suspected by the malicious, 
perhaps because it was mdisputable that if the adherence of tlie 
immortal Enemy of Mankind could have been secured by a job, 
the Barnacles would have jobbed him — for die good of the country, 
for the good of die country. 
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Mrs Merdle had wntten to this magnificent spouse of hers, 
whom It was heresy to regard as anj dung less than all the British 
Merchants since die da\s of N^^iutington^ rolled into one, and 
gilded three feet deep all over — had wntten to this spouse of hers 
several letters from Rome, in quick succession, urging upon him 
with importunity that now or never was the time to provide for 
Edmund Sparkler Mrs Merdle had shown him diat the case of 
Edmund was urgent, and that infinite advantages might result from 
his having some good dung directly In die grammar of Mrs 
Merdle’s verbs on this momentous subject, dicrc was only one 
mood, the Imperative, and that Mood liad only one Tense, the 
Present Mrs Merdle's verbs were so prcssingly presented to Mr 
Merdle to conjugate, that his sluggish blood and hts long coat- 
cuffs became quite agitated 

In which state of agitation, Mr Merdle, evasively rolling his 
eyes round the Chief Butler’s shoes widiout raising diem to the 
mdex of that stupendous creature’s thoughts, had signified to him 
s intention of giving a speaal dinner not a very large dinner, but 
^ ^^al dinner The Chief Butler had signified, in return, 
at he had no objection to look on at die most expensive dung m 

mat way that could be done, and die day of the dinner was now 
come. 


It Merdle stood in one of his drawing-rooms, widi his back 
to the fire, watting for die arrival of his important guests He sel- 
oni or never took die liberty of standing widi his back to die fire 
tm ^ be was quite alone In the presence of the Chief Buder, he 
cou d not have done such a deed He would have clasped lumself 
y the wnsts m diat constabulary manner of his, and have paced 
tip and down the heardirug, or gone creeping about among the 
tic objects of furniture, if his oppressive retainer had appeared in 
c room at that very moment The sly shadows which seemed to 
out of hiding when the fire ros^ and to dart back mto it when 
e fire fell, were sufficient witnesses of his making himself so easy 
^ Were even more than sufficient, if his uncomfortable-glances 
M might be taken to mean anything 

Mr Merdle’s nght hand was filled with the evenmg paper, and 
me evemng paper was full of Mr Merdle His wonderful enterprise, 
Wonderful wealth, his wonderful Bank, were the fattenmg food 
c the evening paper that night The wonderful Bank, of which he 
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v/as the chief projector, cstabbshcr, and manager, was die latest 
of the many Merdle wonders So modest was Mr Mcrdle withal, 
in die midst of diese splendid achievements, that he looked far more 
like a man m possession of his house under a distraint, than a com- 
mercial Colossus bestnding his own hearthrug, while the litde 
ships were sailing into dinner 

Behold the vessels coming into port' The engaging young Bar- 
nacle was the first arrival; but Bar overtook lum on die staircase. 
Bar, strengthened as usual with his double eye-glass and his little 
jury droop, was overjoyed to see the engaging young Barnacle, 
and opined that we were going to sit in Banco^ as we lawyers called 
it, to take a speaal argument-^ 

‘Indeed,’ said the spnghdy young Barnacle, whose name was 
Ferdinand, ‘how so^’ 

‘Nay,’ smiled Bar. ^\iyou don’t know, how can / know^ You 
are in the innermost sanctuary of the temple; I am one of the ad- 
minng concourse on the plain without’ 

Bar could be light m hand, or heavy in hand, according to the 
customer he had to deal with. With Ferdinand Barnacle he was 
gossamer. Bar was likewise always modest and self-depreaatory - 
m his way Bar was a man of great variety, but one leading thread 
ran through the woof of all his patterns Every man with whom 
he had to do was m his eyes a juryman, and he must get that jury- 
man over, if he could. 

‘Our illustrious host and friend,’ said Bar, ‘our shimng mer- 
cantile star, - going into politics^’ 

‘Going? He has been in Parhament some time, you know,’ 
returned the engaging young Barnacle. 

‘True,’ said Bar, with his Iight-comedy laugh for special jury- 
men, which was a very different thing from his low-comedy laugh 
for cormc tradesmen on common Junes* ‘he has been in Parhament 
for some time Yet hitherto our star has been a vacillating and 
wavenng star^ Humph 

An average wimess would have been seduced by the Humph ^ 
into an affirmative answer- But Ferdinand Barnacle looked know- 
ingly at Bar as he strolled up-stairs, and gave him no answer at all 

‘Just so, just so,’ said Bar, nodding his head, for he was not to 
be put off m that way, ‘and therefore I spoke of our sitting m 
Banco to take a speaal argument — meaning this to be a high and 
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sol»m occasion, when, as Captam Machea*» says 
are net a temble showi ” We lawyers are suffiaendy i*™'’ 
see, to quote the Captain, though the Captain is severe up 
Nevertheless, I think I could put in evidence an amission 
Captain’s,’ said Bar, with a htde pcose r^ll of his 
legal current of speech, he always assumed the air o ra ym^ 
self with the hest grace in the world, ‘ an admission o e ap 

that Law, in the gross, is at least intended to be imparo a 

says the Captain, ifl quote him correctly — and if not, ^ 

comedy touch of his double eye-glass on his compamon s s ou , 
'my learned friend 'Will set me nght 


“Smce laws were made for every degree. 

To curb vice in others as well as m me, 

I wonder we ha’n’t better company 
Upon Tyburn Tree*”’ 

These words brought them to the drawing-room, where Mr 
Merdle stood before the fire So immensely astounded was 
Merdle by the entrance of Bar with such a reference in lus ’ 
that Bar explained himself to have been quoting Gay Assure y 
not one of our Westmmster Hall authonties,’ said he, but sti 
no despicable one to a man possessing the largely-practica 
Merdle’s knowledge of the world ’ 

Mr Merdle looked as if he thought he would say something, ut 
subsequently looked as if he thought he wouldn t The mterva 
afforded time for Bishop to be announced 
Bishop came m with meekness, and yet with a strong and rapi 
step as if he wanted to get his seven-league dress-shoes on, an go 
round die world to see that everybody was in a satisfactory state 
Bishop had no idea that there was anythmg significant m the ^ 
That was the most remarkable trait in his demeanour e 
^vas cnsp, fresh, cheerful, affable, bland, but so surprisingly inno 
cent 

Bar Sidled up to prefer his politest inquines m reference to the 
“with of Mrs Bishop Mrs Bishop had been a little unfortunate m 
wc article of takmg cold at a<Confirmation, but otherwise was we 
uung Mr Bishop was also well He was down, with is youn 
■^i^and litde family, at his Cure of Souls , 

Uic representatives of die Barnacle Chorus dropped in n , 
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Mr Merclle’s physician dropped in next Bar, who liad a bit of one 
eye and a bit of his double eye-glass for every one who came in at 
the door, no matter with whom he was conversing or what he was 
talking about, got among tliem all by some skilful means, without 
being seen to get at them, and touched each individual gentleman 
of the jury on his own individual favourite spot With some of the 
Chorus, he laughed about the sleepy member who had gone out 
into tlie lobby the other night, and voted the wrong way witli 
otliers, he deplored that innovating spirit in the time which could 
not even be prevented from taking an unnatural interest in die 
public service and the public money with the physician he had a 
word to say about the general health, he had also a little informa- 
tion to ask him for, concerning a professional man of unquestioned 
erudition and polished manners — but those credentials in their 
highest development he believed were the possession of other pro- 
fessors of the healing art (jury droop) — whom he had happened to 
have in the witness-box the day before yesterday, and from whom 
he had eliated in cross-examination that he claimed to be one of the 
exponents of dus new mode of treatment which appeared to Bar 
to - eh ^ - well. Bar thought so. Bar had thought, and hoped, Physi- 
aan would tell him so. Without presuming to deade where doctors 
disagreed, it did appear to Bar, viewing it as a question of common 
sense and not of so-called legal penetrauon, that this new system 
was - might be, in the presence of so great an authonty — say. Hum- 
bug? Ah! Fortified by such encouragement, he could venture to say 
Humbug, and now BaFs mind was reheved 

Mr Tite Barnacle, who, like Dr Johnson’s celebrated acquam- 
tance,^ had only one idea in his head and that was a wrong one, 
had appeared by this time This eminent gentleman and Mr Merdle, 
seated diverse ways and with ruminaung aspects on a yellow otto- 
man in the light of the fire, holding no verbal commumcaUon 
with each other, bore a strong general resemblance to the two cows 
in the Cuyp picture® over against them. 

But now. Lord Decimus amved The Chief Butler, who up to 
this time had limited himself to a branch of his usual function by 
looking at the company as they entered (and that, with more of 
defiance than favour), put himself so far out of his way as to come 
up-stairs with him and announce him Lord Deamus being an 
overpowenng peer, a bashful young member of the Lower House 
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who was the last fish but one caught by the Bamaclcs, and W'ho had 
beeninvited on tins occasion to commemorate his capture, shut hts 
e}es when his Lordslup came in. 

Lord Decimus, nevertheless, was glad to see tlie Member He 
^ also glad to see Mr Merdle, glad to see Bishop, glad to sec Bar, 
gla to see Physiaan, glad to see Tne Barnacle, glad to see Chorus, 
g a ^ Berdinand his pn\'ate secretary. Lord Decimus, though 
one o e greatest of the earth, was not remarkable for ingratiatory 
Md Ferdinand had coached him up to die point of noticing 

saying he ^vas glad to see 
«;inn 1, achieved this rush of vivaaty and condcscen- 

anA m j ° i. composed lumself into die picture after Cuyp, 

and made a third cowin the group 

glass iJh. ^ Foreman, soon came sidling up, double eyc- 

^ -"5ect neatly alo^of 
I’e was told ('a ^ 1. ^ ^ ^ Foreman s consideration. Bar said diat 

and why wiU always is told, though who tells diem, 

™ there was to be no wall- 

P^ches, but rath ^ u had not heard anything amiss of liis 

^ven^appl^ - A he was to 

It Would ha\T if ^ ^11 astomsliment and con- 

^ a pippm o ^ reahty, if there had not 

applftniesti? his sliow of interest m 

^^us-forw?tfoIT Lord 

could never t^ll ^o gather information, 

Decimus ™Sht prove to us - to what, 

^dertake to nronn attributed? Lord Decimus could not 

^'^Ped another maif \ ^ theory about it. This might have 
^ to pears^ now?’ ’ sticking to him fresh as ever, said, 

1-OTig sftc^r 

a tuaster-strokp^T^ Attorney-General, this was told of him 
formerly m-n-nn^^ ecimus had a reminiscence about a pear- 
nuse® at Eton, unn^ ^ a garden near the back of his dame’s 
P^^Uy bloomL T pear-tree the only joke of his fife 

turtung on thp d ^ ® compact and portable 

nientary , erence between Eton pears and Parlia- 

to have aonear^ ^ loke, a refined relish of which would 
appeared ,o Lord Deamus .mpossdjle to be had 
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Without a thorough and intimate acquaintance with the tree There- 
fore, the story at first had no idea of such a tree, sir, tlien gradually 
found It in winter, carried it through the changing season, saw it 
bud, sav/ It blossom, saw it bear fruit, sav”- tlie fruit ripen, in short, 
cultivated the tree in that diligent and minute manner before it got 
out of the bed-room window to steal the fruit, that many tlianks had 
been offered up by belated listeners for the trees having been 
planted and grafted prior to Lord Deamus’s time. Bar’s interest 
in apples was so overtopped by the v/rapt suspense in which he pur- 
sued the changes of these pears, from the moment when Lord 
Deamus solemnly opened with ‘Your mentioning pears recalls to 
ray remembrance a pear-tree,’ dov/n to the rich conclusion, ‘And 
so we pass, through the various changes of life, from Eton pears 
to Parliamentary pairs,’ that he had to go down-stairs widi Lord 
Decunus, and even then to be seated next to him at table in order 
that he might hear the anecdote out By that time, Bar fel t that he had 
secured the Foreman, and might go to dinner with a good appetite 

It was a dinner to provoke an appetite, though he had not had 
one, The rarest dishes, sumptuously cooked and sumptuously 
served; the choicest fruits, the most exquisite wines, marvels of 
v/orkmanship in gold and silver, china and glass, innumerable 
things delicious to the senses of taste, smell, and sight, were insinu- 
ated into Its composition. O, what a wonderful man this Merdle, 
what a great man, what a master man, how blessedly and enviably 
endowed - in one word, what a rich man* 

He took his usual poor eighteenpennyworth of food in his usual 
indigestive way, and had as little to say for himself as ever a won- 
erful man had. Fortunately Lord Decimus was one of those sub- 
limities who have no occasion to be talked to, for they can be at any 
time suffiaently occupied with the contemplation of their own 
greatness This enabled the bashful young Member to keep his 
^es open long enough at a time to see his dinner. But, whenever 
Lord Decimus spoke, he shut them again 

The agreeable young Barnacle, and Bar, were the talkers of the 
party ishop would have been exceedingly agreeable also, but that 
is innocence stood in his way He was so soon left behind When 
mere was any htde hint of anything being in the wind, he got lost 
directly. Worldly affairs were too much for him; he couldn’t make 
them out at all. 
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This observable ■ulien Bar said, incidentally, that he was 
happy to have heard that we w'ere soon to have tlie advantage of 
enlisting on the good side, the sound and plain sagaaty — not de- 
monstrative or ostentatious, but thoroughly sound and practical 
- of our fnend Mr Sparkler 

Ferdinand Barnacle laughed, and said oh yes, he believed so. A 
vote was a \ ote, and al^i'ays acceptable 

Bar v^s sorry to miss our good fnend Mr Sparkler to-day, Mr 
Merdle. 

‘He IS away with Mrs Merdle,* returned that gentleman, slowly 
coming out of a long abstraction, in the course of which he had 
been fittmg a tablespoon up his sleeve ‘It is not indispensable for 
him to be on the spot.’ 

‘Tlie magic name of Merdle,’ said Bar, vntli the jury droop, ‘no 
doubt will suffice for all ’ 

‘Why — yes — I believe so,’ assented Mr Merdle, putting the 
spoon aside, and clumsily hiding each of his hands in the coat- 
cuff of die other hand ‘I believe the people in my interest down 
there will not make any difficulty.’ 

‘Model people'* said Bar. 

‘I am glad you approve of them,’ said Mr Merdle 
‘And the people of those other two places, now,' pursued Bar, 
With a bnght twinkle in his keen eye, as it slightly turned in the 
direcuon of his magnificent neighbour, ‘we lawyers are always 
curious, always inquisitive, always picking up odds and ends for 
our patchwork minds, since there is no knowing when and where 
they may fit into some comer, — the people of diose other two 
places now^ Do they yield so laudably to ffie vast and cumulative 
influence of such enterpnse and such renown, do those little nils 
become absorbed so quietly and easily, and, as it were by the influ- 
ence of natural laws, so beautifully, in the swoop of the majestic 
stream as it flows upon its wondrous "way ennching the surround- 
ing lands, that their course is perfectly to be calculated, and dis- 
tinctly to be predicated^’ 

Mr Merdle, a little troubled by Bar’s eloquence, looked fitfully 
about the nearest salt-cellar for some moments, and dien said 
hesitating 

They are perfectly aware, sir, of their duty to Soaety They 
will return anybody I send to them for that purpose ’ 
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‘Cheenng to know/ said Bar. ‘Cheering to ]:now.’ 

The three places in question were three little rotten holes in this 
Island, containing three little ignorant, drunken, guzzling, dirty, 
out-of-the-way constituencies, that had reeled into Mr Merdle’s 
pocket. Ferdinand Barnacle laughed in his easy way, and ainly 
said they were a nice set of fellows. Bishop, mentally perambulat- 
ing among paths of peace, was altogether swallowed up in absence 
of mmd- 

‘Pray,’ asked Lord Dccimus, casting his eyes around the table, 
‘what is this story I have heard of a gentleman long confined in 
a debtors’ pnson proving to be of a v/ealthy family, and having 
come into the inheritance of a large sum of money ^ I have 
met v/ith a variety of allusions to it. Do you know anything of it, 
Ferdinand^’ 

‘I only know this much,’ said Ferdinand, ‘ that he has given the 
Department with v/hich I have the honour to be associated,’ this 
sparkling young Barnacle threw off the phrase sportively, as who 
should say, We know all about these forms of speech, but v/e must 
keep It up, v/e must keep the game alive, ‘no end of trouble, and 
has put us into innumerable fixes ’ 

‘Fixes repeated Lord Deamus, with a majestic pausing and 
pondenng on the word that made the bashful Member shut his 
eyes quite tight. ‘ Fixes 

‘A very perplexing business indeed,’ observed Mr Tite Barnacle, 
v/ith an air of grave resentment 

‘"What/ said Lord Deamus, ‘was the charaaer of his business; 
v/hat v/as the nature of these - a — Fixes, Ferdinand?’ 

‘Oh, It’s a good story, as a story,’ returned that gentleman, ‘as 
good a thing of its kmd as need be This Mr Domt (his name is 
Dornt) had incurred a responsibihty to us, ages before the fairy 
came out of the Bank and gave him his fortune, under a bond he 
had signed for the performance of a contract which was not at all 
performed. He v/as a partner m a house in some large way — spmts, 
or buttons, or wine, or blacking, or oatmeal, or woollen, or pork, 
or hooks and eyes, or iron, or treacle, or shoes, or something or 
other that was v/anted for troops, or seamen, or somebody — and 
the house burst, and v/e being among the creditors, detainers were 
lodged on the part of the Crown m a scientific manner, and all the 
rest of it. When the fairy had appeared and he wanted to pay us off. 
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Egad we had got into such an exemplary state of checking and 
counter-checking, sigmng and counter-sigmng, that it was six 
months before we knew how to take the money, or how to give a 
receipt for it It was a tnumph of public busmess,’ said this hand- 
some young Barnacle, laughing heartily, ‘You never saw such a 
lot of forms in your life “Why,” tlie attorney said to me one day, 
“if I wanted this office to give me two or three thousand pounds 
instead of take it, I couldn’t have more trouble about it ” “You are 
nght, old fellow,” I told him, “and in future you’ll know that we 
have something to do here.” ’ The pleasant young Barnacle fimshed 
by once more laughmg heartily He was a very easy, pleasant fel- 
low indeed, and his manners were exceedingly winning 
Mr Tite Barnacle’s view of the busmess was of a less airy char- 
acter He took It ill that Mr Domt had troubled the Department 
by wanting to pay the money, and considered it a grossly mformal 
dung to do after so many years But Mr Tite Barnacle was a but- 
toned-up man, and consequently a weighty one All buttoned-up 
men are weighty All buttoned-up men are beheved m Whether 
or no the reserved and never-exerased power of unbuttoning, 
fascinates mankmd, whether or no wisdom is supposed to con- 
dense and augment when buttoned up, and to evaporate when un- 
buttoned, It IS certain that die man to whom importance is 
accorded is the buttoned-up man Mr Tite Barnacle never would 
ave passed for half his current value, unless his coat had been 
alv^ys buttoned-up to his white cravat. 

May I ask,’ said Lord Deamus, ‘if Mr Damt— or Domt — has 
any family?’ 

Nobody else replying, the host said, ‘He has two daughters, ray 
lord.’ 


‘X acquamted vuth him?’ asked Lord Deamus 

Mis Merdle is Mr Sparkler is, too In fact,’ said Mr Merdle, 
^ er beheve that one of the young ladies has made an impres- 
sion on Edmund Sparkler. He is susceptible, and — I — think — the 
conquest— Here Mr Merdle stopped, and looked at die table-clodi, 
usually did when he found himself observed or hstened to 
^ was uncommonly pleased to find that the Merdle family, and 
3nuly, had already been brought into contacl He submitted, 
^ ow voice across the table to Bishop, that it was a kmd of 
^ ogical illustration of those physical laws, in virtue of whicli 
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Like flies to Like. He regarded tins power of attraction in wealth 
to draw tvealth to it, as somediing remarkably interesting and 
cunous — sometliing indefinably allied to the loadstone and gravi- 
tation Bishop, who had ambled back to earth again when die 
present theme was broadied, acquiesced He said it was indeed 
lughly important to Society that one m the trying situation of un- 
expectedly finding himself mvestedwidi a power for good or for evil 
in Societjf, should become, as it were, merged in the superior power 
of a more legitimate and more gigantic growdi, the influence of 
which (as in the case of our friend at whose board we sat) was 
habitually exerased in harmony widi die best mterests of Society 
Thus, mstead of two rival and contending flames, a larger and a 
lesser, each burmng with a lund and uncertain glare, we had a 
blended and a softened light whose genial ray diffused an equable 
warmth throughout the land Bishop seemed to like his own way 
of putting the case veiy'^ much, and radier dwelt upon it, Bar, 
meanwhile (not to dirow away a juryman), makmg a show of sit- 
ting at his feet and feeding on his precepts 

The dinner and dessert bemg three hours long, the bashful 
Member cooled m the shadow of Lord Deamus faster than he 
warmed with food and dnnk, and had but a chilly time of it Lord 
Decimus, like a tall tower in a flat country, seem^ to project him- 
self across the table-cloth, lude the light from the honourable Mem- 
ber, cool the honourable Member’s marrow, and give him a woeful 
idea of distance. When he asked this unfortunate traveller to take 
he encompassed his faltenng steps with the gloomiest of 
shades, and when he said, ‘Your health sir!’ all around him was 
barrenness and desolation 


At length Lord Decimus, with a coffee-cup in his hand, began 
to hover about among the pictures, and to cause an mteresting 
speculation to arise m all minds as to the probabilities of his ceasmg 
to hover, and enablmg the smaller birds to flutter up-stairs, which 
^tild not be done until he had urged his noble pinions m that 
irection After some delay, and several stretches of his wings 
^ to nothing, he soared to the drawing-rooms 

And here a difficulty arose, which always does arise when two 
people are specially brought togedier at a dinner to confer with 
one another. Everybody (except Bishop, who had no suspicion of 
ew perfectly well that this dinner had been eaten and drunk, 
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specifically to die end that Lord Decimus and Mr Merdle should 
have five minutes’ conversation together The opportunity so ela- 
borately prepared was now arrived, and it seemed from that mo- 
ment that no mere human ingenuity could so much as get the two 
chieftains into the same room Mr Merdle and his noble guest per- 
sisted in prowling about at opposite ends of the perspective It was 
in vain for the engaging Ferdinand to bring Lord Decimus to look 
at the bronze horses near Mr Merdle Then Mr Merdle evaded, and 
wandered av/ay It was in vam for him to bnng Mr Merdle to Lord 
Decimus to tell him the histoiy of the unique Dresden vases Then 
Lord Decimus evaded and wandered av/ay, while he v/as getting 
his man up to the mark. 

‘Did you ever see such a thing as this^’ said Ferdinand to Bar 
when he had been bafSed twenty times. 

‘Often,’ returned Bar. 

‘Unless I butt one of them into an appointed comer, and you 
butt the other,’ said Ferdinand, *it will not come off after all.’ 

‘Very good,’ said Bar. ‘I’ll butt Merdle, if you hke, but not ray 
lord ’ 

Ferdinand laughed, in the midst of his vexation ‘Confound 
them both!’ said he, looking at his watch. ‘I want to get away. 
Why the deuce can’t they come together’ They both know what 
they want and mean to do. Look at them!’ 

They v/ere suil looming at opposite ends of the perspective, each 
with an absurd pretence of not having the other on his mind, which 
could not have been more transparently ndiculous though his real 
mind had been chalked on his back. Bishop, who had 3ust now made 
a third v/ith Bar and Ferdinand, but whose innocence had again 
cut him out of the subject and washed him in sweet oil, was seen to 
approach Lord Decimus and glide into conversation. 

‘I must get Merdle’s doctor to catch and secure him, I suppose,’ 
said Ferdinand, ‘and then I must lay hold of my illustnous kins- 
man, and decoy him if I can - drag him if I can’t - to the confer- 
ence ’ 

‘Since you do me the honour,’ said Bar, with his slyest smile, 
‘ to ask for my poor aid, it shall be yours with die greatest pleasure 
I don't think this is to be done by one man But if you will under- 
take to pen my lord into that furthest drawing-room v/here he is 
now so profoundly engaged, I will undertake to bnng our dear 
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Merdle into the presence, widiout the possibility of getting 
away ’ 

‘Done’’ Said Ferdinand. ‘Done!’ said Bar. 

Bar •R'ns a siglit wondrous to behold, and full of matter, when, 
jauntily wa\nng his double eye-glass by its ribbon, and jauntily 
drooping to an Universe of Juiymien, he, in the most accidental 
manner, ever seen, found himself at Mr Merdle’s shoulder, and em- 
braced that opportunity of mentioning a httle pomt to lum, on 
which he particularly unshed to be guided by tlie light of his practi- 
cal knowledge (Here he took Mr Merdle’s arm and walked him 
gently away ) A banker, whom we would call A B , advanced a 
considerable sum of money, which we would call fifteen thousand 
pounds, to a client or customer of lus, w'hom he would call P Q 
(Here, as they were getting towards Lord Decimus, he held Mr 
Merdle tight ) As a secunty for the repayment of this advance to 
P Q. whom we would call a widow lady, tliere were placed in 
A. B s hands the title-deeds of a freehold estate, which we would 
call Bhnkiter Doddles Now, the point was this A limited nght 
o elling and lopping in the woods of Blmkiter Doddles, lay in the 
son of P Q then past his majonty, and whom we would callX Y 
ut really this was too bad! In fhe presence of Lord Decimus, 
to de^n the host with chopping our dry chaff of law, was really 
too ad' Another time! Bar was truly repentant, and would not 
saj another syllable Would Bishop favour him with half-a-dozen 
^ now set Mr Merdle down on a couch, side by 

SI e vnth Lord Decimus, and to it diey must go, now or never ) 

now the rest of the company, highly exated and interested, 
aways excepting Bishop, who had not the shghtest idea that any- 
^ ng was going on, formed m one group round the fire m the next 
yrawng-room, and pretended to be chatting easily on the infinite 
ety o small topics, while everybody’s thoughts and eyes were 
towards the secluded pair The Chorus were ex- 
hens'^^ y nervous, perhaps as labouring under the dreadful appre- 
g 1 ^nnae good thing was gomg to be diverted from them 
ereat^PVi talked steadily and evenly He conversed with the 
ya^cian on that relaxation of the throat with which young 
the ftequendy afflicted, and on the means of lessenmg 

general ^at disorder in the church Physician, as a 

e, was of opmion that the best way to avoid it was to 
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know how to read, before you made a profession of reading. Bishop 
said dubiously, did he really think so^ And Physician said, de- 
cidedly, yes he did 

Ferdinand, meanwhile, was the only one of the party who skirm- 
ished on the outside of the circle, he kept about mid-way between 
it and ihe two, as if some sort of surgical operation were being 
performed by Lord Decimus on Mr Merdle, or by Mr Merdle on 
Lord Decimus, and his services might at any moment be required 
as Dresser. In fact, withm a quarter of an hour Lord Deamus called 
to him ‘Ferdinand!’ and he went, and took his place in the confer- 
ence for some five minutes more Then a half-suppressed gasp 
broke out among the Chorus, for Lord Deamus rose to take his 
leave. Again coached up by Ferdinand to the point of making him- 
self popular, he shook hands in the most bnlliant manner with the 
whole company, and even said to Bar, ‘I hope you were not bored 
by ray pears?’ To which Bar retorted, ‘Eton, my lord, or Parlia- 
mentary?’ neady showing that he had mastered the joke, and 
dehcately insinuating that he could never forget it while his hfe 
remained 

All the grave importance that was buttoned up in Mr Tite Bar- 
nacle, took Itself away next, and Ferdinand took himself away next, 
to the opera Some of the rest lingered a htde, marrying golden 
hqueur glasses to Buhl tables’' with sticky rings, on the deaerate 
chance of Mr Merdle’s saying something. But Merdle, as usual, 
oozed sluggishly and muddily about his drawing-room, saying 
never a word 

In a day or two it was announced to all the town, that Edmund 
Sparkler, Esquire, son-in-law of the emment Mr Merdle of world- 
wide renown, was made one of the Lords of the Circumlocution 
Office, and proclamauon was issued, to all true believers, that this 
admirable appointment v/as to be hailed as a graceful and graaous 
mark of homage, rendered by the graceful and gracious Deamus, 
to that commeraal interest which must ever in a great commercial 
country — and all the rest of it, with blast of trumpet So, bolstered 
by this mark of (3nvemment homage, the wonderful Bank and all 
the other wonderful undertakings went on and went up; and gapers 
came to Harley Street, Cavendish Square, only to look at the house 
where the golden wonder hved 

And when they saw the Chief Butler looking out at the hall- 
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door m his moments of condescension, the gapers said how nch he 
looked, and wondered how much money he had in the wonderful 
Bank- But, if they had known tliat respectable Nemesis better, 
they would not have wondered about it, and might have stated 
the amount with the utmost precision 


CHAPTER 13 

The Progress of an Epidemic 

That it is at least as difficult to stay a moral mfecQon as a physical 
one, that such a disease will spread widi the mahgmty and rapidity 
of the Plague, that the contagion, when it has once made head, will 
spare no pursmt or condition, but will lay hold on people m the 
soundest health, and become developed m the most unlikely con- 
stitutions is a fact as firmly established by expenence as that we 
urnan creatures breathe an atmosphere. A blessing beyond appre- 
ciation would be conferred upon mankind, if the tainted, m whose 
weakness or wickedness these virulent disorders are bred, could 
be instantly seized and placed in close confinement (not to say 
summarily smothered) before the poison is communicable 

a vast fire will fill the air to a great distance with its roar, so 
e sacred fiame which the mighty Barnacles had fanned caused the 
3 ir to resound more and more wnth the name of Merdle It was de- 
^sited on every hp, and earned mto every ear There never was, 
been, there never agam should be, such a man as 
e ^ i?*' j ^ Nobody, as aforesaid, knew what he had done, but 
ve^ 0 y knew him to be the greatest that had appeared 

Bleedmg Heart Yard, where there was not one unappro- 
nate alfpenny, as lively an mterest was taken m this paragon 
m Stock Exchange Mrs Plomish, now established 

crack^ ^1 ^nd general trade m a snug little shop at the 

Yard, at the top of the steps, with her little old 
him^o^ B setmg as assistants, habitually held forth about 
Plom^'li^ X ^ conversation with her customers Mr 

neighh * ^ small share in a small builder’s busmess m the 

our ood, said, trowel m hand, on the tops of scaffolds and 
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on the tiles of houses, that people did tell him as hfr iVferdle was the 
one, mind you, to put us all to rights in respects of that which all 
on us looked to, and to bnng us all safe home as much as v^e needed, 
mind you, fur toe be brought- Mr Baptist, sole lodger of Mr and 
Mrs Plomish was reputed in whispers to lay by die savmgs which 
were the result of his simple and moderate life, for investment in 
one of Mir Merdle’s certain enterprises. The female Bleeding Hearts, 
v/hen the} came for ounces of tea, and hundredv/eights of talk, 
gave Mrs Plomish to understand, That how, ma’am, the} had 
heard from dieir cousin Maiy Anne, v/hich worked in the line, that 
his lady’s dresses v/ould fill three waggons. That hov/ she "teas as 
handsome a lady, ma’am, as lived, no matter wheres, and a busk 
like marble itself. That how, according to v/hat they v/as told, 
ma’am, it v/as her son by a former husband as v/as took into the 
Government; and a General he had been, and armies he had 
marched again and victory crov/ned, if all you heard was to be be- 
heved. That how it v^ reported that Mr Merdle’s v/ords had been, 
that if they could have made it v/orth his v/hile to take the whole 
Government he would have took it without a profit, but that take 
It he could not and stand a loss That how it was not to he expected, 
ma’am, that he should lose by it, his v/ays being, as you might say 
and utter no falsehood, paved v/ith gold; but that hov/ it v/as much 
to be regretted that something handsome hadn’t been got up to 
make it v/orth his while, for it v/as such and only such that knowed 
the hei^th to v/hich the bread and butchers’ meat had rose, and it 
"was such and only such that both could and would bring tliat 
heighth dov/ru 

So nfe and potent was the fever in Bleedmg Heart Yard, that 
fvfr Pancks s rent-days caused no interval in the patients. The 
disease took the singular form, on those occasions, of causing the 
infected to find an unfathomable excuse and consolation m allusions 
to the magic name. 

Nov/, then! Mr Pancks v/ould say, to a defaulting lodger. ‘Pay 
up! Come on r 

I haven t got it, Mr Pancks,’ Defaulter would reply. *1 tell you 
the truth, sir, v/hen I say I haven’t got so much as a sm^e sixpence 
of It to bless myself v/iih.’ 

This v/on’t do, you know,’ Mr Pancks would retort ‘You don’t 
expect it will do; do you?’ 
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Defaulter would admit, with a low-spinted ‘No, sir,’ having no 
such expectation 

‘My propnetor isn’t gomg to stand this, you know,’ Mr Pancks 
would proceed ‘He don’t send me here for this Pay upi Come!’ 

The Defaulter would make answer, ‘Ah, Mr Pancks If I was 
the nch genderaan whose name is m everybody’s mouth — if my 
name was Merdle, sir - I’d soon pay up, and be glad to do it ’ 

Dialogues on the rent-question usually took place at the house- 
doors or in the entnes, and in the presence of several deeply m- 
terested Bleedmg Hearts They always received a reference of this 
kmd with a low murmur of response, as if it were convmcing; and 
the Defaulter, however black and discomfited before, always 
cheered up a httie m making it. 

If I was Mr Merdle, sir, you wouldn’t have cause to complam 
of me then No, beheve mef’ the Defaulter would proceed with a 
shake of the head. ‘I’d pay up so qmck then, Mr Pancks, but you 
shouldn’t have to ask me.’ 

The response would be heard again here, implying that it was 
impossible to say anythmg fairer, and that this was the next thin g 
to pajmg the money down 

Mr^ Pancks would be now reduced to saymg as he booked the 
Well! You’ll have the broker m, and be turned out, that’s 
^ 1 11 happen to you It’s no use talkmg to me about Mr Merdle 

ou are not Mr Merdle, any more than I am ’ 

No, sir, the Defaulter would reply ‘I only wish you were him, 


The response would take this up qmckly, replymg with great 

feelmg, ‘ Only wish you wer. him, sm ’ 

^ ou d be easier with us if you were Mr Merdle, sir,’ the De- 
3 ter would go on with nsmg spirits, ‘and it would be better for 

sakes, and better for yours, too You 
Wo ^ ^ to worry no one, then, sir You wouldn’t have to 
easi^ wouldn’t have to worry yourself You’d be 

mind, sir, and you’d leave others easier, too, you 
^ yoti were Mr Merdle.’ 

gjj ^ whom these impersonal comphments produced 

CQyj ^ sheepishness, never ralhed after such a charge. He 
° y ^ nails and puff away to the next Defaulter. The 
°sive leeding Hearts would then gather round the Defaulter 
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whom he had just abandoned, and the most extravagant rumours 
would circulate among them, to their great comfort, touching the 
amount of Mr Merdle’s ready money. 

From one of tlie many such defeats of one of many rent-days, 
Mr Pancks, having finished his day’s collection, repaired with his 
note-book under his arm to Mrs Plornish’s comer. Mr Pancks’s ob- 
ject was not professional, but social. He had had a trying day, and 
wanted a little bnghtening By this time he was on friendly terms 
with the Plornish family, having often looked in upon diem at simi- 
lar seasons, and borne his part in recollections of Miss Domt 

Mrs Plomish’s shop-parlour had been decorated under her own 
eye, and presented, on the side towards the shop, a htde fiction in 
which Mrs Plornish unspeakably rejoiced This poetical heighten- 
ing of the parlour consisted m the wall being painted to represent 
the extenor of a thatched cottage, die artist having introduced (in 
as effective a manner as he found compatible widi their highly dis- 
proportionate dimensions) the real door and window Tlie modest 
sunflower and hollyhock were depicted as flourislung with great 
luxunance on this rustic dwelling, while a quantity of dense smoke 
issuing from the chimney indicated good cheer widun, and also, 
perhaps, that it had not been lately swept. A faithful dog was re- 
presented as flying at the legs of die friendly visitor, from the thres- 
hold, and a arcular pigeon-house, enveloped in a cloud of pigeons, 
arose from behind the garden-pahng. On the door (when it was 
shut), appeared the semblance of a brass-plate, presenting the in- 
scnption, Happy Cottage, T. and M Plornish; die partnership ex- 
pressing man and wife No Poetry and no Art ever charmed the 
imagination more than the union of the two in this counterfeit 
cottage charmed Mrs Plornish It was nothing to her that Plornish 
had a habit of leamng agamst it as he smoked his pipe after work, 
when his hat blotted out the pigeon-house and all the pigeons, 
when his back swallowed up the dwelhng, when his hands in his 
pockets uprooted the blooming garden and laid waste the adjacent 
country To Mrs Plormsh, it was still a most beautiful cottage, a 
most wonderful deception, and it made no difference that Mr 
Plomish’s eye was some inches above the level of the gable bed- 
room in the thatch To come out into the shop after it was shut, 
and hear her father sing a song inside this cottage, was a perfect 
Pastoral to Mrs Plornish, the Golden Age revived. And truly if 
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Plornish, lowenng her voice, ‘and has a excellent connection 
The only thing that stands m its way, sir, is the Credit.’ 

This drawback, ratlier severely felt by most people who engaged 
in commercial transactions widi the inhabitants of Bleeding Heart 
Yard, was a large stumbling-block in Mrs Plornish’s trade When 
Mr Domt had established her in the business, tlic Bleeding Hearts 
' had shown an amount of emotion and a determination to support 
her m it, that did honour to human nature. Recognising her claim 
upon their generous feelings as one v/ho had long been a member of 
their commumty, they pledged themselves, with great feehng, to 
deal with Mrs Plomish, come what would and bestow their pat- 
ronage on no other establishment Influenced by these noble 
sentiments, they had even gone out of their way to purchase little 
luxunes in the grocery and butter Ime to which they were unaccus- 
tomed; saying to one another, that if tliey did stretch a point, was 
It not for a neighbour and a fnend, and for whom ought a point to 
be stretched if not for such? So stimulated, the business was ex- 
tremely bnsk, and the articles in stock went off witli the greatest 
celerity. In short, if the Bleedmg Hearts had but paid, the under- 
taking would have been a complete success, whereas, by reason 
of their exclusively confinmg themselves to owmg, the profits 
actually realised had not yet begun to appear m the books 

Mr Pancks was making a veiy porcupine of himself by sticking 
his hair up in the contemplation of this state of accoxmts, when old 
Mr Nandy, re-entenng the cottage with an air of mysteiy, en- 
treated them to come and look at the strange behaviour of Mr 
Baptist, who seemed to have met with something that had scared 
him All three going into the shop, and watching through the win- 
dow, then saw Mr Baptist, pale and agitated, go through the fol- 
lowing extraordmary performances First, he was observed hiding 
at the top of the steps leading down into the Yard, and peeping 
up and down the street with his head cautiously thrust out close 
to the side of the shop-door After very anxious scrutiny, he came 
out of his retreat, and went briskly down the street as if he were 
going away altogether, then, suddenly turned about, and went, at 
the same pace, and with the same feint, up the street. He had gone 
no further up the street than he had gone down, when he crossed 
the road and disappeared. The object of this last manoeuvre was 
only apparent, when his entenng the shop with a sudden twist. 




Mr Baptist IS supposed to have seen something 
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from the steps again, explained that he had made a wide and ob- 
scure circuit round to the other, or Doyce and Clennam, end of 
the Yard, and had come through the Yard and bolted in He was 
out of breath by that time, as he might well be, and his heart seemed 
to jerk faster than the little shop-bell, as it quivered and jingled be- 
hind him with his hasty shutting of the door. 

‘Hallo, old chapl’ said Mr Pancks ‘Altro, old boy! What’s the 
matter^’ 

Mr Baptist, or Signor Cavalletto, understood English now al- 
most as well as Mr Pancks himself, and could speak it very well 
too. Nevertheless, Mrs Plornish, with a pardonable vanity in that 
accomplishment of hers which made her all but Itahan, stepped in 
as interpreter 

‘E ask know,’ said Mrs Plomish, ‘What go wrong 
‘Come into the happy little cottage, Padrona,’ returned Mr 
Baptist, imparting great stealthiness to his Burned back-handed 
shake of his nght fore-finger. ‘Come there!’ 

Mrs Plomish was proud of the title Padrona, which she regarded 
as signifying* not so much Mistress of the house, as Mistress of the 
Italian tongue She immediately comphed with Ivlr Baptist’s re- 
quest, and they all went into the cottage 

‘E ope you no fnght,’ said Mrs Plomish then, interpreting Mr 
Pancks in a new way with her usual fertihty of resource. ‘ What 
append Peaka Padrona^’ 

‘I have seen some one,’ returned Baptist. ‘I have nncontrato - 
him ’ 

‘Im^ Oo him^’ asked Mrs Plomish. 

‘A bad man. A baddest man I have hoped that I should never 
see him again ’ 

‘ Ow you know him bad asked Mrs Plomish. 

‘It does not matter, Padrona I know it too well.’ 

‘E see you asked Mrs Plormsh. 

‘No I hope not. I believe not ’ 

‘He says,’ Mrs Plomish then interpreted, addressing her father 
and Pancks with mild condescension, ‘that he has met a bad man, 
but he hopes die bad man didn’t see him — Why,’ inquired Mrs 
Plomish, reverting to the Italian language, ‘why ope bad man 
no see^’ 

‘Padrona, dearest,’ returned the little foreigner whom she so 
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considerately protected, ‘do not ask, I pray Once again I say it 
matters not I have fear of this man I do not wish to see him, I 
do not wish to be knowm of him — never again! Enough, most 
beautiful Leave it ’ 

The topic was so disagreeable to him, and so put liis usual live- 
liness to the rout, diat Mxs Plomish forbore to press lum furtlier 
the rather as die tea had been drawing for some ame on the hob 
But she was not the less surprised and cunous for asking no more 
questions, neither was Mr Pancks, whose expressive breathing 
had been labouring hard since the entrance of die httle man, like a 
locomouve engine widi a great load gettmg up a steep inclme 
Maggy, now better dressed dian of yore, though still faithful to die 
monstrous character of her cap, liad been in die background from 
Ae first with open mouth and eyes, which staring and gaping 
eatures were not diminished m breadth by the untimely suppression 
of the subject However, no more was said about it, diough much 
appeared to be thought on all sides by no means excepting the two 
young Plomishes, who partook of die evening meal as if their eat- 
uig me bread and butter were rendered almost superfluous by the 
pamml probability of the worst of men sliordy presenting himself 
or e purpose of eating diem Mr Baptist, by degrees began to 
a htde, but never stirred from the seat he had taken behmd 
e oor and close to the wundow, though it was not his usual place 
h ^ httle bell rang, he started and peeped out secretly, 
^ e end of the httle curtain in lus hand and the rest before his 

satisfied but that the man he dreaded had 
^ ‘01 through all his doublings and turnmgs, with the cer- 

of a terrible bloodhound 

Mr pf vanous times, of two or three customers and of 

kee ^ Baptist just enough of this employment to 

and^th of the company fixed upon him Tea was over, 

to th ’w-ere abed, and Mrs Plomish was feehng her way 

Chlo^ o^^l proposal that her father should favour them with 
so the bell rang again, and Mr Clennam came m 
die wa pormg late over his books and letters, for 

Sorely of the Circumlocution Office ravaged his time 

ky the 1 above that, he was depressed and made uneasy 

tary °‘^ourrence at his mother’s He looked worn and sok- 
® t so, too, but, nevertheless, was retummg home from 
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lus counting-house by tliat end of tlie Yard to give diem die in- 
telbgence diat he had received anodier letter from Miss Dorrit 

The news made a sensation m the cottage which drew off the 
general attention from Mr Baptist. Maggy, who pushed her v.ay 
into the foreground immediately, would have seemed to draw in 
the tidings of her Little Mother equally at her ears, nose, mouth, 
and eyes, but that the last were obstructed by tears. She was par- 
ticularly delighted when Clennam assured her that there were hos- 
pitals, and very kindly conducted hospitals, in Rome. Mr Pancks 
rose into new distinction in virtue of being specially remembered 
in the letter. Everybody was pleased and interested, and Clennam 
was well repaid for his trouble. 

‘But you are tired, sir Let me make you a cup of tea,’ said Mrs 
Plomish, ‘if you’d condescend to take such a thing in die cottage, 
and many thanks to you, too, I am sure, for bearing us in mind so 
kindly.’ 

Mr Plomish deeming it incumbent on him, as host, to add his 
personal acknowledgments, tendered them in the form which 
always expressed his highest ideal of a combination of ceremony 
with sincenty. 

‘John Edward Nandy,’ said Mr Plomish, addressing the old 
gentleman ‘Sir. It’s not too often that you see unpretending ac- 
tions without a spark of pnde, and therefore when you see them 
give grateful honour unto the same, being that if you don’t, and 
hve to want ’em, it follows serve you nght.’ 

To which Mr Nandy rephed. 

‘I am heartily of your opinion, Thomas, and which your opin- 
ion is the same as mine, and therefore no more words and not being 
backwards with that opimon, which opmion giving it aS yes, 
Thomas, yes, is the opmion in which yourself and me must ever be 
imammously jmed by all, and where there is not difference of 
opimon there can be none but one opinion, which fully no, Thomas, 
Thomas, no'’ 

Arthur, with less formahty, expressed himself gratified by their 
high appreciation of so very slight an attention on his part, and 
explained as to the tea that he had not yet dined, and was gomg 
straight home to refresh after a long day’s labour, or he would have 
readily accepted the hospitable offer. As Mr Pancks was somewhat 
noisily gettmg his steam up for departure, he concluded by asking 



MR PANCKS’S ACQUAINTANCE IMPROVED 637 


that gentleman if he would walk with Mr Pancks said he de- 
sired no better engagement, and the two took leave of Happy 
Cottage 

‘If you wiU come home with me, Pancks,’ said Arthur, when 
they got into the street, ‘and will share what chrmer or supper there 
IS, It will be next door to an act of chanty, for I am weary and out of 
sorts to-mght.’ 

Ask me to do a greater thing than that,’ said Pancks, ‘when you 
want It done, and I’ll do it’ 

Between this eccentnc personage and Clennam, a tacit under- 
standmg and accord had been always improving smce Mr Pancks 
flew over Mr Rugg’s back in the Marshalsea Yard When the car- 
nage drove away on the memorable day of the family’s departure, 
ese two had looked after it together, and had walked slowly a-way 
together When the first letter came from little Domt, nobody was 
More interested in hearing of her than Mr Pancks The second let- 
ter, at that moment in Clennam’s breast-pocket, particularly re- 
Membered him by name Though he had never before made any 
pro ession or protestation to Clennam, and though what he had 
jMt said was little enough as to the words m which it was expressed, 
o ^am had long had a growung behef that Mr Pancks, in his otvn 
was becoming attached to him. AJl these stnngs inter- 
g made Pancks a very cable of anchorage that night, 
partn^ ^Mte alone,’ Arthur explamed as they walked on ‘My 
er is away, busily engaged at a distance on his branch of our 
you shall do just as you like ’ 

iiicf didn’t take particular notice of httle Altro 

Pancks 

No Why?’ 

^ ^ bnght fellow, and •! like him,’ said Pancks ‘Something 
thaf to-day Have you any idea of any cause 

can have overset him?’ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Mr°P None whatever ’ 

nnprepamd^ reasons for the mqmry Arthur was qmte 

of them ^ them, and quite unable to suggest an explanation 


‘A9I him,’ said Pancks, ‘as he’s a stranger?’ 

^tomed Clennam 

^''^athehasonhismmd.’ 
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‘I ought first to see for myself that he has something on his mind, 
I think,’ said Clennam. ‘I have found him in every way so diligent, 
so grateful (for little enough), and so trustworthy, that it might look 
hke suspecting him. And that would be very unjust ’ 

‘True,’ said Pancks ‘But, I say! You oughtn’t to be anybody’s 
proprietor, Mr Clennam You’re much too delicate.’ 

‘For the matter of that,’ returned Clennam laughing, ‘I have 
not a large proprietary share in Cavalletto His carvmg is his liveli- 
hood He keeps the keys of the Factoiy'^, watches it every alternate 
mght, and acts as a sort of housekeeper to it generally; but we have 
httle work in the way of his ingenuity, though we give him what we 
have No! I am rather his adviser than his propnetor. To call me 
his standmg counsel and his banker would Jse nearer the fact. 
Speaking of being his banker, is it not cunous, Pancks, tliat the 
ventures which run just now in so many people’s heads, should run 
even in httle Cavalletto’s.^’ " 

‘Ventures^’ retorted Pancks, with a snort ‘What ventures^’ 
‘These Merdle enterpnses ’ 

‘Oh! Investments,’ said Pancks ‘Ay, ay! I didn’t know you 
were speaking of investments ’ 

His quick way of replying caused Clennam to look, at him, with 
a doubt whether he meant more than he said. As it was accom- 
panied, however, with a quickening of his pace and a correspondmg 
increase m the labounng of his machinery, Arthur did not pursue 
the matter, and they soon arrived at his house 

A dinner of soup and a pigeon-pie, served on a httle round table 
before the fire, and flavoured with a bottle of good wine, oiled Mr 
Pancks’s works in a highly effective manner; so that when Clen- 
nam produced his Eastern pipe, and handed Mr Pancks another 
Eastern pipe, the latter gentleman was perfectly comfortable. 

They puffed for a while in silence, Panc^^Jike a steam-vessel 
with wind, tide, calm water, and all other sea-gomg conditions in 
her favour. He was the first to speak, and he spoke thus 
‘Yes Investments is the word ’ 

Clennam, with his former look, said ‘Ah!’ 

‘I am gomg back to it, you see,’ said Pancks 
‘Yes I see you are going back to it,’ returned Clennam, wonder- 
ing why 

‘Wasn’t It a cunous thing that they should run m httle Altro’s 
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head^ Eh^’ said Pancks as he smoked ‘Wasn’t that how you put 
It?’ 


‘That was what I said ’ 

‘Ay! But think of die whole Yard having got it Think of their 
all meeting me with it, on my coHecang days, here and there and 
everyv/here. \Wiether thej' pay, or whether diey don’t pay Merdle, 
Merdle, Merdle Always Merdle.’ 

‘Very strange how these runs on an infatuation prevail,’ said 
Arthur 


‘An’t It?’ returned Pancks After smoking fora minute or so, 
more dnly than comported with his recent oiling, he added ‘Be- 
cause you see these people don’t understand the subject.’ 

‘Not a bit,’ assented Clennam 

Not a bit,’ cned Pancks ‘Know nothmg of figures Know 
nothing of monej' questions Never made a calculaaon Never 
worked it, sir' ’ 


If they had—’ Clennam was gomg on to say, when Mr Pancks, 
■^thout change of countenance, produced a sound so far surpassing 
all bis usual efforts, nasal or bronchial, that he stopped 
Fthey had?’ repeated Pancks in an inquiring tone. 

I thought you — spoke,’ said Arthur, hesitating what name to 
give the interruption 

h d^°^ Pancks ‘Not yet. I may m a mmute. If they 


If the)'^ had,’ observed Clennam, who was a httle at a loss 
friend, ‘why, I suppose they would have known 


eff ^ Clennam ? ’ Pancks asked qiucMy, and with an odd 

lo ^"ving been from the commencement of the conversation 

Vn heavy charge he now fired off ‘They’re nght, you 

don’t mean to be, but they’re nght ’ 

Merdle^*^ sharmg Cavalletto’s mchnation to speculate with Mr 


calcul'^ sir,’ said Pancks ‘I’ve gone into it. I’ve made the 
by ^ worked it. They’re safe and genuine.’ Reheved 

^ Pancks took as long a pull as his lungs 
steadilv^^^^ bis Eastern pipe, and looked sagaciously and 
In th while inhaling and exhahng too 

ose moments, Mr Pancks began to give out the dangerous 
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infection with which he was laden It is the manner of communicat- 
ing these diseases, it is the subtle way in which they go about. 

‘Do you mean, my good Pancks,’ asked Clennam emphatically, 
‘ that you would put that thousand pounds of yours, let us say, for 
instance, out at this kind of interest.^’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Pancks ‘Already done it, sir.’ 

Mr Pancks took another long inhalation, another long exhala- 
tion, another long sagadous look at Clennam. 

‘I tell you, Mr Clennam, I’ve gone into it,’ said Pancks. ‘He’s a 
man of immense resources — enormous capital — government in- 
fluence. They’re the best schemes afloat They’re safe. They’re 
certain ’ 

‘Well!’ returned Clennam, looking first at him gravely and then 
at the fire gravely. ‘You surprise me' ’ 

‘Bah'’ Pancks retorted. ‘Don’t say that, sir. It’s what you ought 
to do yourself. Why don’t you do as I do.^’ 

Of whom Mr Pancks had taken the prevalent disease, he could 
no more have told than if he had unconsciously taken a fever Bred 
at first, as many physical diseases are, in the wickedness of men, 
and then disseminated in their ignorance, these epidemics, after a 
penod, get commumcated to many sufferers who are neither igno- 
rant nor wicked. Mr Pancks might, or might not, have caught the 
illness himself from a subject of tins class; but in this category he 
appeared before Clennam, and the infecuon he threw off was all 
the more virulent. 

‘And you have really invested,’ Clennam had already passed to 
that word, ‘your thousand pounds, Pancks 

‘To be sure, sirl’ replied Pancks boldly, with a puff of smoke. 
‘And only wish it ten!’ 

Now, Clennam had two subjects lying heavy on his lonely mind 
that night, the one, his partner’s long-deferred hope; the otlier, 
what he had seen and heard at his motlier’s In the relief of having 
this companion, and of feeling that he could trust him, he passed 
on to both, and both brought him round again, with an increase 
and accelerauon of force, to his point of departure 

It came about in the simplest manner Quitting the investment 
subject, after an interval of silent looking at the fire through the 
smoke of his pipe, he told Pancks how and why he was occupied 
witli the great Nauonal Department. ‘A hard case it has been, and 



DESIRABLE INVESTMENT 641 

a hard case it is on Doyce/ he finished by saying, with all the 
honest feeling the topic roused in him. 

‘Hard indeed,’ Pancks acquiesced. ‘But you manage for hun, 
Mr Clennam^’ 

‘How do you mean ^ ’ 

‘Manage the money part of the busmess ^ ’ 

‘Yes "As well as I can ’ 

‘Manage it better, sir,’ said Pancks ‘Recompense him for his 
toils and disappointments Give him the chances of the time He’ll 
never benefit himself in that way, pattent and preoccupied work- 
roan, He looks to you, sir ’ 

I do my best, Pancks,’ returned Clennam, uneasily. ‘As to duly 
weighing and considenng these new enterpnses of which I have 
had no experience, I doubt if I am fit for it, I am growmg old ’ 
Growmg old cned Pancks ‘Ha, hal’ 

There was something so mdubitably genmne in the wonderful 
3 Bgh, and senes of snorts and pulls, engendered in Mr Pancks’s 
astonishment at, and utter rejection of, the idea, that his bemg 
quite m earnest could not be questioned 

Growmg old?’ cned Pancks. ‘Hear, hear, hearl Old? Hear him, 
hear him!’ 

positive refusal expressed in Mr Pancks’s continued snorts, 
00 Ks than m these exclamations, to entertam the sentiment for a 
®iugle instant, drove Arthur away from it. Indeed, he was fearful 
to happemng to Mr Pancks in the violent conflict that 

sm between the breath he jerked out of himself and the 

tn ° \ ^ jerked mto himself This abandonment of the second 
top^threv/fiimon the third 

a favo^^ roiddle-aged, Pancks,’ he said, when there was 

^ state th ^ ‘I am m a very anxious and uncertain state, 

1 f leads me to doubt whether anything now seemmg 

Shall really mine. Shall I tell you how this is? 

put a great trust m you ?’ 

'I do Pancks, ‘if you beheve me wordiy of it ’ 
*Yo > 

hythe^ Pancks’s short and sharp rejoinder, confirmed 

and rn outstretchmg of his coaly hand, was most expressive 

d^convinang. Arthur shook the hand warily. 

en, softening the nature of his old apprehensions as mudi 
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as was possible consistently with their being made intelligible and 
never alluding to his mother by name, but speaking vaguely of a 
relation of his, confided to Mr Pancks a broad outline of the mis- 
givings he entertained, and of the interview he had witnessed Mr 
Pancks hstened with such interest that, regardless of tlie charms of 
the Eastern pipe, he put it in the grate among the fire-irons, and 
occupied his hands dunng the whole recital in so erecting the loops 
and hooks of hair all over his head, that he looked, when it came 
to a conclusion, like a journeyman Hamlet in conversation with his 
father’s spint. 

‘Bnngs me back, sir,’ was Ins exclamation then, with a startling 
touch on Clennam’s knee, ‘bnngs me back, sir, to the Investments' 
I don’t say anything of your making yourself poor to repair a 
wrong you never committed. That’s you. A man must be himselfi 
But I say this, feanng you may v/ant money to save your ovm 
blood from exposure and disgrace — make as much as you can!’ 
Arthur shook his head, but looked at him thoughtfully too 
‘Be as nch as you can, sir,’ Pancks adjured him with a 
pov/erful concentration of all his energies on the advice. ‘Be as rich 
as you honestly can It’s your duty. Not for your sake, but for 
the sake of others Take time by the forelock. Poor Mr Doyce (who 
really is growing old) depends upon you Your relative depends 
upon you You don’t know what depends upon you ’ 

‘Well, well, well'’ returned Arthur. ‘Enough for to-night.’ 
‘One v/ord more, Mr Clennam,’ retorted Pancks, ‘and then 
enough for to-mght. Why should you leave all the gains to the 
gluttons, knaves, and impostors'* '^y should you leave all the 
gams that are to be got to my proprietor and the like of him'* Yet 
you’re alv/ays doing it. When I say you, I mean such men as you. 
You know you are. Why, I see it every day of my life. I see nothing 
else It’s my busmess to see it. Therefore I say,’ urged Pancks, ‘ Go 
in and v/in'’ 

‘But what of Go m and lose'*’ said Arthur. 

‘Can’t be done, sir,’ returned Pancks ‘I have looked into it. 
Name up everywhere — immense resources — enormous capital — 
great position — high connection — government influence Can’t be 
done!’ 

Gradually, after this closing exposition, Mr Pancks subsided; 
allowed his hair to droop as much as it ever would droop on the 
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Utmost persuasion, reclaimed the pipe from the fire-irons, filled it 
anew, and smoked it out They said little more, bur were company 
to one anotlier m silently pursuing the same subjects, and did not 
part imnl raidmghn On taking lus leave, Mr Pancks, when he had 
shaken hands with Clennam, wmrked completely round him before 
he steamed out at the door This, Artliur received as an assurance 
that he might impliatly rely on Pancks, if he ever should come to 
need assistance, either m an> of tlie matters of which tliey had spoken 
that night, or any otlier subject tliat could m any way affect himself 
At mtervals all next day, and even while his attention was fixed 
on other things, he thought of Mr Pancks’s investment of his 
thousand pounds, and of lus having ‘looked into it ’ He thought 
of Mr Pancks’s being so sangume in tins matter, and of his not 
being usually of a sanguine character. He thought of the great 
National Department, and of the delight it would be to him to see 
Doyce better off He tliought of the darkly threatening place tliat 
went by the name of Home m his remembrance, and of the gather- 
ing shadows which made it yet more darkly threatenmg tlian of old 
He observed anew that wherever he went, he saw, or heard, or 
touched, the celebrated name of Merdle, he found it difficult even 
to remam at his desk a couple of hours, witliout havmg it presented 
to one of his bodily senses tlirough some agency or other. He began 
to think It was cunous too that it should be everywhere, and that 
nobody but he should seem to have any mistrust of it Though 
indeed he began to remember, when he got to this, even he did not 
distrust It, he had only happened to keep aloof from it. 

Such symptoms, when a disease of the land is nfe, are usually the 
of sickemng 


CHAPTER 14 
Taking Advice 

t'k^ became known to the Bntons on the shore of the yellow 
^ ^ '^at their intelhgent compatriot, Mr JSparkler, "was made 
o Lords of their Circumlocution Office, they took it as a 
^ o news With which they had no nearer concern than "with any 
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Other piece of news - any other Accident or Offence — in the Eng- 
lish papers Some laughed, some said, by way of complete excuse, 
tliat the post was virtually a sinecure, and any fool who could spell 
his name was good enough for it; some, and these the more solemn 
political oracles, said that Decimus did wisely to strengthen him- 
self, and that the sole constitutional purpose of all places within the 
gift of Decimus, was, that Decimus should strengthen himself. A 
few bihous Bntons there were who would not subscribe to this 
article of faith; but their objection was purely theoretical. In a 
practical pomt of view, they hstlessly abandoned the matter, as 
being the business of some other Bntons unknown, somewhere, 
or nowhere In like manner, at home, great numbers of Britons 
maintained, for as long as four-and-twenty consecutive hours, that 
those invisible and anonymous Bntons ‘ought to take it up;’ and 
that if they qmetly acquiesced m it, they deserved iL But of what 
class the remiss Bntons were composed, and where the unlucky 
creatures hid themselves, and why they hid themselves, and how it 
constantly happened that diey neglected their mterests, when so 
many other Bntons were qmte at a loss to account for their not 
looking after those interests, was not, either upon the shore of the 
yellow Tiber or the shore of the black Thames, made apparent to 
men. 

Mrs Merdle circulated the news, as she received congratulations 
on It, with a careless grace that displayed it to advantage, as the 
setting displays the jewel Yes, she said, Edmund had taken the 
place. Mr Merdle wished him to take it, and he had taken it. She 
hoped Edmund might like it, but really she didn’t know. It would 
keep^him in town a good deal, and he preferred the country. Still, 
It was not a disagreeable position — and it was a position There 
was no denying that the thing was a compliment to Mr Merdle, 
and was not a bad thing for Edmund if he liked it- It ivas just 
as well that he should have something to do, and it was just as 
well that he should have something for domg it Whether it 
would be more agreeable to Edmund than the army, remamed to 
be seen 

Thus the Bosom; accomplished m the art of seemmg to make 
things of small account, and really enhancmg them in the process 
While Henry Gowan, whom Decimus had thrown away, went 
through the whole round of his acquamtance between the Gate of 
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die People and the town of Albano,^ vovong, almost (hut not quite) 
witli tears in lus eyes, tliat Sparkler v'as tlie sweetest-tempered, 
simplest-hearted, altogedier most lovable jackass that ever grazed 
on the pubhc common, and that only one circumstance could have 
dehghted him (Gov-an) more, tlian liis (die beloved jackass’s) get- 
tmg this post, and diat would have been lus (Gowan’s) getting it 
himself. He said it was the verj^ dung for Sparkler There was 
nothmg to do, and he would to it charmingly, dierc was a hand- 
some salarj' to drav , and he would draw it diarmmgly, it was a 
delightful, appropriate, capital appointment, and he almost for- 
gave the donor his slight of Himself, in lus joy diat the dear donkey 
for whom he had so great an affection was so admirably stabled 
Nor did his benevolence stop here He took pains, on all soaal oc- 
casions, to draw Mr Sparkler out, and make him conspicuous before 
the companyj and, although die considerate action always resulted 
m diat young gendeman’s making a drear}' and forlorn mental 
spectacle of himself, the fnendly intention was not to be doubted. 

Unless, indeed, it chanced to be doubted by die object of Mr 
Sparkler’s affections Miss Fanny was now in the difficult situation 
of being universally known in that light, and of not having dis- 
ittssed Mr Sparkler, however capnaously she used him Hence, 
s e Was suffiaently identified widi die gentleman to feel com- 
promised by his being more dian usually ridiculous, and hence, 
eing by no means defiaent in quickness, she somearaes came' to 
rescue against Gowan, and did him very good service But, 
^ e doing this, she was ashamed of him, undetermined whether 
o get nd of him or more deadedly encourage him, distracted with 
^r ensions that she was every day becommg more and more 
M M ^ uncertainties, and tortured by nusgivmgs that 

er le tnumphed in her distress With this tumult m her nund, 
IS no subject for surpnse that Miss Fanny came home one mght 

^ concert and ball at Mrs Merdle’s house, 
siste°” ^ sister affectionately ttyong to soothe her, pushed that 
to toilette-table at which she sat angrily trying 

declared witli a heavmg bosom that she detested every- 
body, and she wished she was dead 

^ matter? Tell me ’ 

®st of tb htde Mole,’ said Fanny. ‘If you were not the blmd- 

0 hnd, you would have no occasion to ask me. The idea 
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of danng to pretend to assert that you liave eyes in your head, and 
yet ask me what’s tlie matter'* 

‘Is It Mr Sparkler, dear^’ 

‘Mis-tcr Spark-Ier'* repeated Fanny, v/ith unbounded scorn, as 
if he v/ere the last subject in the Solar system that could possibly 
be near her mind ‘No, Miss Bat, it is not ’ 

Immediately afterwards, she became remorseful for liavmg called 
her sister names, declanng with sobs tliat she knew she made her- 
self hateful, but that everybody drove her to it. 

‘I don’t think you are well to-night, dear Fanny.’ 

‘Stuff and nonsense!’ replied the young lady, turning angry 
again; ‘I am as well as you are. Perhaps I might say better, and yet 
make no boast of it ’ 

Poor Little Domt, not seeing her way to tlie offenng of any 
soothing v/ords that would escape repudiation, deemed it best to 
remain quiet. At first, Fanny took this ill, too, protesting to her 
looking-glass, that of all the trying sisters a girl could have, she 
did dunk the most trying sister v/as a flat sister. That she knew she 
was at times a wretched temper, that she knev/ she made herself 
hateful, that when she made herself hateful, nothing would do her 
half the good as being told so, but diat, being afflicted widi a flat 
sister, she never was told so, and the consequence resulted that she 
was absolutely tempted and goaded into making herself disagree- 
able Besides (she angnly told her looking-glass), she didn’t want 
to be forgiven. It was not a nght example, that she should be con- 
standy stooping to be forgiven by a younger sister And this was 
the Art of it — that she was always being placed in the position of 
being forgiven, whether she liked it or not. Finally she burst into 
violent weeping, and, when her sister came and sat close at her side 
to comfort her, said, ‘Amy, you’re an Angel!’ 

‘But, I tell you what, my Pet,’ said Fanny, when her sister’s 
gentleness had calmed her, ‘it now comes to dus, that things can- 
not and shall not go on as they are at present going on, and that 
there must be an end of this, one way or another.’ 

As the announcement was vague, though very peremptory, 
Little Domt returned, ‘Let us talk about it ’ 

‘Qmte so, my dear,’ assented Fanny, as she dned her eyes ‘Let 
us talk about it. I am rational again now, and you shall advise 
me you advise me, my sweet child 
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Even Amy smiled at tins notion, but she said, ‘I will, Fanny, as 
well as I can’ 

•Thank you, dearest Amy,' returned Fanny, kissing her lou 

are my anclior ’ , 

Having embraced her Anclior witli great affecuon, Fanny took 
a bottle of sv^eet toilette v'ater from the table, and called to her 
maid for a fine handkerchief She then dismissed that attendant for 
the night, and went on to be advised, dabbing her eyes and fore- 
head from time to time to cool tliem 

‘My love,’ Fanny began, ‘our characters and points of view are 
suffiaently different (kiss me again, m3' darling), to make it wr}' 
probable that I shall surprise 3'ou by what I am going to say. What 
I am going to sny, my dear, is, tliat notwitlistanding our property, 
we labour, soaally speaking, under disadvantages You don t quite 
understand what 1 mean, Amy^' 

‘I have no doubt I shall,' said Amy, mildly, ‘after a few words 
more.’ 

‘Well, my dear, what I mean is, that we are, after all, newcomers 
into fasluonable bfe.’ 

‘I am sure, Fanny,’ Little Dornt interposed in her zealous 
admiration, ‘no one need find that out m 3'ou ’ ^ 

‘Well, my dear child, perhaps not,’ said Fanny, 'tliough its 
most kmd and most affectionate m you, you preaous girl, to 
say so ’ Here she dabbed her sister’s forehead, and blew upon 
It a btde ‘But you are,’ resumed Fanny, ‘as is well known, 
dearest bttle thing that ever was! To resume, my child Pa 
is extremely gentlemanly and extreraelj' well informed, but he is, 
in some trifling respects, a bttle different from other gentlemen 
of his fortune partly on account of what he has gone through, 
poor dear partly, I fancy, on account of its often running in 
his mmd that other people are thinking about that, while he 
IS talkmg to them Uncle, ray love, is altogether unpresentable 
Though a dear creature to whom I am tenderly attached, he is, 
socially speakmg, shocking Edward is frightfully expensive and 
dissipated I don’t mean that there is an3nhing ungenteel in tliat 
Itself - far from it _ j mean that he doesn’t do it well, 
that he doesn't, if I may so express myself, get the money s- 
^^th m the of dissipated reputation that attaches to 
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‘Poor Edward!’ sighed Little Dornt, with die whole family 
history in the sigh 

‘Yes And poor you and me, too,’ returned Fanny, rather 
sharply ‘Very true' Tlien, my dear, we have no mother, and we 
have a Mrs General And I tell you again, darling, that Mrs General, 
if I may reverse a common proverb and adapt it to her, is a cat in 
gloves^ who will catch mice That woman, I am quite sure and con- 
fident, will be our mother-in-law ’ 

‘I can hardly think, Fanny—’ Fanny stopped her. 

‘Now, don’t argue with me about it, Amy,’ said she, ‘because I 
know better.’ Feeling that she had been sharp again, she dabbed 
her sister’s forehead again, and blew upon it again ‘To resume 
once more, my dear It then becomes a question with me (I am 
proud and spinted, Amy, as you very well know too much so, I 
dare say) whether I shall make up my mind to take it upon myself 
to carry the family through ’ 

‘How^’ asked her sister, anxiously. 

‘I will not,’ said Fanny, without answenng the question, ‘sub- 
mit to be mother-m-lawed^ by Mrs General, and I will not submit 
to be, in any respect whatever, eidier patronised or tormented by 
Mrs Merdle ’ 

Little Dornt laid her hand upon the hand that held the botde of 
sweet water, with a still more anxious look Fanny, quite punishing 
her own forehead with the vehement dabs she now began to give 
it, fitfully went on 

‘That he has somehow or other, and how is of no consequence, 
attained a very good position, no one can deny. That it is a very 
good connecuon, no one can deny. And as to die question of clever 
or not clever, I doubt very much whedier a clever husband would 
be suitable to me I cannot submit I should not be able to defer to 
him enough.’ 

‘O, my dear Fanny!’ expostulated Little Dornt, upon whom a 
kind of terror had been stealing as she perceived what her sister 
meant ‘If you loved any one, all this feeling would change If you 
loved any one, you would no more be yourself, but you would 
quite lose and forget yourself in your devotion to him If you loved 
him, Fanny — ’ Fanny had stopped the dabbing hand, and was look- 
ing at her fixedly 

‘O, indeed!’ cned Fanny. ‘Really.^ Bless me, how much some 
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people know of some subjects! Tliey say every one has a subject, 
and I certainly seem to have hit upon yours, Amy. There, you little 
thing, I was only m jfiin,' dabbmg her sister’s foreliead, ‘but don’t 
you be a silly puss, and don’t you think hightily and eloquently 

about degenerate impossibihties There* Now, I’ll go back to ray- 
self’ 

Dear Fanny, let me say first, tliat I would far rather we worked 
for a scanty living again than I would see you nch and married to 
Mr Sparkler.’ 

Let you say, my dear^’ retorted Fanny. ‘Wliy, of course, I 
wl let you say anythmg There is no constraint upon you, I hope 
T tT *^ogether to talk it over. And as to marrying Mr Sparkler, 
ave not the slightest intention of dorag so to-raght, my dear, or 
to-morrow mornmg either ’ 

But at some time?’ 

At no time, for anythmg I know at present,’ answered Fanny, 
^ indifference. Then, suddenly changmg her indifference mto 
^tlessness, she added, ‘You talk about the clever men, 
y tt e thing* It’s all very fine and easy to talk about the clever 
^ ut where are they? I don’t see them anywhere near meJ’ 

My dear Fanny, so short a tune 

of o tune,’ mtemipted Fanny ‘I am impatient 

md ^ ^*^^tion I don’t hke our situation, and very little would 

endv^ change it. Other girls, differently reared and differ- 

mav altogether, nught wonder at what I say or 

I am *^cni. They are driven by their lives and characters, 

iamdnvenbymine.’ 

Fanny, you know that you have quahoes to 
^ one very supenor to Mr Sparkler.’ 

retorted Fanny, parodymg her words, 
"^hich I have a more defined and distinct position, m 

'Woman myself with greater effect agamst ihat insolent 

marry W ~ forgive my asking, Fanny - therefore 

'Wh 

Fanny, with a triumphant smile. ‘There 
dear Th ^ P^cimismg ways of amving at an end than that, 

^ Ereat sacr^ pmce of msolence may think, now, that it would be 
to get her son off upon me, and shelve me. But, 
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perhaps, she httle thuiks how I would retort upon her if I mamed 
her son I would oppose her in everything, and compete with her 
I would make it the busmess of my hfe ’ 

Fanny set down the bottle when she came to this, and walked 
about the room, always stopping and standmg still while she 
spoke. 

” ‘One thmg I could certainly do, my child I could make her 
older. And I would*’ 

This was followed by another walk. 

‘I would talk of her as an old woman. I would pretend to know 
-if I didn’t, but I should from her son — all about her age And she 
should hear me say, Amy affectionately, qmte dutifully and 
affectionately: how well she looked, considering her time of life. I 
could make her seem older at once, by bemg myself so much 
younger. I may not be as handsome as she is, I am ntft a fair judge 
of drat question, I suppose, but I know I am handsome enou^ to 
be a thorn in her side. And I would be! ’ 

‘My dear sister, would you condemn yourself to an unhappy 
life for this^’ 

‘It wouldn’t be an unhappy life, Amy. It would be the hfe I am 
fitted for Whether by disposition, or whether by circumstances, is 
no matter, I am better fitted for such a life than for almost any 
other.’ 

' There was something of a desolate tone m those words, but, 
with a short proud laugh she took another walk, and after passmg 
a great looking-glass came to another stop 

‘Figure! Figure, Amy! Well The woman has a good figure I 
will give her her due, and not deny it But is it so far beyond all 
others that it is altogether unapproachable^ Upon my word, I am 
not so sure of it Give some much younger woman itie latitude as 
to dress that she has, being mamed, and we would see about that, 
my dear* ’ 

Something in the thought that was agreeable and flattenng, 
brought her back to her seat in a gayer temper. She took her sister’s 
hands in hers, and clapped all four hands above her head as she 
looked in her sister’s face laughing- 

‘And the dancer, Amy, that she has quite forgotten — the dancer 
who bore no sort of resemblance to me, and of whom I never re- 
mind her, oh dear no* — should dance through her life, and dance 
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m her way, to such a tune as would disturb her insolent plaadity a 
httle. Just a httle, ray dear Amy, )ust a kttle' ’ 

Meeting an earnest and imploring look in Amy’s face, she 
brought the four hands down, and laid only one on Amy’s hps 
‘Now, don’t argue with me, child,’ she said in a sterner way, 
because it is of no use I understand these subjects much better 
than you do I have not nearly made up my nund, but it may be. 
Now we have talked this over comfortably, and may go to bed 
You best and dearest little mouse. Good raght* ’ With those words 
Fanny weighed her Anchor, and — having taken so much advice — 
left off being advised for that occasion 
Tlienceforward, Amy observed Mr Sparkler’s treatment by his 
enslaver, with new reasons for attaching importance to all that 
passed between them There were times when Fanny appeared 
quite unable to endure his mental feebleness, and when she became 
so sharply impatient of it that she would all but dismiss lum for 
goo Tliere were other times when she got on much better with 
amused her, and when her sense of supenonty 
seemed to counterbalance that opposite side of the scale If Mr 
par er ad been odier than tlie faitlifullest and most submissive 
o swains, he was suffiaently hard pressed to have fled from the 
cne o IIS tnals, and have set at least tlie whole distance from 
nOme to London between himself and lus enchantress But he had 

^ boat has when it is lowed by a 
«;Tnr> \ followed his cruel mistress dirough rough and 

Mm" compulsion 

more ah dunng diese passages, said little to Fanny, but said 

hcrc\c She was, as it were, forced to look at her through 

of her general conversation to allow commendations 

defiant ♦ ''''rung from lier by us irresistible demands Tlie 

u assumed when Fanny heard these e\tolhngs (as 

‘"'ons to d* . did), was not expressive of conces- 

'ooK-na<; ‘'^P'U'tial bosom, but die utmost revenge die bosom 
V h " eudibl}', A spoilt bcautj — but w itli that face and 

could wonder 

e been about a month or six weeks after the night 

’'O'tic nen ' '' ben Little Domt began to dunk she detected 

VdVr.:, "f betveen Mr Sparkler and Fanny Mr 

n attendance to some compact, scarce^ ever spo? c 
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Without first looking towards Fanny for leave That young lady 
* was too discreet ever to look back again, but, if Mr Sparkler had 
permission to speak, she remained silent, if he had not, she herself 
spoke. Moreover, it became plain whenever Heniy Gowan at- 
tempted to perform the friendly office of drawing him out, that 
he was not to be drawn. And not only that, but Fanny would pre- 
sently, without any pointed apphcation in the world, chance to say 
something with such a sting in it that Gowan would draw back as 
if he had put his hand into a bee-hive. 

There was yet another arcumstance which went a long way to 
confirm Little Dornt in her fears, though it was not a great cir- 
cumstance in itself. Mr Sparkler’s demeanour towards herself 
changed. It became fraternal Sometimes, when she was m the 
outer circle of assembhes — at their own residence, at Mrs Merdle’s, 
or elsewhere — she would find herself stealthily supported round 
the waist by Mr Sparkler’s arm Mr Sparkler never offered the 
shghtest explanation of this attention, but merely smiled with an 
air of blundenng, contented, good-natured propnetorship, which, 
in so heavy a gentleman, was ominously expressive 

Little Domt was at home one day, thinking about Fanny with 
a heavy heart They had a room at one end of their drawing-room 
suite, nearly all irregular bay-window, projecting over the street, 
and commanding all the picturesque life and vanety of the Corso, 
both up and down At three or four o’clock in the ^temoon, Eng- 
lish tune, the view from this window was very bnght and pecuhar, 
and Little Domt used to sit and muse here, much as she had been 
used to v/hile av/ay the tune in her balcony at Vemce. Seated thus 
one day, she was softly touched on the shoulder, and Fanny said, 
‘Well, Amy dear,’ and took her seat at her side Their seat was a 
part of the window, when there was anything m the way of a pro- 
cession going on, they used to have bnght draperies himg out of 
the wmdov/, and used to kneel or sit on this seat, and look out at 
It, leaning on the bnlhant colour. But there was no procession that 
day, and Little Domt was rather surpnsed by Fann3^s being at 
home at that hour, as she was generally out on horseback then 

‘Well, Amy,’ said Fanny, ‘what are you thinking of, httle one^’ 

‘I was ffiinkmg of you, Fanny.’ 

‘No? What a coincidence! I declare here’s some one else. You 
were not thinking of this some one else too, were you, Amy?’ 
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Amy hadheen thinking of this some one else too; for it was Mr 
Sparkler She did not say so, however, as she gave him her hand ^ 
Mr Sparkler came and sat down on the other side of her, and she 
felt the fraternal raihng come behmd her, and apparently stretch 
on to include Fanny. 

‘Well, my httle sister,’ said Fanny with a sigh, ‘I suppose you 
know what this means 

She’s as beautiful as she’s doated on,’ stammered Ivir Sparkler — 
and there’s no nonsense about her - it’s arranged — ’ 

You needn’t explam, Edmund,’ said Fanny. 

No, my love,’ said Mr Sparkler. 

_ In short, pet,’ proceeded Fanny, ‘on the whole, we are engaged. 

e must tell papa about it either to-mght or to-morrow, accordmg 

to the opportumties Then it’s done, and very httle more need be 
said ’ - ^ r 


My dear Fanny,’ said Mr Sparkler, with deference, ‘I should 
nke to say a word to Amy.’ 

Well, well! Say it for goodness’ sake,’ returned the young lady. 
I am convmced, my dear Amy,’ said Mr Sparkler, ‘that if ever 

^ your hi^y endowed and beautiful sister, 

tio nonsense about her 

‘N ^ about that, Edmund,’ mterposed Miss Fanny. 

ever mmd that. Pray go on to something else besides our having 
no nonsense about us ’ 

notbT’ ^ Sparkler. ‘And I assure you, Amy, that 

hann ^ ^ n greater happmess to myself, myself — next to the 

virl so highly honoured with the choice of a glonous 

&f}^ho hasn’t an atom of-’ 

prayF interrupted Fanny, with a shght pat of 

‘M l 

^'0 a h^^ nght,’ said Mr Sparkler, ‘and I know I 

be a ereatpr 1 ? What I wished to declare was, Aat nothing can 
uni^ ^Ppiness to myself, myself — next to the happmess of 
the h Pto-enunendy the most glonous of girls — than to 
Amy I nn ol^ cultivating the affectionate acquamtance of 

niark on s ^ ^ysdf,’ said Mr Sparkler manfully, ‘be up to the 
^ J^ou were™^ other subjects at a short notice, and I am aware that 
^ot, but fvr, Soaety the general opimon would be that I am 

^ the subject of Amy I AXi up to the marki ’ 
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Mr Sparkler kissed her, in witness thereof. 

‘A knife and fork and an apartment,’ proceeded Mr Sparkler, 
growing, m comparison with his oratoncal antecedents, quite 
diffuse, ‘will ever be at Amy’s disposal My Governor, I am sure, 
will always be proud to entertain one whom I so much esteem 
And regarding my mother,’ said Mr Sparkler, ‘who is a remarkably 
fine woman, with — ’ 

‘Edmund, Edmund!’ cned Miss Fanny, as before. 

‘With submission, my soul,’ pleaded Mr Sparkler. ‘I know I 
have a habit of it, and I thank you very much, my adorable girl, for 
takin g the trouble to correct it; but my mother is admitted on all 
sides to be a remarkably fine woman, and she really hasn’t any.’ 

‘That may be, or may not be,’ returned Fanny, ‘but pray don’t 
mention it any more.’ 

‘I will not, my love,’ said Mr Sparkler. 

‘Then, in fact, you have nothmg more to say, Edmund, have 
you?’ inquired Fanny. 

‘So far from it, my adorable girl,’ answered Mr Sparkler, ‘I 
apologise for havmg said so much ’ 

Mr Sparkler perceived, by a kmd of mspiration, that the ques- 
tion implied had he not better go^ He therefore withdrew the 
fraternal railing, and neatly said that he thought he would, with 
submission, take his leave He did not go without bemg congratu- 
lated by Amy, as well as she could discharge that office m the flutter 
and distress of her spirits. 

When he was gone, she said, ‘O Fanny, Fanny!’ and turned to 
her sister m the bnght wmdow, and fell upon her bosom and cned 
there. Fanny laughed at first, but soon laid her face against her 
sister’s and cned too - a litde It was the last time Fanny ever 
showed that there was any hidden, suppressed, or conquered feel- 
ing m her on the matter. From that hour the way she had chosen 
lay before her, and she trod it with her own impenous self-willed 
step 
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CHAPTER 1 5 

No Just Cause or Impediment why these Two Persons 
should not ha pined together 

Mr Dorrit, on being informed by Ins elder daughter tliat she 
had accepted matrimonial overtures from Mr Sparkler, to whom 
she had plighted her trodi, received tlie communication at once 
^ith great digmty and with a large display of parental pnde, his 
gnity dilating wth the widened prospect of advantageous ground 
rom which to make acquamtances, and his parental pnde being 
^e oped by Miss Fanny’s ready sympathy witli that great object 
o existence. He gave her to understand that her noble ambi- 
tion ound harmomous echoes in his heart, and bestowed his 
on her, as a child brimful of duty and good pnnaple, 
^ T aggrandisement of the family name. 

01 It Sparkler, when Miss Fanny permitted him to appear, Mr 
hinT^b^*^' ■'Vould not disguise that the alliance Mr Sparkler did 
both ^ propose was highly congemal to his feehngs, 

dauelf^ In unison with the spontaneous affections of his 
^ gnter anny, and as opemng a family, connection of a gratify- 

also^^^ ^ Merdle, the master spint of the age. Mrs Merdle 
heaut^L eadmg lady nch m distinction, elegance, grace, and 
to u to very laudatory terms He felt it his duty 

’'POiiJd " ^ gentleman of Mr Sparkler’s fine sense 

^ interpret him with all delicacy), that he could not consider 
defimtely deterramed on, until he should have had 
sscerte^^ ° holding some correspondence with Mr Merdle, and 
Rent p-enil ^ ^ accordant with the views of that emi- 

'^'ved 0 ^ ^ Domt’s) daughter would be re- 

®^>ectatio to°toig which her station in life and her dowry and 
to what h ^^'toranted him m requiting that she should maintain 
RRght be allowed, without the appearance of 

which h^L^^ Great World Vi^e saying 

his charact toiaracter as a genderaan of some htde station, and 
be So diplo^ ^ ^ father, equally demanded of him, he would not 
bd abeyan^^^j ^ conceal that the proposal remained m bope- 
"to an under condiuonai acceptance, and that he thanked > 
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Mr Sparkler for the compliment rendered to himself and to his 
family. He concluded with some further and more general obser- 
vations on the — ha — character of an independent gentleman, and 
the - hum - character of a possibly too partial and admiring parent 
To sum the whole up shordy, he received Mr Sparkler’s offer very 
much as he would have received three or four half-crowns from 
' him in the days that were gone. 

Mr Sparkler, finding himself stunned by the words thus heaped 
upon his inoffensive head, made a bnef tliough pertinent rejoinder, 
the same being neither more nor less than that he had long per- 
ceived Miss Fanny to have no nonsense about her, and that he had 
no doubt of its being all right with his Governor. At that pomt 
the object of his affections shut him up hke a box with a spring lid, 
and sent him away. 

Proceedmg shortly afterwards to pay his respects to the Bosom, 
Mr Domt was received by it with great consideration. Mrs Merdle 
had heard of this affair from Edmund She had been surprised at 
first, because she had not thought Edmund a marrying man 
Soaety had not thought Edmund a marrying man. Still, of course 
she had seen, as a woman (we women did mstinctively see these 
things, Mr Domt'), that Edmund had been immensely captivated 
by Miss Domt, and she had openly said that Mr Domt had much 
to answer for m bnngmg so charmmg a girl abroad to turn the 
heads of his countrymen 

‘Have I the honour to conclude, madam,’ said Mr Domt, ‘that 
the direction which Mr Sparkler’s affections have taken, is - ha - 
approved of by you ^ ’ 

‘I assure you, Mr Dorrit,’ returned the lady, ‘that, personally, I 
am charmed ’ 

That was very gratifying to Mr Domt 

‘Personally,’ repeated Mrs Merdle, ‘charmed ’ 

Tins casual repeution of the word ‘personally,’ moved Mr Dor- 
rit to express his hope that Mr Merdle’s approval, too, would not 
be wanting^ 

‘I cannot,’ said Mrs Merdle, ‘take upon myself to answer 
positively for Mr Merdle, gentlemen, especially gentlemen who 
are v/hat Society calls capitalists, having their own ideas of 
these matters But I should think — merely giving an opmion, Mr 
Domt— I should think Mr Merdle would be upon tlie whole,’ here 
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she held a review of herself before adding at her leisure, quite 
charmed ’ 

At the mention of gentlemen whom Society called capitalists, 
Mr Domt had coughed, as if some internal demur were breaking 
out of him Mrs Merdle had observed it, and went on to take up the 
cue 

‘Though, mdeed, Mr Domt, it is scarcely necessary for me to 
make tliat remark, except in die mere openness of saying what is 
uppermost to one whom I so lughiy regard, and with whom I hope I 
may have the pleasure of being brought into still more agreeable 
relations For one cannot but see the great probabihty of your con- 
sidenng such dungs from Mr Merdle’s owm point of view, except 
indeed that circumstances have made it Mr Merdle’s accidental for- 
tune, or misfortune, to be engaged m business transactions, and 
that they, howei^er vast, may a little cramp lus horizons I am a 
very child as to having any notion of business,’ said Mrs Merdle, 
‘hut I am afraid, Mr Domt, it may have that tendency ’ 

Tlus skilful see-saw of Mr Domt and Mrs Merdle, so that each 
of them sent the other up, and each of them sent the other down, 
and neither had the advantage, acted as a sedative on Mr Domt’s 
cough. He remarked with his utmost politeness, that he must beg 
to protest agamst its bemg supposed, even by Mrs Merdle, the 
accomplished and graceful (to which compliment she bent herself), 
that such enterprises as Mr Merdle’s, apart as they were from the 
puny undertakmgs of the rest of men, had any lower tendency than 
to enlarge and expand the genius m which tliey were conceived 
You are generosity itself,’ said Mrs Merdle in return, smiling her 
best smile, Tet us hope so But I confess I am almost superstitious 
in my ideas about busmess ’ 

Ivlr Domt threw in another compliment here, to the effect that 
business, like the time which was precious m it, was made for 
slaves, and that it was not for Mrs Merdle, who ruled all hearts at 
ber supreme pleasure, to have anything to do with it Mrs Merdle 
laughed, and conveyed to Mr Domt an idea tliat the Bosom 
flushed — which was one of her best effects 

‘I say so much,’ she then explained, ‘merely because Mr Merdle 
bas always taken the greatest interest m Edmund, and has always 
^pressed the strongest desire to advance his prospects Edmun s 
public position I think you know- His private position rests so e y 



LITTLE DORRIT 


658 

With Mr Merdle In my foolish incapacity for busmess, I assure 
you I know no more ’ 

Mr Domt again expressed, m his ovm way, the sentiment that 
business was below the ken of enslavers and enchantresses He then 
mentioned his intention, as a gentleman and a parent, of writing 
to Mr Merdle Mrs Merdle concurred with all her heart or with all 
her art, which was exactly the same thing - and herself despatched a 
preparatory letter by the next post to the eighth wonder of the world 
In Ills epistolary communication, as in lus dialogues and dis- 
courses on the great question to which it related, Mr Domt sur- 
rounded the subject with flourishes, as wntmg-raasters embellish 
copy-books and aphering-books where the titles of the elemen- 
tary rules of anthmetic diverge into swans, eagles, gnffins, and 
other calligraphic recreations, and where the capital letters go out 
of their minds and bodies into ecstasies of pen and ink. Neverthe- 
less he did render the purport of his letter sufficiently clear, to en- 
able Mr Merdle to make a decent pretence of having learnt it from 
that source. Mr Merdle replied to it accordingly. Mr Dornt replied 
to Mr Merdle, Mr Merdle replied to Mr Doratj and it was soon 
announced that the corresponding powers had come to a satis- 
factory understanding 

Now, and not before, Miss Fanny burst upon the scene, com- 
pletely arrayed for her new part Now and not before, she wholly 
absorbed Mr Sparkler in her light, and shone for both, and twenty 
more. No longer feeling that want of a defined place and character 
which had caused her so much trouble, this fair ship began to steer 
steaddy on a shaped course, and to swim with a weight and balance 
that developed her saihng qualities 

‘The prehminanes being so satisfactorily arranged, I think I 
will now, my dear,’ said Mr Domt, ‘announce — ha — formally, to 
Mrs General — ’ 

‘Papa,’ returned Fanny, taking him up short upon that name, ‘I 
don’t see what Mrs General has got to do with it.’ 

‘My dear,’ said Mr Domt, ‘it will be an act of courtesy to - 
hum — a lady, well bred and refined—’ 

‘Ob' I am sick of Mrs General’s good breeding and refinement, 
papa,’ said Fanny. ‘I am tired of Mrs General.’ 

‘Tired,’ repeated Mr Domt in reproachful astonishmeng ‘of - 
ha — Mrs General ’ 
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‘Quite disgusted with her, papa/ said Fanny. ‘I really don’t see 
what she has to do with my mamage. Let her keep to her own 
matrimonial projects — if she has any ’ 

‘Fanny,’ returned Mr Dornt, witli a grave and weighty slow- 
ness upon him, contrasting strongly witli his daughter’s levity ‘I 
beg the favour of your explammg— ha— what it is you mean ’ 

‘I mean, papa,’ said Fanny, ‘ that if Mrs General should happen 
to have any matrimonial projects of her own, I dare say they are 
qmte enough to occupy her spare time And that if she has not, 
so much the better, but still I don’t wish to have the honour of 
makmg announcements to her,’ 

Permit me to ask you, Fanny,’ said Mb- Dornt, ‘why not^’ 
Because she can find my engagement out for herself, papa,’ re- 
torted Fanny ‘ She is watchful enough, I dare say I think I have 
seen her so Let her find it out for herself. If she should not find it 
out for herself, she will know it when I am mamed And I hope 
you will not consider me wanting in affection for you, papa, if I 
say It strikes me that will be qmte enough for Mrs General ’ 
Fanny,’ returned Mr Dornt, ‘I am amazed, I am displeased by 
IS - hum - this capnaous and unmtelligible display of animosity 
towards - ha - Mrs General ’ 

^Do not, if you please, papa,’ urged Fanny, ‘call it animosity, 

ttse I assure you I do not consider Mrs General worth my 
animosity.’ 

At this, Mr Dornt rose from his chair with a fixed look of severe 
reproof, and remained standmg in his digmty before his daughter 
IS aughter, turning the bracelet on her arm, and now looking at 
re, and now lookmg from him, said, ‘Very well, papa I am truly 
sorry if you don’t like it; but I can’t help it. I am not a child, and 
am not Amy, and I must speak.’ 

anny, gasped Mr Dornt, after a majestic silence, ‘if I request 
J ou to remam here, while I formally announce to Mrs General, as 
^ who is — hum — a trusted member of this family, 

le ha - the change that is contemplated among us, if I — ha — not 
ib but — hum — insist upon it — ’ 
n, papa,’ Fanny broke m with pointed significance, ‘if you 
rea -e so much of it as that, I have m duty nothing to do but com- 
I ^ ,, P® ^ reay have my thoughts upon the subject, however, for 
y cannot help it under the circumstances ’ So, Fanny sat down 
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With a meekness which, in the junction of extremes, became de- 
fiance, and her father, either not deigning to answer, or not know- 
ing what to answer, summoned Mr Tinkler into his presence 
‘Mrs General ’ 

Mr Tinkler, unused to receive such short orders in connection 
with the fair varnisher, paused Mr Domt, seeing the v/hole Mar- 
shalsea and all its testimonials m the pause, instantly flew at him 
with, ‘How dare you, sir^ What do you mean^’ 

‘I beg your pardon, sir,’ pleaded Mr Tinkler, ‘I was wishful to 
know 

‘You wished to know nothing, sir,’ cned Mr Dornt, highly 
flushed. ‘Don’t tell me you did Ha You didn’t You are guilty of 
mockery, sir ’ 

‘I assure you, sir -’ Mr Tinkler began 

‘Don’t assure met’ said Mr DorriL ‘I will not be assured by a 
domestic You are guilty of mockery. You shall leave me — hum - 
the whole establishment shall leave me What are you waiting for^’ 
‘ Only for my orders, sir.’ 

‘It’s false,’ said Mr Dornt, ‘you have your orders Ha - hum 
My compliments to Mrs General, and I beg the favour of her com- 
ing to me, if quite convement, for a few minutes Those are your 
orders.’ 

In his execution of this mission, Mr Tinkler perhaps expressed 
that Mr Dornt was in a raging fume. However that was, Mrs 
General’s skirts were very speedily heard outside, commg along - 
one might almost have said bounang along - with unusual expedi- 
tion Albeit, they settled down at the door and swept into the room 
with their customary coolness 

‘Mrs General,’ said Mr Domt, ‘take a chair ’ 

Mrs General, with a graceful curve of acknowledgment, des- 
cended into the chair which Mr DOmt offered 

‘Madam,’ pursued that gentleman, ‘as you have had the kmd- 
ness to undertake the — hum — formation of my daughters, and as I 
am persuaded that nothing nearly affecting them can — ha — be 
indifferent to you—’ 

‘Wholly impossible,’ said Mrs General in the calmest of ways 
‘— I therefore wish to announce to you, madam, that my daugh- 
ter now present -’ 

Mrs General made a slight inclination of her head to Fanny, who 
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made a very low mclinadon of her head to Mrs General, and came 
lofhl}. upright again 

- That my daughter Fanny is — ha — contracted to be married 
to Ivlr Sparkler, with whom you are acquainted Hence, madam, 
you will be relieved of half your difficult cliarge — ha — difficult 
charge. Mr Domt repeated it witlt his angiy^ eye on Fanny ‘But 
not, I hope, to die - hum — diminuuon of any other portion, direct 
or indirect, of the footing you have at present the kindness to 
occupy in my family.’ 

Domt,’ returned Mrs General, with her gloved hands rest- 
mg on one another m exemplar}’- repose, ‘is ever considerate, and 
^ appreaative of my fnendly services ’ 

Fanny coughed, as much as to say, ‘You are nght ’) 

, ^ Domt has no doubt exerased the soundest discretion of 

^ ctrcurastances admitted, and I trust will allow me to 

° er er ray smcere congratulations When free from the trammels 

0 passion, Mrs General closed her eyes at the word, as if she could 
flot Utter It, and see anybody, ‘when occumng widi the approba- 

C) near relatives, and when cementing the proud structure of a 
y edifice, these are usually auspiaous events I trust Miss Dor- 
offer her my best congratulations ’ 

^rs^General stopped, and added mtemally, for die setting 
n potatoes, poultry, prunes, and pnsm ’ 

omt,’ she superadded aloud, ‘is ever most obhgmg, and 
^ e attention, and I -will add distraction, of having this con- 

1 ^PSrted to me by himself and Miss Domt at this early time, 
^ to offer the tribute of my thanks My dianks, and my congra- 

tulauons, ^e equally the meed of Mr Domt and of Miss Domt ’ 
0 me, observed Miss Fanny, ‘they are excessively gratifying— 
^cxpressibly so The relief of findmg that you have no objection 
0 Mrs General, qmte takes a load off my mind, I am sure I 
^ y know what I should have done,’ said Fanny, ‘if you had 
any objection, Mrs General ’ 

General changed her gloves, as to the right glove being 
uppermost and the left undermost, -with a Prunes and Pnsm smile 
To preserve your approbation, Mrs General,’ said Fanny, re- 
^'^ing the smile with one in which there -was no trace of those 
^i^edients, ‘-will of course be the highest object of my mamed 
Cj to lose it, would of course be perfect wrettdiedness I am sure 
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your great kindness will not object, and I liope papa will not ob- 
ject, to my correcting a small mistake you liave made, however. 
The best of us are so liable to mistakes, that even you, Mrs General, 
have fallen into a little error The attention and distinction you 
have so impressively mentioned, Mrs General, as attaching to tins 
confidence, are, I have no doubt, of die most complimentary and 
gratifying descnption, but they don’t at all proceed from me Tlie 
ment of having consulted you on die subject would have been 
so great in me, that I feel I must not lay claim to it when it really is 
not mine It is v/holly papa’s. I am deeply obliged to you for your 
encouragement and patronage, but it was papa who asked for it. 
I have to thank you, Mrs General, for relieving my breast of a 
great weight by so handsomely giving your consent to my engage-^ 
ment, but you have really nothing to thank me for. I hope you 
v/dl always approve of my proceedings after I have left home and 
that my sister also may long remain die favoured object of your 
condescension, Mrs General ’ 

With this address, which was delivered in her politest manner, 
Fanny left the room with an elegant and cheerful air - to tear up- 
stairs with a flushed face as soon as she was out of heanng, pounce 
in upon her sister, call her a little Dormouse, shake her for the bet- 
ter opemng of her eyes, tell herwhat had passed below, and ask her 
what she thought of Pa nov/? 

Tov/ards Mrs Merdle, the young lady comported herself with 
great mdependence and self-possession; but not as yet with any 
more decided opening of hostihties Occasionally they had a slight 
skirmish, as when Fanny considered herself patted on the back by 
that lady, or as when Mrs Merdle looked particularly young and 
well; but Mrs Merdle always soon terminated those passages of 
arms by sinlong among her cushions with the gracefiillest indiffer- 
ence, and findmg her attention otherwise engaged Soaety (for that 
mysterious creature sat upon the Seven Hills too) found Miss 
Fanny vastly improved by her engagement. She was much more 
accessible, much more free and engaging, much less exactmg, inso- 
much that she now entertained a host of followers and admirers, 
to the bitter indignation of ladies with daughters to marry, who 
were to be regarded as havmg revolted from Soaety on the Miss 
Dorrit gnevance, and ererted a rebellious standard Enjoying 
the flutter she caused. Miss Dornt not only haughtily moved 
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be trusted by himself. For, if it’s possible — and it generally is - to 
do a foolish thing, he is sure to do it-’ 

As she concluded this impartial summary of the rehance that 
might be safely placed upon her future husband, she took off, with 
an air of business, the bonnet she wore, and dangled it by its stnngs 
upon the ground. 

‘It IS far more Edmund’s question, therefore, than mine. How- 
ever, we need say no more about that That is self-evident on the 
face of It. Well, my dearest Amy* The point ansmg, is he to go by 
himself, or is he not to go by himself, this other point arises, are 
we to be mamed here and shortly, or are we to be marned at home 
months hence?’ 

‘I see I am going to lose you, Fanny ’ 

‘What a little thing you are,’ cried Fanny, half tolerant and half 
impatient, ‘for antiapating one* Pray, my darling, hear me out 
That woman,’ she spoke of Mrs Merdle, of course, ‘remams here 
until after Easter, so, in the case of my being mamed here and go- 
ing to London v/ith Edmund, I should have the start of her. That 
IS something Further, Amy. That woman being out of the way, I 
don’t know that I greatly object to Mr Merdle’s proposal to Pa that 
Edmund and I should take up our abode in that house— you know— 
v/here you once went with a dancer, my dear, until our ov/n house 
can be chosen and fitted up. Further still, Amy. Papa having always 
intended to go to tov/n himself, in the spnng, — you see, if Edraimd 
and I were mamed here, we might go off to Florence, where papa 
might join us, and we might all three travel home together. Mr 
Merdle has intreated Pa to stay v/ith him in that same mansion I 
have mentioned, and I suppose he will. But he is master of his own 
actions, and upon that point (which is not at all matenal) I can’t 
speak positively.’ 

The difference between papa’s being master of his own actions 
and Mr Sparkler’s being nothing of the sor^ was forcibly expressed 
by Fanny in her manner of stating the case Not that her sister 
_ noticed it; for she v/as divided between regret at the coming separa- 
tion, and a Iingenng wish that she had been included m the plans 
for visiting England. 

‘And these are the arrangements, Fanny dear^’ 

Arrangements*’ repeated Fanny. ‘Nov/, really, child, you are a 
little trying. Y ou know I particularly guarded myself against laying 
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my words open to any such construction. Vi^at I said W'as, 
that certain questions present themselves; and tliese are the 
questions ’ 

Little Domt’s thoughtful eyes met hers, tenderh’" and quietly% 
'Now, my otra sv eet girl,' said Fanny, weiglung her bonnet by 
the strings with considerable impatience, ‘it’s no use stanng A 
little owl could stare. I look to y^on for advice, Amy^ Whatnio y'ou- 
advise me to do'' 

‘Do you think,’ asked Little Domt, persuasively, after a short 
hesitation, ‘do yon think, Fanny, that if you were to put it off for 
a few mondis, it might be, considering all things, best^ ’ 

No, htde Tortoise,' retorted Fanny, vitli exceedmg sharpness 
I don't think anything of the kmd ’ 

Here^ she threw her bonnet from her altogether, and flounced 
mto a chair. But, becoming affecaonate almost immediately, she 
flounced out of it again, and kneeled down on the floor to take her 
sister, chair and all, in her arms. 

L^on t suppose I am hasty or unkmd, darling, because I really 
^ not But jfou are such a htde oddity' You m^e one bite your 
ead off^ vdien one wants to be soodiing beyond everything. Didn’t 
^ you, you dearest baby, that Edmund can’t be trusted by him- 
And don't you know that he can’t?’ 

^Yes, yes, Fanny. You said so, I know.’ 

And you know it, I know,’ retorted Farmy^ ‘Well, my precious 
dl If he is nor to be trusted by himself, it follows, I suppose, 
mat! should go with him^’ 

seems so, lov'e,’ said Litde Domt. 
nerefore, having heard the arrangements that are feasible to 
^ty out diat object, am I to understand, dearest Amy, that on the 
0 e you advise me to make them? ’ 
i — seems so, love,’ said Litde Domt again 

Well, cried Fanny wnth an air of resignation, ‘then I sup- 
It must be done' I came to you, my sweet, the moment I saw 
It necessity of deddmg I have now decided So let 

herself up, m this pattern manner, to sisterly ad- 
an the force of circumstances, Fanny became quite benig- 
one who had laid her own inclinations at the feet of her 
fidend, and felt a glow of conscience in ha\'ing made the 
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sacrifice ‘After all, my Amy,’ she said to her sister, ‘you are the 
best of small creatures, and full of good sense, and I don’t know 
what I shall ever do without you*’ 

With which words she folded her in a closer embrace, and a 
really fond one 

‘Not that I contemplate doing without you, Amy, by any means, 
for I hope we shall ever be next to inseparable And now, my pet, 
I am going to give you a word of advice When you are left alone 
here with Mrs General — ’ 

‘I am to be left alone here with Mrs General ^ * said Little Domt, 
quietly. 

‘Why, of course, my preaous, till papa comes back! Unless you 
call Edward company, which he certainly is not, even when he is 
here, and still more certainly is not when he is away at Naples or in 
Sialy. I was going to say — but you are such a beloved little Mar- 
plot^ for putting one out — when you are left alone here with Mrs 
General, Amy, don’t you let her slide into any sort of artful under- 
standing with you that she is looking after Pa, or that Pa is looking 
after her. She will if she can I know her sly manner of feeling her 
way with those gloves of hers But don’t you comprehend her on 
any account. And if Pa should tell you when he comes back, that 
he has it in contemplation to make Mrs General your mama (which 
IS not the less likely because I am going away), my advice to you 
is, that you say at once, “Papa, I beg to object most strongly. 
Fanny cautioned me about this, and she objected, and I object ” 
I don’t mean to say that any objection from you, Amy, is likely 
to be of the smallest effect, or that I think you likely to make it 
with any degree of firmness But there is a pnnciple involved — a 
filial pnnciple — and I implore you not to submit to be mother-in- 
lav/ed by Mrs General, without asserting it in making every one 
about you as uncomfortable as possible I don’t expect you to 
stand by it — indeed, I know you won’t. Pa being concerned — but 
I wish to rouse you to a sense of duty. As to any help from me, or 
as to any opposition that I can offer to such a match, you shall not 
be left in the lurch, my love Whatever weight I may denve from 
my position as a mamed girl not wholly devoid of attractions — 
used, as tliat position always shall be, to oppose that woman — I 
will bnng to bear, you may depend upon it, on the head and false 
hair (for I am confident it’s not all real, ugly as it is and unlikely 
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as It appears that any one in tlieir senses would go to tlie expense 
of buying it) of Mrs General' ’ 

Little Domt received tins counsel t^ndiout venturing to oppose 
It but without giving Fanny any reason to believe tliat she intended 
to act upon it Hai'ing now, as it were, formally wound up her 
single life and arranged her worldly affairs, Fann}'^ proceeded widi 
charactensuc ardour to prepare for tlie serious change in her con- 
dmbn 

The preparation consisted m the despatch of her maid to Pans 
^der tlie protection of the Conner, for the purchase of that outfit 
or a bnde on which it would be extremely low, in the present 
narrative, to bestow an English name, but to wlucli (on a vulgar 
pnnpiple it observes of adhenng to tlie language in wluch it pro- 
ves to be wntten) it declines to give a French one. The nch and 
eautiful wardrobe purchased by these agents, in the course of a 
ew weeks made its way through the intervenmg country, bnstling 
custom-houses, gamsoned by an immense army of shabby 
®cn icants in uniform who incessantly repeated the Beggar’s 
etition over it, as if every mdmdual wamor among diem were 
e ancient Behsanus and of whom there were so many Legions, 
at unless the Conner had expended just one bushel and a half of 
^ rehevmg their distresses, they would have worn the 

tobe out before it got to Rome, by turning it over and over 
ough all such dangers, however, it was tnumphandy brought, 
^ rp, y inch, and amved at its journey’s end in fine condition 

ere It was exhibited to select companies of female viewers, in 
^ ose gende bosoms it awakened implacable feeUngs Concur- 
y, active preparations were made for the day on which some 
^ treasures were to be pubhely displayed Cards of breakfast- 
Ae^^ out to half the English m the aty of Romulus, 

^ o er half made arrangements to be under arms, as cnticising 
outer pomts of the soleirmity The most high 
the d Engksh Signor Edgardo Domt, came post through 

1 tuud and ruts (from forimng a surface under the improv- 

alf nobihty), to grace the occasion The best hotel and 

niyrmidons, were set to work to prepare the feast, 
c rafts of Mr Domt almost constituted a run on the Torloma 
Bntish Consul hadn’t had such a mamage m the whole 
°fhis Consulanty. 
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The day came, and the She-WolF m the Capitol might have 
snarled with envy to see how the Island Savages contrived these 
things now-a-days The murderous-headed statues of the wicked 
Emperors of the Soldiery, whom sculptors had not been able to 
flatter out of their villainous hideousness, might have come off 
their pedestals to run away with the Bride The choked old foun- 
tain, v/here erst the gladiators washed, might have leaped into hfe 
agam to honour the ceremony. The Temple of Vesta might have 
sprung up anew from its ruins, expressly to lend its countenance to 
the occasion. Might have done, but did not Like sentient things - 
even like the lords and ladies of creation sometimes — might have 
done much, but did nothing The celebration went off with admir- 
able pomp, monks in black robes, white robes, and russet robes 
stopped to look after the carnages, wandering peasants in fleeces 
of sheep, begged and piped under the house-windows, the Enghsh 
volunteers defiled; the day wore on to the hour of vespers; the 
festival wore away, the thousand churches rang their bells without 
any reference to it, and St Peter demed that he had anythmg^to do 
with It. 

But by that time the Bride was near the end of the first day’s 
journey towards Florence It was the peculianty of the nuptials that 
they were all Bnde Nobody noticed the Bndegroom. Nobody 
noticed the first Bndesmaid Few could have seen Little Domt 
(who held that post) for the glare, even supposing many to have 
sought her So, the Bnde had mounted into her handsome chanot, 
incidentally accorapamed by the Bridegroom, and after rolhng. 
for a few minutes smoothly over a fair pavement, had begun to jolt 
through a Slough of Despond,^ and through a long, long avenue of 
wrack and rum Other nuptial carnages are said to have gone the 
same road, before and since. 

If Little Dornt found herself left a httle lonely and a htde low 
that night, notliing would have done so much agamst her feehng 
of depression as the being able to sit at work by her father, as in 
the old time, and help him to lus supper and his rest But that was 
not to be thought of nov/, when they sat in the state-equipage wnth 
Mrs General on the coach-box. And as to supper! If Mr Domt 
had wanted supper, there v/as an Itahan cook and there was a 
Sv/iss confectioner, v/ho must have put on caps as high as the 
Pope’s Mitre, and have performed die mystenes of Alchemists 
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in a copper-saucepaned laboratoiy below, before he could have 
got It 

He was sententious and didactic that night If he had been simply 
loving, he would have done Little Domt more good, but she 
accepted him as he was — when liad she not accepted him as he 
was' - and made the most and best of him Mrs General at length 
retired Her retirement for the night was always her frostiest cere- 
mony, as if she felt it necessary that the human imagmation should 
be chilled mto stone to prevent its following her When she had 
gone through her ngid prehminanes, amoimtmg to a sort of 
genteel platoon-exerase, she wnthdrew. Little Domt then put her 
atm, round her father’s neck, to bid him good night 
‘Amy, my dear,’ said Mr Domt, takmg her by the hand, ‘this is 
the close of a day, that has — ha — greatly impressed and gratified 
me’ 

‘A httle tired you, dear, too 

No,’ said Mr Domt, ‘no I am not sensible of fatigue when it 
3Uses from an occasion so — hum — replete with gratification of the 

purest kind ’ 

Little Domt was glad to find him in such heart, and smiled from 
ner own heart 

My dear,’ he continued, ‘this is an occasion — ha — teeming 
With a good example With a good example, my favounte and 
attached child — hum — to you ’ 

Little Domt, fluttered by his words, did not know what to say, 
lough he stopped as if he exported her to say something. 

Amy, he resumed, ‘your dear sister, our Fanny, has contracted 
hum — a raamage, eminently calculated to extend the basis of 
Urt — ha — connection, and to — hum — consolidate our social 
relations My love, I trust that the time is not far distant when 
some - ha - eligible partner may be found for you ’ 

Dh nol Let me stay with you I beg and pray diat I may stay 
I V'ant nothing but to stay and take care of you!’ 

^ It like one in sudden alarm 

Nay, Amy, Amy,’ said Mr Domt- ‘Tins is weak and foolish, 
and foolish. You have a — ha — responsibility imposed upon 
jou by your position It is to develop that position, and be — hum 
"'Worthy of tliat position As to taking care of me, I can — ha — take 
^re of mjself Or,’ he added after a moment, ‘if I should need to 
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be taken care of, I— hum— can, with the— ha— blessing of Providence, 
he taken care of, I - ha hum - I cannot, my dear child, think of 
engrossmg, and — ha — as it were, sacnfiang you ’ 

O what a time of day at which to begm that profession of self- 
denial, at which to make it, with an air of takmg credit for it; at 
which to believe it, if such a thing could be> 

‘Don’t speak, Amy. I positively say I cannot do it I — ha — must 
not do it My — hum — consaence would not allow it. I therefore, 
my love, take the opportumty afforded by this gratifying and im- 
pressive occasion of — ha — solemnly remarking, that it is now a 
cherished wish and purpose of mine to see you — ha — eligibly (I 
repeat ehgibly) mamed ’ 

‘ Oh no, dear! Pray* ’ 

‘Amy,’ said Mr Domt, ‘I am well persuaded that if the topic 
were referred to any person of superior social knowledge, of supenor 
delicacy and sense - let us say, for mstance, to - ha - Mrs General - 
that there would not be two opinions as to the - hum - affectionate 
character and propriety of my sentiments But, as I know your lov- 
ing and dutiful nature from - hum - from expenence, I am quite 
satisfied that it is necessary to say no more I have - hum - no hus- 
band to propose at present, my dear. I have not even one m view. 
I merely wish that we should - ha - understand each other Hum 
Good night, my dear and sole remainmg daughter. Good night 
God bless you*’ 

If the thought ever entered Little Domt’s head that mght, that 
he could gum her up lightly now in his prospenty, and when he 
had It in his mind to replace her with a second wife, she drove it 
away. Faithful to him still, as m tlie worst times through which she 
had borne him single-handed, she drove the thought away, and 
entertained no harder reflection, in her tearful imrest, than that 
he now saw everything throu^ their wealth, and through the 
care he always had upon him that they should continue rich, and 
grow ncher 

They sat m their equipage of state, with Mrs General on the 
box, for three weeks longer, and then he started for Florence to 
join Fanny Little Dornt v/ould have been glad to bear lum com- 
pany so far, only for die sake of her own love, and tlien to have 
turned back alone, thinlung of dear England But, though the 
Courier had gone on with die Bnde, the Valet was next in the line. 
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one of his men, ‘Tliomas, help with the luggage ’ He even escorted 
the Bride up-stairs into Mr Merdle’s presence, but this must be 
considered as an act of homage to the sex (of which he was an ad- 
mirer, being notonously captivated by the charms of a certain 
Duchess), and not as a committal of himself with tlie family. 

Mr Merdle was slinking about the hearthrug, waiting to wel- 
come Mrs Sparkler His hand seemed to retreat up his sleeve as he 
advanced to do so, and he gave her such a superfluity of coat-culF 
that It was like being received by the popular conception of Guy 
Fawkes ^ When he put his lips to hers, besides, he took himself 
into custody by the wnsts, and backed himself among the otto- 
mans and chairs and tables as if he v/ere his own Police ofiicer, say- 
ing to himself, ‘Now, none of that! Come* I’ve got you, you know, 
and you go quietly along witli me* ’ 

Mrs Sparkler, installed in the rooms of state - the innermost 
sanctuary of down, silk, chintz, and fine linen - felt that so far her 
triumph was good, and her way made, step by step On the day be- 
fore her marnage, she had bestowed on Mrs Merdle’s maid with an 
air of gracious indifference, m Mrs Merdle’s presence, a trifling little 
keepsake (bracelet, bonnet, and two dresses, all new) about four 
times as valuable as the present formerly made by Mrs Merdle to 
her She was now established in Mrs Merdle’s own rooms, to which 
some extra touches had been given to render them more worthy of 
her occupation In her mind’s eye, as she lounged there, surrounded 
by every luxurious accessory that wealth could obtain or invention 
devise, she saw the fair bosom that beat in unison with the exulta- 
tion of her thoughts, competing with the bosom that had been 
famous so long, outshimng it, and deposing it. Happy ^ Fanny must 
have been happy No more wishing one’s self dead now. , 

The Couner had not approved of Mr Domt’s staying in the 
house of a friend, and had preferred to take him to an hotel in 
Brook Street, Grosvenor Square. Mr Merdle ordered his carnage 
to be ready early in the morning that he might wait upon Mr Domt 
immediately after breakfast. 

Bright the carriage looked, sleek the horses looked, gleaming the 
harness looked, lusaous and lastmg the livenes looked A nch, re- 
sponsible turn-out An equipage for a Merdle Early people looked 
after it as it rattled along the streets, and said, with awe in their 
breath, ‘There he goes*’ 
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There he went, until Brook Street stopped lum Then, fordi from 
Its magnificent case came the jewel, not lustrous in itself, but quite 
the contrary. 

Commotion in die office of the hotel, Merdle' The landlord, 
though a gendeman of a haughty spirit who had just dnven a pair 
of thorough-bred horses into town, turned out to show him up- 
stans The clerks and servants cut him off by back-passages, and 
were found acadentally hovenng m doorumys and angles, that 
they might look upon him Merdle* O 3 e sun, moon, and stars, the 
great man* The nch man, who had in a manner revised the New 
Testament, and already entered into the kingdom of Heaven Tlie 
man who could have any one he chose to dine with lum, and who 
had made the money* As he went up the stairs, people were already 
posted on the lower stairs, that his shadow might fall upon them 
when he came down So were the sick brought out and laid in the 
tock of the Aposde - who had not got mto the good soaety, and 
had not made the money 

IvlrDornt, dressmg-govmed and newspapered, was at his break- 
^ The Courier, with agitation m lus voice, announced ‘Miss’ 
up Domt’s overwrought heart bounded as he leaped 

Mr Merdle, this is — ha — mdeed an honour Permit me to ex- 
press e - hum - sense, the high sense, I entertain of this — ha 
ghly gratifymg act of attention I am well aware, sir, of 
Mr demands upon your time, and its - ha — enormous value,’ 
r could not say enormous roundly enough for his own 
action Tliatyou should — ha — at this early hour, bestow any 
Pnceless time upon me, is — ha — a comphment that I 
tTPiriUrj^ greatest esteem ’ Mr Domt positively 

the great man 

few so % ^ in his subdued, mward, hesitatmg voice, a 

‘1 am ^ were to no purpose whatever, and finally said, 
glad to see you, sur ’ 

bind/ said Mr Dorrit. ‘Truly kind.’ By dus time 
seated, and was passing his great hand over lus 
T I Mr Merdle?’ 

^^crdle, ^ ss I - yes^ I am as well as I usually said Mr 
'Y 

occupauons must be immense ’ 
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‘Tolerably so. But - Oh dear no, there’s not much the matter 
with me^ said Mr Merdle, looking roundjhe room. 

‘A little dyspeptic^’ Mr Dorrit hinted. 

‘Very hkely. But I — Oh, I am well enough,’ said Mr Merdle. 
There were black traces on his lips where they met, as if a little 
train of gunpowder had been fired there, and he looked like a man 
who, if his natural temperament had been quicker, would have 
been very feverish that morning. This, and his heavy way of pass- 
ing his hand over his forehead, had prompted Mr Domt’s solici- 
tous inquines. 

‘Mrs Merdle,’ Mr Dornt insinuatingly pursued, ‘I left, as you 
will be prepared to hear, the — ha— observed of all observers, the- 
hum — admired of all admirers, the leading fascination and charm 
of Soaety in Rome. She was looking wonderfully well when I 
qmtted it.’ 

‘Mrs Merdle,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘is generally considered a very 
attractive woman And she is, no doubt. I am sensible of her being 
so.’ 

‘Who can be otherwise?’ responded Mr Dornt. 

Mr Merdle turned his tongue in his closed moudi - it seemed 
rather a stiff and unmanageable tongue - moistened his lips, passed 
his hand over his forehead again, and looked all round the room 
again, pnnapally under the chairs. 

‘But,’ he said, looking Mr Dorrit in tlie face for the first time, 
and immediately afterwards dropping his eyes to the buttons of Mr 
Domt’s waistcoat; ‘if we speak of attractions, your daughter ought 
to be the subject of our conversation. She is extremely beautiful 
Both in face and figure, she is qmte uncommon When the young 
people arrived last night, I was really surpnsed to see such 
charms ’ 

Mr Domt’s gratification was such that he said — ha — he could 
not refrain from telhng Mr Merdle verbally, as he had already done 
by letter, v/hat honour and happiness he felt m this umon of their 
families And he offered his hand. Mr Merdle looked at the hand 
for a httle while, took it on his for a moment as if his were a yellow 
salver or fish-shce, and then returned it to Mr Dornt. 

‘I thou^t I would dnve roimd the first thing,’ said Mr Merdle, 
‘ to offer my services, in case I can do anything for you, and to say 
that I hope you will at least do me the honour of dimng with me 
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Unless at a high pnce At what we are accustomed to term a 
very long figure.' 

Mr Dornt laughed m the buoyancy of his spirit. Ha, ha, ha! 
Long figure Good Ha Very expressive to be sure* 

‘However,' said Mr Merdle, ‘I do generally retain in my own 
hands the power of exerasing some preference — people in general 
would be pleased to call it favour — as a sort of compliment for my 
care and trouble.’ 

‘And public spmt and genius,’ Mr Dornt suggested. 

Mr Merdle, with a dry, swallowing action, seemed to dispose 0 
those qualities like a bolus, then added, ‘As a sort of return for it- 
I v/ill see, if you please, hov / 1 can exert this limited power (for 
people are jealous, and it is limited), to your advantage ’ ^ 

‘You are very good,’ replied Mr Dornt. ‘You are 
‘Of course,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘there must be the strictest inm- 
gnty and upnghtness m these transactions, there must be the 
purest faith between man and man, there must be ummpeached an 
unimpeachable confidence, or business could not be earned on 
Mr Dornt hailed these generous sentiments with fervour 
‘Therefore,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘I can only give you a preference 
to a certain extent ’ 

‘I perceive To a defined extent,’ observed Mr Dornt 
‘Defined extent. And perfectly above-board As to ray advice, 
however,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘that is another matter. That, such as it 
IS-’ 

Oh* Such as it was* (Mr Dornt could not bear the faintest 
appearance of its being depreciated, even by Mr Merdle him- 
self) 

That, there is nothing in the bonds of spotless honour be- 
tween myself and my fellow-man to prevent my parting witlL R 
I choose And that,’ said Mr Merdle, now deeply intent upon a 
dust-cart that was passing the windows, ‘shall be at your com- 
mand whenever you think proper.’ 

Nev/ acknowledgments from Mr Dornt. New passages of Mr 
Mcrdle’s hand over his forehead Calm and silence Contemplation 
of Mr Domt’s waistcoat buttons by Mr Merdle 

‘My time being rather precious,’ said Mr Merdle, suddenly 
getting up, as if he had been waiting in the interval for his legs 
and they had just come, ‘I must be moving towards the City. 
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Next day, and the day after, and every day, all graced by more 
dinner company, cards descended on Mr Domt like theatncal 
snow 2 As Ae fnend and relative by marnage of the illustnous 
Merdle, Bar, Bishop, Treasury, Chorus, Everybody, wanted to 
make or improve Mr Domt’s acquaintance In Mr Merdle’s heap 
of offices in the City, when Mr Domt appeared at any of them on 
his business taking him Eastward (which it frequently did, for it 
throve amazingly), the name of Dornt was always a passport to 
the great presence of Merdle. So the dream mcreased m rapture 
every hour, as Mr Dorrit felt increasingly sensible that this con- 
nection had brought him forward indeed. 

Only one tiling sat otherwise than aunferously, and at the same 
time lightly, on Mr Domt’s mmd It was the Chief Butler That 
stupendous character looked at him, in the course of his official 
looking at tlie dinners, in a manner that Mr Domt considered 
questionable. He looked at him, as he passed through the hall 
and up the staircase, going to dmner, with a glazed fixedness that 
Mr Dornt did not hke Seated at table in the act of drinking, Mr 
Domt sail saw him through his wme-glass, regarding him with a 
cold and ghostly eye. It misgave him that the Chief Butler must 
have known a Collegian, and must have seen him in the College- 
perhaps had been presented to him He looked as closely at the 
Chief Butler as such a man could be looked at, and yet he did not 
recall that he had ever seen him elsewhere. Ultimately he was in- 
clined to think that there was no reverence in the man, no sentiment 
in the great creature. But he was not relieved by that, for, let him 
think what he v/ould, the Chief Butler had him in his superalious 
eye, even when that eye was on the plate and other table-gamiture, 
an he never let him out of it. To hint to him that this confinement 
m 11s eye was disagreeable, or to ask him what he meant, was an 
act too danng to venture upon; his seventy with his employers 
an eir visitors being temfic, and he never permimng himself 
to be approached vnth the slightest liberty. 
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CHAPTER 17 

Missing 


The term of Mr Domt’s \nstt as wathin wo days of being out, 
and he 'U'as about to dress for another inspection by the Chief But- 
ler (whose \nctims were always dressed expressly for him), w/hen 
one of the servants of the hotel presented himself bearing a card 
Mr Domt, taking it, read 
‘Mrs Finchmg ’ 


The serv'ant w'aited m speechless deference 
‘Man, man,' said Mr Domt, turning upon him wnth gnevous 
indignation, ‘explain your motive m bunging me this ridiculous 
name. I am wholly unacquainted wntli it Finchmg, sir^' said Mr 
Domt, perhaps avenging himself on tlie Chief Butler by Substitute. 
Ha' What do you mean by Finclung^’ 

Tile man, man, seemed to mean Flinching as much as anything 
else, for he backed aw^y from Mr Domt’s severe regard, as he 
replied, ‘A lady, sir ' 

I know' no such lady, sir,’ said Mr Domt ‘Take this card awmy. 

I know no Finchmg of either sex.’ 

Ask your pardon, sir The lady said she was aware she might 
unknown by name. But she begged me to say, sir, that she had 
overly the honour of being acquainted wutli Miss Domt. Tlie 
^ youngest Miss Domt ’ 

‘T ( knitted his brows and rejoined, after a moment or two, 

onn Mrs Fmching, sir,’ emphasising the name as if the inno- 
were solely responsible for it, ‘that she can come up ’ 

^ ^ reflected, in his momentary pause, that imless she were 
b 1 rmght leave some message, or might say somedung 

a disgraceful reference to that former state of exis- 
^ die concession, and hence the appearance of Flora, 

m hi pleasure,’ said Mr Domt, standing wuth the card 

have\> ^ ^ which imported that it would scarcely 

^ een a first-class pleasure if he had had it, ‘of knowmg either 
^sine, or yourself, madam. Place a chair, sir.’ 

^ responsible man, with a start, obeyed, and went out on 



68o 


LITTLE DORRIT 


tiptoe. Flora, putting aside her veil v/ith a bashful tremor upon 
her, proceeded to introduce herself. At die same time a singular 
combination of perfumes was diffused dirough the room, as if 
some brandy had been put by mistake in a lavender-water bottle, 
or as if some lavender-water had been put by mistake in a brandy- 
bottle. 

‘I beg Mr Domt to offer a thousand apologies and indeed they 
would be far too few for such an intrusion which I know must 
appear extremely bold in a lady and alone too, but I thought it 
best upon the whole however difficult and even apparently im- 
proper though Mr F.’s Aunt would have willingly accompanied 
me and as a character of great force and spirit would probably have 
struck one possessed of such a knowledge of life as no doubt with 
so many changes must have been acquired, for Mr F. himself said 
frequently that although well educated in the neighbourhood of 
Blackheatli at as high as eighty guineas which is a good deal for 
parents and the plate kept back too on going away but that is 
more a meanness than its value that he had learnt more in his first 
years as a commeraal traveller with a large commission on the 
sale of an article that nobody would hear of much less buy which 
preceded the wine trade a long time than in the whole six years m 
that academy conducted by a college Bachelor, though why a 
Bachelor more clever than a married man I do not see and never 
did but pray excuse me that is not the point.’ 

Mr Domt stood rooted to the carpet, a statue of mystification 

‘I must openly admit that I have no pretensions,’ said Flora, ‘but 
having known ffie dear little thing which under altered circum- 
stances appears a liberty but is not so intended and Goodness 
knows there was no favour in half-a-crown a-day to such a needle 
as herself but qmte the other way and as to anything lowering 
in It far from it die labourer is worthy of his hire and I am sure I 
only wish he got it oftener and more ammal food and less rheu- 
matism in the back and legs poor souk’ 

Madam,’ said Mr Domt, recovering his breath by a great effort, 
as the relict of the late Mr Fincbmg stopped to take hers, ‘madam, 
said Mr Domt, very red m die face, ‘if I understand you to refer 
to — ha — to anything in the antecedents of — hum — a daughter of 
mine, involving — ha hum — daily compensation, madam, I beg to 
observe that the — ha — fact, assuming it— ha — to fact, never was 
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■Within my knowledge Hum I should not have permitted it. Ha 
Ne\er^ Never'* 

‘Unnecessaiy^ to pursue die subject,’ returned Flora, ‘and would 
not have mentioned it on any account except as supposing it a 
favourable and only letter of introduction but as to being fact no 
doubt whatever and you may set your mind at rest for die very 
dress I have on now can prove n and sweetly made diough dicre 
IS no denying dtat it w ould tell better on a belter figure for my 
own IS much too fat though how to bring it down I know not, pray 
excuse me I am roving off again.’ 

^ Domt backed to his chair m a stony way, and seated himself, 
^ ^ ^ softening look and played wudi her parasol 

Ihe dcM little dung,’ said Flora, ‘liavmg gone off perfectly 
p an white and cold m my own house or at least papa’s for 
01^ not a freehold still a long lease at a peppercorn on die 
Ckn ® ^ ^ Ardiur- foolish habit of our youdiful days and Mr 
addre>^tr^ adapted to existing circumstances particularly 
stauon ^ ^ stranger a gentleman in an elevated 

froMd ™o nan,es, Mr Domt frowned, stared, 

Pleasure,mada;n’ the favour to - ha - state your 

'Mr D 

for though more should be kind 

a hkeneTsul! Te of course but 

^^‘ghtest -^thout the 

t'ot rinth Arthur - n most decidedly 

^hat I am savml Clennam I don’t 

^tudual linked bv I Clennam solus - for to put that m- 

not ^ me the ransom of a 

to hut usmg ,t as theTolt^f^rTu^^ "^“tild come 

^tter Words, repeater} ^ regarding the earnestness of these 

‘■'"'g possible when I ‘>=« possdsle and 

gratification of reading m the papers 
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that you had arrived from Italy and were going back I made up my 
mind to try it for you might come across him or hear something of 
him and if so what a blessing and relief to alll’ 

‘Allow me to ask, madam,’ said Mr Dorrit, with his ideas in 
v/ild confusion, ‘to whom — ha — to whom,’ he repeated it with a 
raised voice in mere desperation, ‘you at present allude?’ 

‘To the foreigner from Italy v/ho disappeared in the City as no 
doubt you have read in the papers equally with myself,’ said Flora, 
‘not referring to private sources by the name of Pancks from 
which one gathers what dreadfully ill-natured things some people 
are wicked enough to whisper most likely judging others by them- 
selves and what the uneasiness and indignation of Arthur - cjnRe 
unable to overcome it Doyce and Clennam — cannot fail to be 
It happened, fortunately for the elucidation of any inteUigible 
result, that Mr Domt had heard or read nothing about the matter 
This caused Mrs Finching, with many apologies for being in great 
practical difficulties as to finding the way to her pocket among the 
stripes of her dress at length to produce a police handbill, setting 
forth that a foreign gentleman of the name of Blandois, last from 
Venice, had unaccountably disappeared on such a night in such a 
part of the city of London, that he was known to have entere 
such a house, at such an hour; that he was stated by the inmates o 
that house to have left it, about so many minutes before midnight, 
and that he had never been beheld since This, with exact particulars 
of time and locality, and v/ith a good detailed descnption of the 
foreign gentleman who had so mystenously vanished, Mr Dorrit 
read at large. 

‘Blandois!’ said Mr Domt. ‘Venice! And this descnption! I 
knov/ this gentleman. He has been in my house. He is intimately 
acquainted with a gentleman of good fhmily (but in indifferent 
circumstances), of whom I am a — hum — patron.’ 

‘Then my humble and pressing entreaty is the more,’ said Flora, 
‘ that in travelhng back you v/ill have the kindness to look for this 
foreign gentleman along all the roads and up and down all the 
turnings and to make inquiries for him at all the hotels and orangC' 
trees and vineyards and volcanoes and places for he must be some- 
v/here and why doesn’t he come forward and say he’s there and 
clear all parlies up?’ 

‘ Pray, madam,’ said Mr Dorrit, refemng to the handbill again, 




LITTLE DOKRIT 


said ever since I began to recover the blow of Mr F*s death tlwt 
I would learn the Organ of v/lilch I am extremely fond but o 
which I am ashamed to say I do notyetknov/ a note, good evening^ 
When Mr Domt, who attended her to the room-door, had na 
a little time to collect Ins senses, he found that the interview ha 
summoned back discarded reminiscences which jarred witll the 
Merdle dinner-table He wrote and sent off a brief note excusing 
himself for that da}--, and ordered dinner presently in his own rooms 
at the hotel He had another reason for this His time m London 
was very nearly out, and was anticipated by engagements; his plans 
v/ere made for returning, and he tliought it belioved his importance 
to pursue some direct inquiry into tlie Blandois disappearance, ano 
be in a condition to carry back to Mr Henry Gowan the result o 
his own personal invesngation He therefore resol ved that he woul 
take advantage of that evening’s freedom to go down to Clennam 
and Co ’s, easily to be found by die direction set forth in the hand- 
bill; and see the place, and ask a question or two diere lumself. 

Having dined as plainly as the establishment and die Courier 
would let him, and having taken a short sleep by the fire for his 
better recovery from Mrs Fincbing, he set out in a hackney- 
cabriolet alone The deep bell of St Paul’s was striking rune as he 
passed under the shadow of Temple Bar,i^ headless and forlorn m 
these degenerate days. 

As he approached his destination through the by-streets and 
water-side ways, that part of London seemed to him an uglier spot 
at such an hour than he had ever supposed it to be IvHny long 
years had passed since he had seen it, he had never known much 
of it, and it wore a mysterious and dismal aspect in his eyes So 
powerfully was his imagination impressed by it, that when his 
driver stopped, after having asked the way more than once, and 
said to the best of his behef this was the gateway they wanted, Mt 
Dorrit stood hesitating, with the coach-door in his hand, half afraid 
of the dark look of the place 

Truly, it looked ^ gloomy that night as even it had ever looked. 
Two of the handbills were posted on the entrance wall, one on 
either side, and as the lamp flickered in the night air, shadows 
passed over them, not unlike the shadov/s of Angers following 
lines, A watch was evidently kept upon the place As Mr Dornt 
paused, a man passed m from over the way, and another man passed 
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Mr Dornt was at a loss for any more distinct rejoinder at the 
moment than ‘ Ha — well ^ ’ 

‘Where is this missing man^ Have you come to give us informa- 
tion where he is ^ I hope you have^’ 

‘So far from it, I - hum - have come to seek mformation ’ 
‘Unfortunately for us, there is none to be got here Flintwmch, 
show the gentleman the handbill. Give him several to take av/ay. 
Hold the hght for him to read it.’ 

Mr Flintv/inch did as he was directed, and Mi Dornt read it 
through, as if he had not previously seen it, glad enough of the op- 
portunity of collecting his presence of mind, which die air of die 
house and of the people in it had a little disturbed. While his eyes 
were on die paper, he felt that the eyes of Mr Flintwmch and of 
Mrs Clennam were on him He found, when he looked up, that 
this sensation was not a fancdul one 

‘Now you know as much,’ said Mrs Clennam, ‘as we know, sir 
Is Mr Blandois a fnend of yours.^’ 

‘ No — a — hum — an acquaintance,’ answered Mr Dornt. 

‘You have no commission from him, perhaps?’ 

‘I^ Ha Certainly not ’ 

The searchmg look turned gradually to the floor, after taking 
Mr Flintwinch’s face m its way. Mr Dornt, discomfited by finding 
that he was the questioned instead of the questioner, applied him- 
self to the reversal of that unexpected order of things 

‘I am — ha — a gentleman of property, at present residing in Italy 
widi my family, my servants, and — hum — my rather large estab- 
lishment Being m London for a short time on affairs connected 
with — ha — my estate, and hearmg of this strange disappearance, 
I v/ished to make myself acquainted with the circumstances at first- 
hand, because there is - ha hum - an English gentleman m Italy 
whom I shall no doubt see on my return, who has been in habits 
of close and daily intimacy with Monsieur Blandois Mr Henry 
Gov/an You may know the name ’ 

‘Never heard of it ’ 

Mrs Clennam said it, and Mr Flintwinch echoed it. 

‘Wishing to — ha — make the narrative coherent and consecutive 
to him,’ said Mr Dornt, ‘may I ask — say, three questions?’ 
‘Thirty, if you choose ’ 

‘Have you known Monsieur Blandois long^^’ 
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‘Not a twelvemontli Mr Fhntwinch here, refer to the books 
and tell you when, and by whom at Paris he was introduced to us 
If that,' Mrs Clennam added, ^ should be any satisfaction to you It 
IS poor satisfaction to us ’ 

‘Have you seen him often 
‘No Twice Once before, and - 
‘ That once,’ suggested hh: Fhntwinch 
‘And that once ’ 

‘Pray, madam,’ said Mr Domt, with a growing fancy upon him 
as he recovered ks importance, that he was m some supenor way 
m die Commission of the Peace, ‘pray, madam, may I mquire, for 
die greater satisfaction of the gentleman whom I have die honour 
to — ha — retam, or protect or let me say to — hum — know — to 
know - Was Monsieur Blandois here on business on the night in- 
dicated m this present sheet 

‘On what he called busmess,’ returned Mrs Clennam. 

‘Is — ha — excuse me - is its nature to be communicated 

‘No’ 


It was evidendy impracticable to pass the barrier of that reply 
‘The question has been asked before,’ said Mrs Clennam, ‘and 
die answer has been, No We don’t choose to publish our trans- 
actions, however imifflportant, to ail the town We say, No ’ 

‘I mean, he took away no money with him, for example,’ said 
MrDomt. 

‘He took away none of ours, sir, and got none here-’ 

‘I suppose,’ observed Mr Domt, glancing from Mrs Clennam 
to Mr Flmtwinch, and from Mr Fhntwinch to Mrs Clennam, ‘you 
have no way of accounting to yourself for this mystery? ’ 

‘Why do you suppose so^’ rejomed Mrs Clennam 
Disconcerted by the cold and hard mquiry, Mr Domt was un- 
able to assign any reason for his supposing so. 

1 account for it, sir,’ she pursued after an awkward silence on 
« Domt s part, ‘by having no doubt that he is travelhng some- 
where, or hiding somewhere.’ 

*N^ know — ha — why he should lude anywhere^ ’ 


t was exactly the same No as before, and put another bamer up 
iou asked me if I accounted for the disappearance to myself,’ 
Clennam sternly reminded him, ‘not if 1 accounted for it to 
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you I do not pretend to account for it to you, sir- 1 understand it to 
be no more my business to do tliat, than it is yours to require tliat 
Mr Domt answered with an apologetic bend of lus head As he 
stepped back, preparatory to saying he had no more to ask, he 
could not but observe how gloomily and fixedly she sat with her 
eyes fastened on tlie ground, and a certain air upon her of resolute 
waiting, also, how exactly the self-same expression was reflected 
in Mr Fhntwinch, standmg at a htde distance from her chair, with his 
eyes also on the ground, and his nght hand softly rubbing his chin 
At that moment, Mistress Affery (of course, the woman with die 
apron) dropped the candlestick she held, and cned out, ‘There! 
O good Lord! there it is again Hark, Jeremiah! Now!’ 

If there were any sound at all, it was so slight that she must have 
fallen into a confirmed habit of hstemng for sounds, but Mr Domt 
beheved he did hear a somethmg, like the falling of dry leaves The 
woman’s terror, for a very short space, seemed to touch the three, 
and they all listened 

Mr Fhntwmch was the first to stir ‘Affery, my woman,’ said 
he, sidling at her with his fists clenched, and lus elbows qmvermg 
with impatience to shake her, ‘you are at your old tncks You’ll be 
walking in your sleep next, my woman, and playmg the whole 
round of your distempered antics You must have some physic. 
When I have shown this gentleman out, I’ll make you up such a 
comfortable dose, ray woman, such a comfortable dose'’ 

It did not appear altogether comfortable in expectation to Mis- 
tress Affery, but Jeremiah, without further reference to his heahng 
m^cine, took another candle from Mrs Clennam’s table, and said, 
Now, sir, shall I light you down?’ 

Mr Domt professed himself obhged, and went down Mr Fhnt- 
winch shut him out, and chained him out, without a moment’s 
He was again passed by the two men, one going out 
an the other coming in, got mto the vehicle he had left waiting, 
and was dnven away 

h gone far, the dnver stopped to let him know that 

c a given his name, number, and address to the two men, on 
eir )oint reqmsition, and also the address at which he had t^en 
ornt up, the hour at which he had been called from his stand 
^ the way by which he had come This did not make the night’s 
s venture run any less hotly m Mr Domt’s mmd, either when he 
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sat down by his fire again, or when he went to bed All night he 
haunted the dismal house, saw the two people resolutely waiting, 
heard the woman with her apron over her face cry out about the 
noise, and found the body of the missing Blandois, now buned in 
the cellar, and nov/ bricked up in a v/all 


CHAPTER 18 

A Castle in the Ait 

Manifold are the cares of v/ealth and state. Mr Domt’s satis- 
faction in remembenng that it had not been necessary for him to 
announce himself to Clennam and Co., or to make an allusion to 
his having had any knov/ledge of the intrusive person of that name, 
had been damped over-night, v/hile it was still fresh, by a debate 
that arose vdthin him whether or no he should take the Marshalsea 
in his way back, and look at the old gate. He had deaded not to do 
so; and had astonished the coach-man by being very fierce with him 
for proposing to go over London Bndge and recross the nver by 
Waterloo Bridge — a course v.^hich would have taken him almost 
within sight of his old quarters Still, for all that, the question had 
raised a conflict in his breast, and, for some odd reason or no 
reason, he v/as vaguely dissatisfied Even at the Merdle dinner- 
table next day, he v/as so out of sorts about it that he continued 
at intervals to turn it over and over, in a manner frightfully incon- 
sistent with the good society surrounding him It made him hot to 
think v/hat the Chief Butler’s opinion of him would have been, if 
that illustrious personage could have plumbed with that heavy eye 
of his the stream of his meditations 

^le farewell banquet v/as of a gorgeous nature, and v/ound up 
his visit in a most brilliant manner. Fanny combined with the 
attractions of her youth and beauty, a certain weight of self-sus- 
tainmcnt as if she had been married twenty years He felt that he 
could leave her with a quiet mind to tread the paths of distinction, 
and v/ishcd — but v/ithout abatement of patronage, and v/ithout 
prejudice to the retiring virtues of his favourite child — that he 
had such another daughter. 
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‘My dear,’ he told her at parting, ‘our family boles to you to - 
ha ~ assert its dignity and — hum — maintain its importance I know 
you will never disappoint it ’ 

‘No, papa,’ said Fanny, ‘you may rely upon that, I think My 
best love to dearest Amy, and I will write to her very soon 

‘Shall I convey any message to - ha - anybody else?’ asked Mr 
Domt, in an insinuating manner 

‘Papa,’ said Fanny, before whom Mrs General instantly loomed, 
‘no, 1 thank you. You are very kind, Pa, but I must beg to be 
excused Tliere is no other message to send, I diank you, dear papa, 
that It would be at all agreeable to you to take.’ 

Tliey parted m an outer drawing-room, where only Mr Spark- 
ler watted on his lady, and duofuily bided his time for shaking 
hands When Mr Sparkler was admitted to tlus closing audience, 
Mr Mcrdle came creeping in with not much more appearance of 
arms in his sleeves than if he had been the twin brother of Miss 
and insisted on escorting Mr Domt down-stairs All Mr 
Dornt’s protestaoons being in vain, he enjoyed the honour of be- 
ing accompanied to the hall-door by this distinguished man, who 
(as Mr Domt told him in shaking hands on the step) had really 
overwhelmed lum mtli attentions and services during this memor- 
able visit Tlius they parted, Mr Domt entering Jus carnage with a 
swelling breast, not at all sorrj' that his Courier, w'ho had come to 
ude leave in tlic low^cr regions, should have an opportunity of 
beholding the grandeur of Ins departure. 

flic aforesaid grandeur 11x15 yet full upon Mr Domt when he 
abghied at his hotel Helped out by tlie Courier and some half- 
dor?rn of the hotel servants, he was passing through the hall mtli a 
imgnificence, when lo' a sight presented itself tliat struck 
him dumb and motionless John Chncty, m his best clodics, wadi 
'vv i dl hat under Ins arm, his i\ orj -handled canc genteelly cm- 
his deportment, and a bundle of cigars m lus hand’ 

Ixov ,voung man,* said die porter ‘Tins is the gentleman Tins 
X our v< in-in has pcfiistcd m w uting, sir, srv ing vou v. ould be gl id 

Mr Dv-irru pbrtrl on il.c voung man, chol ed, and st d, in tin. 

VM)! 'Voung John* It is Young John, I dunk, js 

tr', ii*, rc, varied \oin.r John. 
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‘I - ha — thought tt was Young John!’ said Mr Domt. ‘The 
young man may come up,’ turning to the attendants, as he passed 
on ‘oh yes, he may come up. Let Young John follow. I will speak 
to him above ’ 

Young John followed, smiling and much gratified. Mr Domt’s 
rooms were reached. Candles were lighted. The attendants with- 
drew. 

‘Now, sir,’ said Mr Domt, turning round upon him and seiz- 
ing him by the collar when they were safely alone. ‘Wliat do you 
mean by this.^’ 

Tlie amazement and horror depicted in the unfortunate John s 
face — for he had rather expected to be embraced next — were of 
that pov/erfully expressive nature that Mr Dornt withdrew his 
hand and merely glared at him 

‘How dare you do this.^’ said Mr Dornt ‘How do you presume 
to come here? How dare you insult me^’ 

‘I insult you, sir^’ cned Young John. ‘Oh’’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ returned Mr Dornt. ‘Insult me Yom commg here 
is an afeont, an impertmence, an audacity. You are not wanted 
here Who sent you here^ What — ha - the Devil do you do here^ 
‘I thought, sir,’ said Young John, with as pale and shocked a 
face as ever had been turned to ^ Domt’s in ^s hfe — even in his 
College hfe* ‘I thought, sir, you mightn’t object to have the good- 
ness to accept a bundle — ’ 

‘Damn your bundle, sirl’ cned Mr Domt, in irrepressible rage. 

‘ I — hum — don’t smoke ’ 

‘I humbly beg your pardon, sir You used to.’ 

‘Tell me that again,’ cned Mr Domt, quite beside himself, and 
I’ll take the poker to you’ ’ 

John Chi very backed to the door. 

‘Stop, sir’* cried Mr Dornt ‘Stop’ Sit down Confound you, 
sit downl’ 

John Chivery dropped mto the chair nearest the door, and Mr 
Domt v/alked up and down the room; rapidly at first, then, more 
slowly. Once, he went to the window, and stood there with his 
forehead against the glass All of a sudden, he turned and said 
‘"What else did you come for, sir?’ 

‘Nothing else in the world, sir Oh dear mel Only to say, 
that I hoped you was well, and only to ask if Miss Amy was well? 



ATTENTIONS FROM YOUNG JOHN 693 - 


‘What’s that to you, sir ^ ’ retorted Mr Dorrit 
‘It’s nothing to me, sur, by nghts I never thought of lessening 
the distance betwixt us, I am sure I know it’s a liberty, sir, but I 
never thou^t you’d have taken it ill Upon my word and honour, 
sir,’ said Young John, with emotion, ‘in my poor way, I am too 
proud to have come, I assure you, if I had thought so ’ 

Mr Dorrit was ashamed He went back to the wmdow, and 
leaned his forehead agamst the glass for some tune. When he 
turned, he had his handkerchief in his hand, and he had been wiping 
his eyes with it, and he looked tired and ill 

‘Young John, I am very sorry to have been hasty with you, 
but - ha - some remembrances are not happy remembrances, and - 
hum — you shouldn’t have come.’ 

‘I feel that now, sir,’ returned John Chivery, ‘but I didn’t before, 
and Heavens knows I meant no harm, sir ’ 

‘No No,’ said Mr Domt ‘I am — hum - sure of that Ha Give 
me your hand, Young John, give me your hand ’ 

Young John gave it, but Mr Domt had driven his heart out of 
it, and nothing could change his face now, from its white, shocked 
look. 

There!’ said Mr Domt, slowly shaking hands with hun ‘Sit 
down again, Young John ’ 

‘Thank you, sir - but I’d rather stand ’ 

Ivir Domt sat down instead After painfully holding his head a 
little while, he turned it to his visitor, and said, with an effort to 
be easy 

And how is your father. Young John ^ How — ha— how are they 
all, Young John?’ 

Thank you, sir, They’re all pretty well, sir They’re not any 
ways complaimng ’ 

M ^ ^ your — ha — old business I see, Jobn?’ said 

omt, with a glance at the offendmg bundle he had anathe- 
matised 

Partly, Sir I am in my’ — John hesitated a little — ‘father’s busi- 
ness ukevnse ’ 

indeed*’ said Mr Domt ‘Do you — ha hum — go upon the 


Lock, sir? Yes, sir.’ 
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‘Yes, sir, we’re pretty heavy at present I don’t know how it is, 
but we generally are pretty heavy.’ 

‘At this time of the year, Young John^’ 

‘Mostly at all times of the year, sir. I don’t know the time that 
makes much diiference to us I wish you good night, sir.’ 

‘Stay a moment, John — ha — stay a moment Hum. Leave me 
the cigars, John, I - ha - beg ’ 

‘ Certainly, sir,’ John put them, with a trembling hand, on the 
table 

‘Stay a moment. Young John, stay another moment It would 
be a — ha — a gratification to me to send a little — hum — Testimon- 
ial, by such a trusty messenger, to be divided among — ha hum - 
diem — them — according to their wants. Would you object to take 
It, John?’ 

‘Not in any ways, sir. There’s many of them, I’m sure, that 
v/ould be the better for it ’ 

‘Thank you, John. I - ha - I’ll write it, John ’ 

His hand shook so that he was a long time wnting it, and wrote 
it in a tremulous scrawl at last It was a cheque for one hundred 
pounds He folded it up, put it in Young John’s hand, and presse 
the hand in his. , 

‘I hope you’ll — ha — overlook — hum — v/hat has passed, John 
‘ Don’t speak of it, sir, on any accounts I don’t in any ways bear 
malice. I’m sure.’ 

But nothing v/hile John was there could change John’s face to its 
natural colour and expression, or restore John’s natural manner. 

‘And, John,’ said Mr Dorrit, giving his hand a final pressure, 
and releasing it, ‘I hope we — ha — agree that we have spoken to- 
gether in confidence, and that you will abstam, in going out, from 
saying anything to any one that might - hum — suggest that - 
ha — once I 


‘Oh' I assure you, sir,’ returned John Chivery, ‘in my poor 
humble v/ay, sir, I’m too proud and honourable to do it, sir. 

Mr Dornt v/as not too proud and honourable to listen at 1 
door that he might ascertain for himself whether John really went 
straight out, or lingered to have any talk with any one. There v.^ 
no doubt that he v'ent direct out at the door, and away down t 
street vnth a quick step After remaining alone for an hour, 
Domt rang for die Courier, who found him with his chair on te 
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heartiL-rug, sitting with his back towards him and his face to the 
fire. ‘You can take that bundle of cigars to smoke on the )Ourney, 
if you like,’ said Mr Dorrit, widi a careless wave of his hand ‘ Ha 
- brought by - hum - little offering from - ha - son of old tenant 
of mine.’ 

Next morning’s sun saw Mr Domt’ s equipage upon the Dover 
road, where every red-jacketed postilion was the sign of a cruel 
house, established for the unmeraful plundering of travellers Tlie 
whole business of die human race, between London and Dover, 
being spoliation, Mr Domt was waylaid at Dartford, pillaged at 
Gravesend, nfled at Rochester, fleeced at Sittingboume, and sacked 
at Canterbury'. However, it being the Couner’s business to get 
him out of the hands of the banditti, the Couner brought him off 
at every stage, and so the red-jackets went glearamg memly along 
the spring landscape, rising and falling to a regular measure, be- 
tween Mr Dorrit m his snug comer and the next chalky rise in the 
dusty highway 

Another day’s sun saw him at Calais. And havmg now got die 
Channel between himself and John Chivery, he began to feel safe, 
and to find that the foreign air was hghter to breathe than the air 
of England 

On again by the heavy French roads for Pans Having now quite 
recovered his equanimity, Mr Domt, in his snug comer, fell to 
castle-building^ as he rode along It was evident that he had a very 
large casde in hand All day long he was runmng towers up, takmg 
towers down, adding a wing here, putting on a batdement diere, 
looking to the walls, strengthening the defences, giving ornamental 
muches to the intenor, making in all respects a superb casde of it 
IS preoccupied face so clearly denoted the pursuit in which he was 
engaged, that every cnpple at the post-houses, not blind, who 
^ved his htde battered tm~box in at the carnage window for 
name of Heaven, Chanty in the name of our Lady, 

anty in the name of all the Saints, knew as well what work he 
^ dieir countryman Le Brun® could have known it him- 
^ , though he had made that English traveller die subject of a 
special physiognomical treatise 

Arrived at Pans, and resting there three days, Mr Domt strolled 
much about the streets alone, lookmg m at the shop-windows, and 
particularly the jewellers’ windows Ultimately, he went into the 
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most famous jeweller’s, and said he wanted to buy a little gift for a 
lady 

It was a charming little woman to whom he said it - a spnghtly 
little v/oman, dressed m perfect taste, who came out of a green 
velvet bov/er to attend upon him, from posting up some dainty 
little books of account which one could hardly suppose to be ruled 
for the entr}' of any articles more commercial than kisses, at a dainty 
little shining desk which looked in itself like a sweetmeat 

For example, then, said the little v/oman, what speaes of gift 
did Monsieur desire^ A love-gift^ 

Mr Dorrit smiled, and said. Eh, well’ Perhaps Wliat did he 
know^ It was always possible, die sex being so charming Would 
she show him some^ 

Most willingly, said the little woman Flattered and enchante 
to shov/ him many But pardon’ To begin with, he would have the 
great goodness to observe that there were love-gifts, and there 
v/ere nuptial gifts For example, these ravislung ear-nngs and this 
necklace so superb to correspond, were what one called a 
gift These brooches and these nngs, of a beauty so gracious an 
celestial, were what one called, with the permission of Monsieur, 
nuptial gifts , 

Perhaps it v/ould be a good arrangement, Mr Dornt hinte , 
smiling, to purchase both, and to present the love-gift first, an to 
finish with the nuptial offering? 

Ah Heaven’ said the little woman, laying the tips of the fingers 
of her tv/o little hands against each other, that would be generous 
indeed, that would be a special gallantry’ And without doubt the 
lady so crushed with gifts would find them irresistible 

Mr Domt v/as not sure of that But, for example, the sprightly 
bttle woman was very sure of it, she said So Mr Dornt bought a 
gift of each sort, and paid handsomely for it As he strolled back to 
his hotel afterv/ards, he earned his head high having plainly got up 
his castle now to a much loftier altitude than the two square towers 
of Notre Dame 

Bmlding away with all his might, but reservmg the plans of his 
castle exclusively for his ov/n eye, Mr Domt posted away for Mar- 
seilles Building on, building on, busily, busily, from morning 
to night- Falhng asleep , and leaving great blocks of building mater- 
ials dangling m the air, v/aking again, to resume work and get 



MR DORRIT BUYS GIFTS <>97 

them into 'dieir places Vhat time the Conner in the nimblcj 
smoking Young John’s best dgars, left a hule thread of dun light 
smoke behind — perhaps as Ac built a castic or tv. o v,nh stray pieces 
of Mr Dorrxc’s money. 

Not a fortified tovm that the} passed xn all dieir journey was as 
stxons, not a Cathedral summit vras as highj as Mr Domt s castic. 
NeirbW tbe Saone nor the Rhone sped -ndtli the sttufmess of tliat 
peerless building; nor v'as the Mediterranean deeper than its foun- 
dauonSj nor v ere the distant landscapes on the Cornice road, nor 
the hills and bav of Genoa the Superb, more beautiful. Mr Domt 
and his matchless castle v.ere disembarked among die dirt}' 'ahite 
houses and dirtier felons of Cmta Vecdiia, and thence scrambled 
on to Rome as they could through the filth diat festered on the 
T'sy. 


CHAPTER 19 

The Storming of the Castle tn the Atr 


The sun had gone down full four hours, and it v as later than most 
tia\ellers would like it to be for finding themselves outside the 
walls of Rome, when Mr Dorrit’s carnage, sail on its last wean- 
some stage, raided over the solitary Campagna. The sav age herds- 
and the nerce-looking peasants v/ho had chequered the way 
" ..f lasted, had all gone down with the sun, and left the 

^ emess blank. At some turns of the road, a pale flare on die 
onzon, like an exhalation from the rum-sown land, show'ed that 

1 ^ ^ poor relief was rare and short- 

^ ' The carriage dipped down ag^ into a hollow of the black 
"> ^a, and for a long time there was noduug visible save its 
P^tnSed su eh and the gloomy sk}', 

^fr Dome, thou^ he had his castle-buildmg to engage his 
>>>ind, corfd not be quite ezsy in that desolate place. He was far 
wiore cunous, in every swerve ofthe carnage, and every cry of the 
P^^^flhons, than he had been since he quitted London- The valet 
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most famous jeweller’s, and said he wanted to buy a httle gift for a 
lady. 

It was a charming httle woman to whom he said it - a sprightly 
little woman, dressed in perfect taste, who came out of a green 
velvet bower to attend upon him, from posting up some dainty 
httle books of account which one could hardly suppose to be ruled 
for the entry of any articles more commercial than kisses, at a dainty 
little shining desk which looked in itself like a sweetmeat 

For example, then, said the little woman, what species of gift 
did Monsieur desire^ A love-gift? 

Mr Dorrit smiled, and said, Eh, well! Perhaps What did he 
knov/^ It was always possible, the sex being so charming Would 
she show him some^ 

Most willingly, said the little woman. Flattered and enchanted 
to show him many. But pardon* To begin with, he would have the 
great goodness to observe that there were love-gifts, and there 
were nuptial gifts For example, these ravishing ear-nngs and this 
necklace so superb to correspond, were what one called a love- 
gift These brooches and these rings, of a beauty so gracious and 
celestial, were what one called, with the permission of Monsieur, 
nuptial gifts 

Perhaps it would be a good arrangement, Mr Domt hinted, 
smiling, to purchase both, and to present the love-gift first, and to 
finish with the nuptial offering^ 

Ah Heaven! said the little woman, laying the tips of the fingers 
of her two little hands against each other, that would be generous 
indeed, that v/ould be a special gallantry! And without doubt the 
lady so crushed with gifts would find them irresistible 

Mr Domt was not sure of that But, for example, the spnghtly 
little woman was very sure of it, she said So Mr Domt bought a 
gift of each sort, and paid handsomely for it. As he strolled back to 
his hotel afterwards, he earned his head high having plainly got up 
his castle now to a much loftier altitude than die two square towers 
of Notre Dame 

Building away v/ith all his might, but reserving die plans of his 
castle e^ clusively for his own eye, Mr Domt posted away for Mar- 
seilles Building on, building on, busily, busily, from morning 
to night- Falling asleep, and leaving great blocks of building mater- 
ials dangling in the air, waking agam, to resume work and get 
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diem into dieir places What time the Couner in the rumble, 
smoking Young John’s best agars, left a little thread of thin light 
smoke behmd- perhaps as he built a castle or two with stray pieces 
of Mr Dor Fit’s money 

Not a fortified town that they passed in all their journey was as 
strong, not a Cathedral summit was as high, as Mr Domt s castle 
Neither the Saone nor the Rhone sped with the swiftness of that 
peerless bmlding, nor was the Mediterranean deeper than its foun- 
dations, nor were the distant landscapes on the Cornice road, nor 
the hills and bay of Genoa the Superb, more beautiful. Mr Domt 
and his matchless castle were disembarked among the dirty white 
houses and dimer felons of Civita Vecchia, and thence scrambled 
on to Rome as they could, through the filth that festered on the 
way 


♦ 


CHAPTER 19 

The Storming of the Castle tn the Air 

The sun had gone down full four hours, and it was later than most 
travellers would like it to be for finding themselves outside the 
walls of Rome, when Mr Domt’s carriage, still on its last weari- 
some stage, rattled over the sohtary Campagna. The savage herds- 
men and the fierce-lookmg peasants who had chequered the way 
w iile the light lasted, had all gone down with the sun, and left the ' 
^ emess blank At some turns of the road, a pale flare on the 
onzon, like an exhalation from the nun-sown land, showed that 

1 ^ poor rehef was rare and short- 

ncd The carnage dipped down again into a hollow of the black 
ry sea, and for a long tune there was nothing visible save its 
petrified swell and the gloomy sky 

^^r Dornt, tliough he had his castle-bmldmg to engage his 
mm , could not be quite easy in that desolate place. He was far 
more cunous, in every swerve of the carnage, and eveiy^ cry of the 
posti 10ns, dian he bad been since he quitted London The valet 
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on the box evidently quaked. The Courier in the rumble^ was not 
altogether comfortable in his mind As often as Mr Domt let 
down the glass and looked back at him (which was very often), he 
saw him smoking John Chivery out, it is true, but still generally 
standing up the while and looking about him, like a man who had 
his suspicions, and kept upon his guard Then would Mr Domt, 
pulhng up the glass again, reflect that those postihons were cut- 
throat looking fellows, and that he would have done better to have 
slept at Civita Vecchia, and have started betimes in the morning. 
But, for all this, he worked at his castle in the intervals. 

And now, fragments of ruinous enclosure, yawning wmdow-gap 
and crazy wall, deserted houses, leaking wells, broken water-tanks, 
spectral cypress-trees, patches of tangled vine, and the changing 
of the track to a long, irregular, disordered lane where everything 
was crumbhng away, from the unsightly buildmgs to the jolting 
road — now, these objects showed that they were neanng Rome 
And now, a sudden twist and stoppage of the carnage inspired Mr 
Domt with the mistrust that the bngand moment was come for 
twisting him into a ditch and robbing him, until, letting down the 
glass again and looking out, he perceived himself assailed by noth- 
ing worse than a funeral procession, which came raechamcally 
chauntmg by, with an indistinct show of dirty vestments, lurid 
torches, swinging censers, and a great cross borne before a pnest. 
He was an ugly pnest by torchlight, of a lowenng aspect, with an 
overhanging brow; and as his eyes met those of Mr Domt, looking 
bareheaded out of the carnage, his bps, moving as they chaunted, 
seemed to threaten that important traveller, likewise the action of 
his hand, which was in fact his manner of returmng the traveller s 
salutation, seemed to come in aid of that menace. So thought Mr 
Domt, made fanaful by the weanness of buildmg and travelling; 
as the pnest dnfted past him, and the procession straggled away, 
taking Its dead along with it Upon their so-different way went 
Mr Dorat’s company too, and soon, with their coach load of 
luxunes from the two great capitals of Europe, they were (like 
the Godis” reversed) beating at the gates of Rome 

Mr Domt v/as not expected by his own people that night He 
had been; but they had given him up until to-morrow, not doubt- 
ing that It was later than he would care, in those parts, to be out* 
Thus, when his equipage stopped at his own gate, no one but the 
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porter appeared to recave him Was Miss Dornt from home^ he 
Lked No Shewaswitliin Good, said Mr Domt to ilte assembling 
servants, let tliem keep tvhere they tterc, let tliem iielp to unload 
the carnage, he would find Miss Domt for lurasclf 

So he went up his grand staircase, slovly, and tired, and looked 
into vanous chambers wbch were empty, until he saw a light in a 
small ante-room. It was a curtained nook, like a tent, wathin two 
other rooms, and it looked warm and bnght in colour, as be 
approached it through tlie dark avenue they made 

There w^s a draped doorw-ay, but no door, and as he stopped 
here, looking in unseen, he felt a pang Surely not like )ealousy.> 
For why like jealousy? There was only lus daughter and his brother 
there he, with his chair drawn to the hearth, enjojing the warmth 
of the evemng wood fire; she seated at a little table, busied widi 
some embroidery work. Allovang for the great difference m the 
suU-hfe of the picture, the figures were much the same as of old, 
his brother being suifidentiy like himself to represent himself, 
for a moment, in the composiuon So had he sat many a night, over 
a coal fire far away, so had she sat, devoted to him Yet surely tliere 
was nothing to be jealous of m the old miserable poverty. Whence, 
then, the pang m his heart ^ 

‘Do you know^, uncle, I think you are growing young again 

Her uncle shook his head and said, ‘ Since when, my dear, smee 
when^’ ’ 


T dunk,’ returned Little Domt, pl}nng her needle, ‘that you 
have been growmg younger for weeks past. So cheerful, uncle, and 
so ready, and so interested ’ 


My dear child — all you.’ 

-Ml me, uncle^ ’ 

‘Yes, yes You have done me a world of good You have been 
so considerate of me, and so tender with me, and so dehcate in try- 
^ to hide your attentions from me, that I - well well, welh It’s 
treked up, my darling, treasured up ’ 

*= “W ‘Thank Godf 

Wk rS h fc 1“®. and her 

"eak breast, so Ml ^co S father’s breast, m his poor 

taast, so Ml of contad.enons, yaoUanons, .nconststenctes, 
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the little peevish perplexities of this ignorant life, mists which the 
morning without a night only can clear aw^. 

‘I have been freer with you, you see, my dove,’ said the old man, 
‘since v/e have been alone. I say, alone, for I don’t count Mrs 
General; I don’t care for her, she has nothing to do with me. But 
I know Fanny was impatient of me. And I don’t wonder at it, 
or complain of it, for I am sensible that I must be m the way, 
though I try to keep out of it as well as I can I know I am not ft 
company for our company My brother William,’ said the old man 
admiringly, ‘is fit company for raonarchs, but not so your uncle, 
my dear. Fredenck Dorrit is no credit to William Dornt, and he 
knov/s It quite well. Ahl Why, here’s your father. Amyl My dear 
Wilham, welcome back’ My beloved brother, I am rejoiced to see 
you!’ 

(Turning his head in speaking, he had caught sight of him as 
he stood in the doorway ) 

Little Domt with a cry of pleasure put her arras about her 
father’s neck, and kissed him again and again. Her father was a 
little impatient, and a little querulous ‘I am glad to find you at 
last, Amy,’ he said ‘Ha. Really I am glad to find — hum - any one 
to receive me at last I appear to have been — ha - so little expected, 
that upon my v/ord I began — ha hum - to think it might be nght 
to offer an apology for - ha — taking the hberty of coming back 
at all.’ 

‘It was so late, my dear Wilham,’ said his brother, ‘that we had 
given you up for to-night.’ 

‘I am stronger than you, dear Fredenck,’ returned his brother 
with an elaboration of fratermty in which there was seventy, and 
I hope I can travel without detnraent at — ha - any hour I choose. 

‘Surely, surely,’ returned the other, with a misgiving that he 
had given offence. ‘Surely, Wilham.’ 

‘Thank you, Amy,’ pursued Mr Domt, as she helped him to 
put off his v/rappers ‘I can do it without assistance. I — ha — need 
not trouble you, Amy. Could I have a morsel of bread and a glass 
of wine, or — hum - w'-ould it cause too much inconvenience? 

‘Dear father, you shall have supper in a very few minutes 

‘Thank, you, my love,’ said Mr Dorrit, v/ith a reproachful frost 
upon him; ‘I — lia — am afraid I am causing inconvenience. Hum. 
Mrs General pretty v/ell'^’ 
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‘Mrs General complained of a headache, and of being fatigued; 
and so, when we gave you up, she went to bed, dear. 

Perhaps Mr Domt thought that Mrs General had done well in 
being overcome by the disappointment of his not arriving At any 
rate, his face relaxed, and he said with obvious satisfaction, Ex- 
tremely sorry to hear that Mrs General is not well. 

Durmg this short dialogue, his daughter had been observant of 
him, with somethmg more than her usual interest. It would seem 
as though he had a changed or worn appearance m her eyes, and 
he perceived and resented it, for he said with renewed peevishness, 
when he had divested hunself of his travellmg-doak, and had come 
to the fire 

‘Amy, what are you lookmg at> What do you see m me that 
causes you to — ha — concentrate your sohcitude on me in that — 
hum - very particular manner?’ 

‘I did not know it, father; I beg your pardon It gladdens my 
eyes to see you again, that’s all ’ 

‘Don’t say that’s all, because - ha - that’s not all You - hum - 


you think,’ said Mr Dornt, with an accusatory emphasis, ‘that I 
am not lookmg well ’ 

‘I thought you looked a htde tired, love ’ 

Then you ate mistaken,’ said Mr Domt. ‘Ha, I am not ttred 
Ha, hum I am very much fresher than I was when I went away.’ 

He was so mcUned to be angry that she said nothing more in her 
justification, but remained quietly beside him embracing his arm. 
^ he stood dms, with his brother on the other side, he fell into a 
eavj^ doze, of not a mmute’s duration, and awoke with a start. 

Frederick, he said, turning to his brother* ‘I recommend you 
to go to bed immediately-’ 

No, William I’ll wait and see you sup.’ 

‘Fredenck,’ be retorted, ‘I beg you to go to bed. I - lia - make 
B a personal request that you go to bed You ought to have been m 
bed long ago You are very feeble.’ 

man, who had no wish but to please him 
ell, well, welP I dare say I am ’ 

My dear Fredenck,’ returned Mr Domt, with an astonishing 
o/ ^ brother’s feihng powers, ‘ ^ere can be no doubt 
' ' t IS painful to me to see you so weak. Ha. It distresses me 
bm don t find you lookmg at ail well. You are not fit for this 
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sort of thing. You should be more careful, you should be very 
careful.’ 

‘Shall I go to bed^’ asked Frederick 

‘Dear Frederick,’ said Mr Dornt, ‘do, I adjure you! Good night, 
brother. I hope you will be stronger to-morrow. I am not at all 
pleased with your looks Good mght, dear fellow ’ After dismissing 
his brother in this gracious way, he fell into a doze again before 
the old man was well out of the room and he would have stumbled 
forward upon the logs, but for his daughter’s restraimng hold. 

‘Your uncle wanders very much, Amy,’ he said, when he was 
thus roused. ‘ He is less — ha — coherent, and his conversation is 
more — hum — broken, than I have — ha, hum — ever known. Has he 
had any illness smce I have beeu gone^’ 

‘No, father ’ 

‘You— ha— see a great change m him, Amy ^ ’ 

‘I have not observed it, dear.’ 

‘Greatly broken,’ said Mr Dornt. ‘Greatly broken ^My poor, 
affectionate, faihng Fredenck’ Ha Even takmg mto account what 
he was before, he is - hum - sadly broken! ’ 

His supper, which was brought to him there, and spread upon 
the little table where he had seen her working, diverted his atten- 
tion. She sat at his side as in the days that were gone, for the first 
time smce those days ended They were alone, and she helped him 
to his meat and poured out his dnnk for him, as she had been used 
to do in the pnson All this happened now, for the first time since 
their accession to wealth She was afraid to look at him much, after 
the offence he had taken, but she noticed two occasions in the 
course of his meal, when he all of a sudden looked at her, and 
looked about him, as if the association were so strong that he 
needed assurance from his sense of sight that they were not in the 
old pnson-room Both umes, he put his hand to his head as if he 
missed his old black cap — though it had been ignominiously given 
away m die Marshalsea, and had never got free to that hour, but 
soil hovered about the yards on the head of his successor. 

He took very little supper, but was a long time over it, and often 
reverted to his brother’s declining state Though he expressed the 
greatest pity for him, he was almost bitter upon him He said that 
poor Fredenck — ha hum — dnvellcd. There was no other word to 
express It, dnvellcd Poor fellow! It was melancholy to reflect what 
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Amy must have undergone from tlie excessive ledjousncss of his 
soaety — wandering and babbling on, poor dear estimable creature, 
v^denng and babbling on - if it had not been for the relief she 
had had m Mrs General Extremely sorry, he then repeated vntli his 
former satisfaction, tliat diat - ha — supenor woman V'as poorly 
Little Domt, in her watclifhl love, would have remembered the 
ghtest thing he said or did tliat night, though she had liad no sub- 
seyient r^son to recall tliat mght. She ak^ys remembered that, 
when he looked about lum under the strong influence of ilic old 

LTowTn C 'a 

nn^ f encompassed him in Ins absence, and on the lofty 

Slat' thLtZ^ 

discourse and'^allh^ ^^■‘^"‘ents, side by side, perv'ading all his 
on withouTw one showing her how well he had got 

fitfi 1 j " ’ independent he was of her tlie otlier in 

of r ’ *e,o was an unusual 

■She r “P°" fO’d ’ 

“oquisiuon at hoint%o F ‘A- vast - ha - 

great world ’ “'* *° ~ “ 

“f^lMd as™nttd vl !^ soBy ootored 

“"i a dinner'b^frT^S I Assembly, dear, 

you should return m cu f expressing her anxiety that 
dinner ^ ^ invited both you and me to her 

‘The^^ very kind When is the day 
to-morrow’ 

shall - V,, morning, and say that I have returned, and 

num - be delighted ’ 
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^May I walk with you up the stairs to your room, dear?’ 

No! he answered, looking angnly round, for he was moving 
away, as if forgetful of leave-taking. ‘You may not, Amy. I want 
no help. I am your father, not your infirm uncle! ’ He checked him- 
self, as abruptly as he had broken mto this reply, and said, ‘You 
have not kissed me, Amy. Good night, my dear! We must marry - 
ha— we must marry now.’ With that he went, more slowly and 
more tired, up the staircase to his rooms, and, almost as soon as 
he got there, dismissed his valet. His next care was to look about 
him for his Pans purchases, and, after opening their cases and care- 
fully surveying them, to put them away under lock and key After 
that, what with dozing and what with casde-building, he lost him- 
self for a long time, so that there was a touch of morning on the 
eastward nm of the desolate Campagna when he crept to bed. 

Mrs General sent up her comphments in good time next day, 
and hoped he had rested well after this fatigmng journey. He sent 
down his comphments, and begged to inform Mrs General that 
he had rested very well indeed, and was in high condition Never- 
theless, he did not come forth from his own rooms until late in the 
afternoon, and, although he then caused himself to be magnificently 
arrayed for a dnve with Mrs General and his daughter, his appear- 
ance was scarcely up to his description of himself. 

As the family had no visitors ihat day, its four members dmed 
alone together He conducted Mrs General to the seat at his nght 
hand with immense ceremony, and Little Domt could not hut 
notice as she followed with her uncle, both that he was agam ela- 
borately dressed, and diat his marmer towards Mrs General was 


very particular The perfect formation of that accomplished lady’s 
surface rendered it difficult to displace an atom of its genteel glaze, 
but Little Domt thought she descned a shght thaw of triumph in 
a comer of her frosty eye 

Notv/ithstanding what may be called in these pages the Pruney 
and Pnsmatic nature of the family banquet, Mr Dornt several 
umes fell asleep while it was in progress. His fits of dozing were 
as sudden as they had been overnight, and were as short and pro- 
found \^ftien the first of these slumbenngs seized him, Mrs General 
looked almost amazed, but, on each recurrence of the s3mptoms, 
she told her polite beads. Papa, Potatoes, Poultry, Prunes, and 
Pnsm ; and, by dint of going trough tliat infallible performance 
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very slowly, appeared to finish her rosary at about tlie same time 
as Mr Domt started from his sleep ^ 

He was again painfully aware of a somnolent tendency m Freder- 
ick (which had no existence out of his own imagination), and 
after dinner, when Frederick had withdrawn, privately apologised 
to Mrs General for the poor man ‘The most estimable and affec- 
Uonate of brothers, he said, but - ha, hum — broken up altogether. 
Unhappily, declining fast ’ 

Mr Fredenck, sir,’ quoth Mrs General, ‘ is habitually absent and 
drooping, but let us hope it is not so bad as that ’ 

Mr Domt, however, was determined not to let him off ‘Fast 

^ ^ "^^ck A rum Mouldenng away before our 
ey^ Hum Good Fredenck' ’ 

Gelml ^ Sparkler quite well and happy, I trust?’ said Mrs 
General, after heavmg a cool sigh for Fredenck. 

die taT'^d'^ ‘by - ha - all that can charm 

word awav witlT^ ^ fluttered, seemmg delicately to put the 
might lead to ^ ^ knowmg what it 

^ high 

Posmot deJei^*. " consaousness of- ha - 

beauty, and nauvTnobihtyT^^"' ~ ~ 

‘Combined General (with a little extra stiffness) 

‘Fanny has hr^ ^“^^ties, madam,’ said Mr Domt, 
bum - mal ~ °ue blemish which has made me - 

may now "^bich I 

^hich isLdonb^ m herself, and 

again some\J]i <■ returned Mrs General, with her gloves 

‘Srnon ^hude? I am at a loss to 

Mrs Gene^V madam,’ interrupted Mr Domt 

^ loss to im^n ^ away, pronounced the words, ‘at 

minute Tiornt was seized witli a doze for about a 

‘I ref ■'^uch he sprang with spasmodic nimbleness 

^r, rs General, to that — ha — strong spint of opposition. 
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or — hum — I might say — ha — jealousy m Fanny, which has occa- 
sionally risen against the — ha — sense I entertain of — hum — the 
claims of — ha — the lady with whom I have now the honour of 
communing ’ 

Mr Domt,’ returned Mrs General, ‘is ever but too obliging, 
ever but too appreciative. If there have been moments when I have 
imagmed that Miss Dornt has indeed resented the favourable 
opinion Mr Dornt has formed of my services, I have found, in that 
only too high opinion, my consolation and recompense ’ 

‘Opmion of your services, madam?’ said Mr Domt. 

Of, Mrs General repeated, in an elegantly impressive manner, 
‘my services ’ 

Of your services alone, dear madam ? ’ said Mr Dorrit 

I presume,’ retorted Mrs General, in her former impressive 
manner, of my services alone For, to what else,’ said Mrs General, 
with a slighdy mterrogative action of her gloves, ‘could I im- 
pute 

To - ha - yourself, Mrs General Ha, hum. To yourself and 
your ments,’ was Mr Domt’s rejoinder 
^ Mr Dornt will pardon me,’ said Mrs General, ‘if I remark that 
this is not a time or place for the pursuit of the present conversa- 
tion Mr Domt will excuse me if I remind him that Miss Domt is 
in the adjoining room, and is visible to myself while I utter her 
name Mr Domt will forgive me if I observe that I am agitated, and 
that I find there are moments when weaknesses I supposed myself 
to have subdued, return with redoubled power Mr Domt will 
allow me to v/ithdraw ’ 

Hum. Perhaps we may resume this — ha — interesting conversa- 
tion, said Mr Domt, ‘at another time, unless it should be, what I 
hope It IS not — hum — in any way disagreeable to — ah - Mrs 
General ’ 

Mr Domt, said Mrs General, casting down her eyes as she rose 
v'ldi a bend, must ever claim my homage and obedience.’ 

Mrs General tlien took herself off in a stately way, and not vTth 
that amount of trepidation upon her which might have been ex- 
pected in a less remarkable woman Mr Domt, who had conducted 
his part of the dialogue witli a certain majestic and admiring con- 
descension — much as some people may be seen to conduct tliem- 
selvcs in Church, and to perform their part in tlie service— appeared, 
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on *0 n,hQle, very mfl sausfied with himself and wi& General 

too On the return of that lady to tea, she had touched herself up 
tvith a little powder and pomatum, and v^as not without moral 
enchantment likewise the latter showmg itself m mud) sn^eet 
patronage of manner towards iShss Domt, and m an air of as ten- 
der interest m Ivlr Domt as was consistent with ngid propnety. 
A.t the close of the evening, when she rose to retire, Mr Domt took 
her by the hand as if he were going to lead her out into die Piazza 
of the people to walk a minuet by moonlight, and with great 
solemnity conducted her to the room door, where he raised her 
knuckles to his Ups Hanng parted from her with what may be con- 
jectured to have been a rather bony kiss of a cosmetic flavour, he 
gave his daughter his blessing, graaously. And having dius hinted 
that there was something remarkable in the wind, he again went to 
bed 


He remamed m the seclusion of his own diamber next morning, 
but, early m the afternoon, sent down bis best comphments to Mrs 
General, by Mr Tinkler, and begged she would accompany Miss 
Domt on an ainng without him. His daughter was dress^ for Mrs 
Merdle’s dinner before he appeared He then presented himself m 
a refidgent condition as to his attire, but looking indefinably 
shrunken and old However, as he was plainly determined to be 
angry with her if she so much as asked hum how he was, she only 
ventured to kiss his cheek, before accompany mg him to Mrs Merdle’s 
vnth an anxious heart. 

"^e distance that they had to go was very short, but he was 
at te building work agam before the carnage had half traversed 
It. ilrs Merdle received him with great distinction, the bosom 
was in admirable preservation, and on the best terms with 
dmner was very choice, and the company was very 

It principally EngUsh, saving that it compnsed the usual 
wnc Count and die usual ItaUan bfarchese — decorative social 
^ones, always to be found m certain places, and varying very 
tt e in appearance. The table was long, and the dmner was long; 

tori 1 ^ overshadowed by a large pair of black whiskers 

^ & arge white crav’at, lost sight of her father altogether, imtil 

put a scrap of paper in her hand, with a whispered request 
® Irs Merdic that she ^ould read it directly. Mrs Merdle had 


LITTLE DORRIT 


708 

written on it in pencil, ‘ Pray come and speak to Mr Dornt, I doubt 
if he IS well ’ 

She was hurrying to him, imobserved, when he got up out of 
his chair, and leamng over the table called to her, supposmg her to 
be still in her place 

‘Amy, Amy, my child' ’ 

The action was so unusual, to say nothing of his strange eager 
appearance and strange eager voice, that it instantaneously caused 
a profound silence 

‘Amy, my dear,’ he repeated ‘Will you go and see if Bob is on 
the lock^’ 

She was at his side, and touching him, but he still perversely 
supposed her to be in her seat, and called out, still leaning over 
the table, ‘Amy, Amy. I don’t feel quite myself Ha. I don’t know 
what’s the matter with me I particularly wish to see Bob Ha Of 
all the turnkeys, he’s as much my fnend as yours See if Bob is in 
the lodge, and beg him to come to me.’ 

All the guests were now m consternation, and everybody rose 
‘Dear father, I am not there, I am here, by you ’ 

‘Oh! You are here, Amy! Good Hum Good Ha Call Bob 
If he has been reheved, and is not on the lock, tell Mrs Bangham 
to go and fetch him ’ 

She was gently trying to get him awayj but he resisted, and 
would not go 

‘I tell you, child,’ he said petulantly, ‘I can’t be got up the nar- 
row stairs without Bob Ha Send for Bob Hum Send for Bob - 
best of all the turnkeys — send for Bob' ’ 

He looked confusedly about him, and, becoming consaous of 
the number of faces by which he was surrounded, addressed them 
‘Ladies and gendemen, the duty — ha — devolves upon me of 
hum — welcoming you to the Marshalsea' Welcome to the Marshal- 
sea' The space is — ha - hmited — limited — the parade might be 
wider, but you will find it apparently grow larger after a time - a 
time, ladies and gentlemen — and tlie air is, all dungs considered, 
veiy good It blows over die — ha — Surrey hills Blows over the 
Surrey hills Tins is the Snugger)% Hum Supported by a small sub- 
scription of the — ha — Collegiate body. In return for which — hot 
water — general kitchen — and little domestic advantages Those 
v'ho are habituated to die — ha — Marshalsea, are pleased to call me 
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F T ““7'°,"?“' '^'’mpliracnlcd by strangers as 
-ay C=na.nly, ,f yeara of rjdence 

the-hum-. rn r ~ ~ Jionourablc a title, I may accept 

My daughter Bom 11*"""“'°" S™‘l™an 

fcght^d- butl'Tu °f '■'™ She ™s pale and 

him away Vor his ntt sootJie liim and get 

■wondering faces between liim and ilic 

was heard tenderly imploring him to go away with 

gendeme!l'mydaJ5r''o1a^^^^^ 'Bred here Ladies and 
always a gendeman^Pr ^ unfortunate father, but -ha - 

proud It has become a <Ioubt, but- hum - proud Always 
personal admirers - n infrequent custom for my - ha - 

their desire to^aS°"^ ^dmirers solely - to be pleased to ex- 
hyoffenng~ha Iml ^ ray semi-official posmon here, 

volunVrecoRnrarn f ’ 

to uphold a Tone hero _ ^ bumble endeavours to - hum - 
Jo not consider mv<;plf °tie - I beg it to be understood tliat I 

Not a beggar No T ^^Ptomised Ha Not compromised Ha. 
hom me to - hum - same time far be it 

tij friends are feelings by which my par- 
tnerings are - hum - h uf scrupling to admit that those 

most acceptable. In m, On the contraiy, they are 

admission in the hill Jr ^ ^ ^ ^ the 

®hall I say nay pg„ , ^^^oer, at the same time reserving - ha - 
you allP ^ ^igiuty ? Ladies and gentlemen, God bless 

^osoin had mortification undergone by the 

^mpany . o wthdrawal of the greater part of the 

^°^Wed the ^bo had hngered tlius long 

®^ants and thL i and her father were left to the 

^'^^dcomewuh? "" precious to her, he 

^tteaues^ tjmj. i woidd he not? He replied to her fervid 

^thout Bob wbf. ° n^er be able to get up the narrow stairs 
Pmtence of would nobody fetch Bob^ Under 

g or Bob, she got Imn out against die stream 
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of gay company now pounng in for the evening assembly, and 
got him into a coach that had just set down its load, and got him 
home. 

The broad stairs of his Roman palace were contracted in his fail- 
ing Sight to the narrow stairs of his London prison, and he would 
suffer no one but her to touch him, his brother excepted. They got 
him up to his room without help, and laid him down on his bed. 
And from that hour his poor maimed spmt, only remembering the 
place where it had broken its v/ings, cancelled the dream through 
which It had since groped, and knew of nothmg beyond the Mar- 
shalsea When he heard footsteps in the street, he took them for 
the old v/eary tread in the yards When the hour came for locking 
up, he supposed all strangers to be excluded for the mght. When 
the time for opening came again, he was so anxious to see Bob, that 
they v/ere fain to patch up a narrative how that Bob — many a year 
dead then, gentle turnkey — had taken cold, but hoped to be out 
to-morrow, or the next day, or the next at furthest. 

He fell away into a v/eakness so extreme that he could not raise 
his hand But he still protected his brother accordmg to his long 
usage; and would say with some complacency, fifty times a day, 
when he saw him standmg by his bed, ‘My good Frederick, sit 
dov/n. You are very feeble indeed ’ 

They tned him with Mrs General, but he had not the faintest 
knov/l^ge of her. Some m)unous suspicion lodged itself m bis 
brain, that she v/anted to supplant Mrs Bangham, and that she 
was given to dnnking. He charged her with it in no measured 
terms; and v/as so urgent v/ith his daughter to go round to the 
Marshal and entreat him to turn her out, that she was never re- 
produced after the first failure. 

Saving that he once asked ‘if Tip had gone outside^’ the re- 
membrance of his tv/o children not present seemed to have de- 
parted from hun. But the child who had done so much for him 
and had been so poorly repaid, was never out of lus rmnd. Not 
that he spared her, or v/as fearfiil of her being spent by watching 
and fatigue, he v/as not more troubled on that score than he had 
usually been. No, he loved her in his old v/ay. They were in the 
jail again, and she tended him, and he had constant need of her, and 
could not turn without her, and he even told her, someumes, that 
he was content to liave undergone a great deal for her sake. As to 
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her, she bent over his bed with her quiet face against Ins, and would 
have laid down her own life to restore him 

When he had been sinking in this painless way for two or three 
days, she observed him to be troubled by the ticking of his watch - 
a pompous gold watch that made as great a to-do about its going 
as if nothing else went but itself and Time She suffered it to run 
down, but he was still uneasy, and showed that was not what he 
wanted. At length he roused himself to explain that he wanted 
money to be raised on this watch He was quite pleased when she 
pretended to take it away for the purpose, and afterwards had a 
relish for his little tastes of wine and jelly, that he had not had 
before. 

He soon made it plain that this was so; for, in another day or two 
he sent off his sleeve-buttons and finger-nngs He had an amazing 
satisfaction in entrusting her witli these errands, and appeared to 
consider it equivalent to makmg the most methodical and provi- 
dent arrangements After his trinkets, or such of them as he had 
been able to see about him, were gone, his clothes engaged his at- 
tention, and It IS as likely as not that he was kept alive for some 
days by the satisfaction of sendmg them, piece by piece, to an 
imaginary pawnbroker’s 

Thus for ten days Little Dornt bent over his pillow, laying her 
cheek against his Sometimes she was so worn out that for a few 
minutes they would slumber together Then she would awake, 
to recollect with fast-flowing silent tears what it was that touched 
her face, and to see, stealing over thechenshed face upon tlie pillow, 
a deeper shadow than the shadow of die Marshalsea Wall. 

Quietly, quietly, all the lines of the plan of the great Casde 
melted one after another. Quietly, quietly, the ruled and cross- 
ruled countenance on which they were traced, became fair and 
blank Quietly, quietly, the reflected marks of the pnson bars and 
of the zig-zag iron on the wall-top, faded away Quietly, quiedy, 
the face subsided into a far younger likeness of her own than she 
had ever seen under die grey hair, and sank to rest 

At first her uncle v/as stark distracted ‘O my brodier' O Wil- 
liam, William' You to go before me, you to go alone, you to go, 
and T to remain' You, so far supenor, so distinguished, so noble, 
1, a poor useless creature fit for nothing, and whom no one would 
base missed'’ 
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It did her, for die time, die good of l)a\ong lum to dunk of and 
to succour 

Uncle, dear uncle, spare yourself, spare mel’ 

The old man was not deaf to die last words Wlien he did begin 
to restram himself, it was that he nuglit spare her. He had no care 
or himself, but, with all the remaining power of the honest heart, 

sumned so long and now awaking to be broken, he honoured and 
blessed her 

0 God, he cned, before diey left the room, with his wrinkled 
‘Thou seest this daugliter of ray dear 
^ ramer* All that I have looked upon, with my half-blind 
^ h u Thou hast discerned clearly, bnghtly. Not a hair 
^ ead shall be harmed before Thee. Thou wilt uphold 

herea^i’^° ^ know Thou wilt reward her 

’^^'naiiied m a dim room near, until it was almost mid- 
in a together. At times his gnef would seek relief 

but. hestfl u which It had found its earhest expression, 

to such his htde strength would soon have been unequal 

himsdf a ^ tt^er failed to recall her words, and to reproach 
mduleedbi bimself. The only utterance with which he 
was gone. frequent exclamation diat his brother 

diat j r together m the outset of their 

kept togedip^li ^ u ^ misfortune together, tliat they had 
^^ntained tbeir many years of poverty, that thej' had 

alouel ^ brother was gone alone, 

him sorrowful. She would not consent to 

m 1 1 kis own room, and she saw him he 

Thensh kis bed, and covered him with her own 

sleep of exh tipon her own bed, and fell into a deep sleep 

b’Om a pervaHin thou^ not of complete release 

“““^'eep 

P3st the ful\ ™ght, but the moon rose late, being long 

balf-c]o<^ f ^ peaceful firmament, it shone 

anrf blmds into the solemn room where the 

‘Jaiet figures wei^^ ®^gs of a life had so lately ended Two 
e Within the room, two figures, equally stdl and 
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impassive, equally removed by an untraversable distance from the 
teeming earth and all tliat it contains, diough soon to he in it 
One figure reposed upon tlie bed The otlier, kneeling on the 
floor, drooped over it, the arms easily and peacefully resting on 
the coverlet, the face bowed down, so that the lips touched tlie 
hand over which widi its last breath it had bent Tlie two brotliers 
were before their Father, far beyond tlie twilight judgment of tins 
world, high above its mists and obscunties 


CHAPTER 20 

Introduces the next 

The passengers were landmg from the packet on the pier at Calais 
low-lymg place and a low-spinted place Calais was, witli the 
^ t ebbmg out towards low water-mark There had been no more 

sufficed to float the packet in, and now 
c bar Itself, with a shallow break of sea over it, looked like a lazy 
^tine monster just risen to the surface, whose form was mdis- 
y shown as it lay asleep The meagre hghtliouse all in white, 
o^ntog the seaboard as if it were the ghost of an edifice that had 
Im'^L ^ colour and rotundity, dropped melancholy tears after its 
slim hy the waves 'The long rows of gaunt black piles, 

^ weather-worn, with funeral garlands of sea- 

^ unsTb^f^ ^out diem by the late tide, might have represented 
ohiecL^ ^ "marine cemetery Every wave-dashed, storm-beaten 
nojse httle, under the broad grey sky, in the 

at It f before the curbng lines of surf, mak- 

^d that wonder was there was any Calais left, 

low^'^ ^ S^tes and low wall and low roofs and low ditches 
yielded lo^ ramparts and flat streets, had not 

fortifir:,,,^”^ underrmnmg and besiegmg sea, like the 

After sh^ sea-shore. 

and among oozy pfles and planks, stumbling up wet 

On their many salt difficulties, the passengers entered 

^'^nch pcregrmation along the pier, where all the 

g onds and Enghsh outlaws in the town (half the 
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population) attended to prevent their recovery from bewilderment. 
After being mmutely inspected by all the English, and claimed and 
reclaimed and counter-claimed as pnzes by all the French m a 
hand-to-hand scuffle three quarters of a mile long, they were at last 
free to enter tlie streets, and to make olf in their vanous directions, 
hotly pursued 

Clennam, harassed by more anxieties than one, v/as among this 
devoted band. Having rescued the most defenceless of his com- 
patriots from situations of great extremity, he now went his way 
alone, or as nearly alone as he could be, with a native gentleman m 
a suit of grease and a cap of the same material, giving chase at a 
distance of some fifty yards, and continually calling after lum, 
‘Hi* Ice-say! You^ Seerl Icc-sayl Nice Oatel’’ 

Even this hospitable person, hov/ever, was left behind at last, 
and Clennam pursued his way, unmolested There was a tranquil 
air in the town after the turbulence of the Channel and the beach, 
and Its dulness in that comparison was agreeable. He met new 
groups of bis countrymen, who had all a straggling air of having 
at one time overblown themselves, like certain uncomfortable 
kinds of flowers, and of being now mere weeds They had all an 
air, too, of lounging out a hmited round, day after day, which 
strongly reminded him of the Marshalsea But, taking no further 
note of them than was sufficient to give birth to die reflection, he 
sought out a certain street and number which he kept in his mind. 

‘So Pancks said,’ he murmured to himself, as he stopped before 
a dull house answenng to the address. ‘I suppose his information 
to be correct and his discovery, among Mr Cosby's loose papers, 
indisputable, but, without it, I should hardly have supposed this 
to be a likely place.’ 

A dead sort of house, with a dead wall over the way and a dead 
gateway at the side, where a pendant bell-handle produced two 
dead tinkles, and a knocker produced a dead, flat, surface-tapping? 
that seemed not to have depth enough in it to penetrate even the 
cracked door. However, the door jarred open on a dead sort 0 
spnng, and he closed it behind him as he entered a dull yard, soon 
brought to a close by another dead v/all, where an attempt ha 
been made to tram some creepmg shrubs, which were dead; an 
to make a little fountain m a grotto, which was dry; and to decorate 
that with a bttle statue, v/hich was gone. 
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The entry to the house was on the left, and it was garnished as 
the outer gateway was, with two pnnted bills in French and Eng- 
lish, announang Furnished Apartments to let, with immediate 
possession A strong cheerful peasant woman, all stocking, petti- 
coat, white cap, and eat-nng, stood here m a dark doorway, and 
said with a pleasant show of teeth. Tee-say! Seer! Who 
Clennam, replying m French, said the Enghsh lady, he wished 
to see the Enghsh lady. 'Enter then and ascend, if you please,’ 
returned the peasant woman, m French hkewise He did both, and 
0 ow^ her up a dark bare staircase to a back room on the hrst- 
f ^cre was a gloomy view of the yard that was dull, 
that were dead, and of die fountam that was dry, 
0 the pedestal of the statue that was gone. 

Monsieur Blandois,’ said Clennam 
ith pleasure, Monsieur ’ 

100111^?'^^°” woman withdrew and left him to look at the 
house r ^ pattern of room always to be found m such a 

large dark. Waxed floor very slippery A room not 

tither^o skate in, nor adapted to the easy pursuit of any 

white curtained windows, htde straw 
Heath f with a tumultuous assemblage of legs under- 

^airs ^sh-bottomed chairs, two great red velvet arm- 

duninev pknty of space to be uncomfortable in, bureau, 

Raud ^ ^ several pieces pretendmg to be in one piece, pair 

wainor^ artifiad flowers, between them a Greek 

Prance, helmet off, sacrificing a clock to the Genius of 


^■as onen^^ P^use, a door of communication with another room 

seeing Cl ’ ^ entered She manifested great surprise on 

some n her glance went round die room in search of 

^ '■ one else 

‘It Wade. I am alone.’ 

yonr name that was brought to me.’ 

’^•y uain ? Excuse me I have already had expenence tliat 

to incni^ P'^^spose you to an interview, and I ventured 

'Pra\ name of one I am in search of ’ 

^ ^turned, motioning him to a chair so coldly diai he 
Tm ^*^^dtng, ‘what name was it that vou gave?’ 

"'^tinned the name of Blandois ’ 
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‘Blandois^’ 

‘A name you are acquainted with ’ 

‘It IS strange/ she said, frowning, ‘that you should still press an 
undesired interest in me and my acquaintances, in me and my affairs, 
Mr Clennam I don’t know what you mean.’ 

‘Pardon me You know the name^’ 

‘What can you have to do with die name^ What can I have to 
do with the name^ What can you have to do with my knowing 
or not knowing any name^ I know many names and I have for- 
gotten many more This may be in the one class, or it may be in 
die other, or I may never have heard it I am acquainted with no 
reason for examining myself, or for being examined, about it. 

‘If you will allow me/ said Clennam, ‘I will tell you my reason 
for pressing the subject I admit that I do press it, and I must beg 
you to forgive me if I do so, very earnestly The reason is all mine, 
I do not insinuate that it is in any way yours ’ 

‘Well, sir,’ she returned, repeanng a little less haughtily than 
before her former invitation to him to be seated, to which he now 
deferred, as she seated herself ‘I am at least glad to know diat this 
is not anodier bondswoman of some friend of yours, who is bereft 
of free choice, and whom I have spirited away. I will hear your 
reason, if you please ’ 

‘First, to identify the person of whom we speak,’ said Clennam, 
‘let me observe that it is the person you met in London some time 
back. You will remember meeting him near the river — m the 
Adelphil’ 

‘You mix yourself most unaccountably with my business, she 
replied, looking full at him with stem displeasure. ‘How do you 
know that^’ 

T entreat you not to take it ill By mere accident ’ 

‘What accident^’ 

‘Solely the accident of coming upon you in the street and seeing 
the meeting ’ 

‘Do you speak of yourself, or of some one else^’ 

‘ Of myself I saw it ’ 

‘To be sure it was in the open street,’ she observed, after a few 
moments of less and less angry reflection ‘Fifty people might have 
seen it It would have signified notliing if they had ’ 

‘Nor do I make my having seen it of any moment, nor (other- 
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Wise than as an explanation of my coming here) do I connect my 
visit with It or the favour that I have to ask ' 

Oh I You have to ask a favourl It occurred to me/ and the 
handsome face looked bitterly at him, ‘that your manner v/as 
softened, Mr Clennam ’ 

He was content to protest agamst this by a shght action "without 
coming It m words. He then referred to Blandois’ disappearance, 

° w c It was probable she had heard ^ However probable it "was 
to nnn^ she had heard of no such thing Let hun look round him 
s e sai ) and judge for himself what general intelligence "was likely 
0 tea e ears of a woman who had been shut up there while it 
de 1 her own heart "When she had uttered this 

bv”d * ^ ™ he beheved to be true, she asked him what he meant 
That led to his narratmg the arcumstances in ' 
had ^ ^^tessing something of his anxiety to discover what 
cIouTh of the man, and to repel the dark suspicions that 

sum ^ ^ mother’s house. She heard him with evident 

seen^h^”^ rnarks of suppressed interest dian he had 

self'Sprl overcome her distant, proud, and 

*hese Word When he had fimshed, she said nothing but 


You ha 


the fa yet told me, sir, what I have to do "with it, or what 

‘I ^ good as come to that?* 

her Arthur, persevenng, in his endeavour to soften 

sjy demeanour, ‘that bemg in communication — may I 

’ Vo^ oommumcation ^ — with this person — ’ 

‘but course, whatever you like,’ she remarked, 

one’^ subscribe to your assumptions, Mr Clennam, or to 


Qcn least in personal communication with him/ said 

't ‘^hanging the form of his position in die hope of making 

putsu ‘you can tell me something of lus antecedents, 

cluf usual place of residence Can give me some little 

_ ' ^ which to seek him out in tlie likeliest manner, and cither 
uce him, or establish "what has become of lum This is the 
I ask, and I ask it in a distress of mind for wdncli I hope 
,^U "udl feel some consideration If j ou should haN c any reason 

'^posing conditions upon me, I mil respect it witliout asking 
v-’iat It 
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‘You chanced to see me m the street with the man/ she observed, 
after being, to his mortification, evidently more occupied with her 
own reflections on the matter than with his appeal ‘Then you 
knew the man before^’ 

‘Not before, afterwards. I never saw him before, but I saw him 
again on tins very night of his disappearance In my mother’s room, 
in fact I left him there. You will read in tins paper all that is 
known of him.’ 

He handed her one of die printed bills, which she read witli a 
steady and attentive face 

‘This IS more than I knev/ of him,’ she said, giving it back 

Clennam’s looks expressed his heavy disappointment, perhaps 
bis incredulity, for she added in the same unsympatlietic tone. 
‘You don’t believe iL Still, it is so As to personal communication 
It seems that there was personal communication between him^and 
your mother And yet you say you believe her declaration that she 


knows no more of him'’ 

A sufficiently expressive hint of suspiaon was conveyed in these 
words, and in the smile by which they were accompanied, to bring 
the blood into Clennam’s cheeks 

‘Come, sir,’ she said, with a cruel pleasure in repeating the stab, 
‘I vnll be as open with you as you can desire- 1 will confess that it 
I cared for my credit (which I do not), or had a good name to pre- 
serve (which I have not, for I am utterly indifferent to its being 
considered good or bad), I should regard myself as heavily com- 
promised by having had anything to do with this fellow Yet he 
never passed in at my door — never sat in colloquy with me unti 
midnight.’ 

She took her revenge for her old grudge in thus taming his 
subject against him Hers was not the nature to spare him, and she 
had no compunction 

‘ That he is a slow, mercenary wretch, that I first saw him prowling 
about Italy (where I was, not lopg ago), and that I hired him there, 
as the suitable instrument of a purpose I happened to have, I have 
no objection to tell you In short, it was worth my while, for my own 
pleasure - the graufication of a strong feeling - to pay a spy who 
would fetch and carry for money. I paid this creature And I dare 
say that if I had wanted to make such a bargain, and if I could have 
paid him enough, and if he could have done it in the dark, free from 
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all nsk, he "would ha\e taken an} life with as little scruple as he 
took my mone}' That, at least, is my opinion of him, and I see it 
IS not very far removed from yours Your mother’s opinion of him, 

am to assume (following } our example of assuming tins and dial), 
tvas vastly different.’ 

M} mother, let me remind you,’ said Clennam, ‘"was first 

roug t into communication "widi him in die unlucky course of 
business ’ 

It ^PP^ars to have been an unlucky course of business diat last 
communication "wnth him,’ returned Miss Wade; 
tismess hours on that occasion were late ’ 
ou impljr, said Arthur, smarting under diese cool-handed 

tim ° "^hidi he had deeply felt die force already, ‘ that there 
something-’ 

notii she composedly interrupted, ‘recollect that I do 

disetus f ^^pheauon about the man He is, I say again without 
■where ^ ^ mercenary wretch I suppose such a creature goes 
vnii T, ^ occasion for him If I had not had occasion for him, 
W ° oothave seen him and me together.’ 
befor^ti^ ^ r persistence in keeping that dark side of the case 
brp3<rt which there "was a half-hidden shadow m his own 

'-lennam was silent. 

have spoken of him as still living,’ she added, ‘but he may 
een put out of the way for any dung I know For anything I 
u further occasion for him ’ 

rose,^Sb^ cavy sigh and a despondent air, Arthur Clennam slowly 
mean M also, but said, having looked at him m the 

Press^ ^ ^ ftjvcd look of suspicion, and hps angrily com- 

Was b chosen associate of your dear friend, Mr Gowan, 

^ Why don’t you ask your dear friend to help 

The denial that he was a dear friend rose to Arthur’s hps; but 
^mpressed it, remembenng bis old struggles and resolutions, and 

Further than diat he has never seen Blandois smee Blandois set 
for England, Mr Go'wan knows nothing additional about him 
c tvas a chance acquaintance, made abroad ’ 

‘A chance acquamtance made abroad'’ she repeated ‘Yes Your 
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dear friend has need to divert himself with all the acquaintances he 
can make, seeing what a wife he has I hate his wife, sir ’ 

The anger with which she said it, the more remarkable for being 
so much under her restraint, fixed Clennam’s attention, and kept 
him on the spot. It flashed out of her dark eyes as they regarde 
him, quivered in her nostnis, and fired the very breath she exhale , 
but her face was otherwise composed into a disdainful serenit)^ 
and her attitude was as calmly and haughtily graceful as if she ha 
been in a mood of complete indiflerence 

‘All I will say is. Miss Wade,’ he remarked, ‘that you can have 
received no provocation to a feehng in which I beheve yon 
have no sharer ’ 

‘You may ask your dear friend, if you choose,’ she retume , 
‘for his opinion upon that subject.’ 

‘I am scarcely on those intimate terms with my dear fhend, sai 
Arthur, in spite of his resolutions, ‘that would render my ap- 
proaching the subj'ect very probable, Miss Wade.’ 

‘I hate him,’ she returned ‘Worse than his wife, because I was 
once dupe enough, and false enough to myself, almost to love him 
You have seen me, sir, only on common-place occasions, when I 
dare say you have thought me a common-place woman, a little 
more self-willed than tlic generality. You don’t know what I mean 
by hating, if you knov/ me no better than that, you can’t know, 
wiiliout knovnng with v/hat care I have studied myself and people 
about me For this reason I have for some time inclined to tell yon 
v/hat my life has been - not to propitiate your opinion, for I set no 
\alue on it, but that j.ou may comprehend, when you tliink of your 
dear friend and his dear wife, what I mean by hating. Shall I 
\ oil something T have vriticn and put by for your perusal, or shall 
I hold m’ hand 

Ardiur I egged her to gi\c it to him She v/ent to the bureau 
tinlocl cd It. and tool, from an inner drav’cr a lev folded sheets of 
paper. Aiitliout anj concilntion of liim, scarcely addressing him, 
raiitcr sptA mo: ns if she v,erc speaking to her ov/n looking-gkss 
fo*- tl e jifnir^snion f>f h* - p ••tubbornness, she "^aid, as she gave 
ihctn to htir) 
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Tvjtli me. You may like to see her before you leave Hamet, come 
in'’ She called Hamet again The second call produced Harnet, 
once Tattycoram 

Here is Mr Clennam,’ said Miss Wade, ‘ not come for you, he has 
given you up, -I suppose you have, by this time^’ 

^Having no authonty, or influence — yes,’ assented Clennam 
Not come in search of you, you see, but still seeking some one. 

He “wants that Blandois man ’ 

With whom I saw you in the Strand m London,’ hinted Arthur. 

I you know anything of him, Harriet, except that he came from 
Venice- which we all know - tell it to Mr Clennam freely ’ 
know nothing more about him,’ said die girl 
eyou satisfied^’ Miss Wade inquired of Arthur 
c ad no reason to disbeheve them, die girl’s manner being so 
natura as to be almost convmcmg, if he had liad any previous 
*^11 rephed, T must seek for mtelhgence elsewhere ’ 
e not going in the same breath, but he had risen before 
^ gir entered, and she evidently thought he was She looked 
at him, and said 
‘Are they well, sir>’ 

•\Vho?‘ 

She^ stopped herself in saymg what would have been ‘all of' 
^ Meagles ’ 
ey were, when I last heard of them They are not at 

were seen 

. Where does any one say I was seen^’ returned the girl, 

su enly casting down her eyes 

«v m at the garden gate of die cottage.’ 

No, said Miss Wade. ‘She has never been near it.’ 

You are wrong, then,’ said the girl ‘I went down there tlie 
^t Utne we were in London I went one afternoon when you left 
ate alone. And I did look in ’ 

You poor-spinted girl,’ returned Miss 'Wade widi infinite con- 
icmpt, ‘does all our companionship, do all our conversations, do 
^11 } our old complainings, tell for so htde as diat^’ 

‘There was no harm in looking in at the gate for an instant,^ 
Said the girl ‘I saw by the windows that die family were not there 
‘Wily should you go near the placed’ 
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‘Because I wanted to see it Because I felt that I should like to 
look at It again ’ 

As each of the two handsome faces looked at the other, Clennam 
felt how each of the two natures must be constantly teanng the 
other to pieces 

‘Oh'’ said Miss Wade, coldly subduing and removing her 
glance, ‘if you had any desire to see the place where you led the 
life from which I rescued you because you had found out what it 
was, that is another thing But is that your truth to me^ Is that 
your fidelity to me"^ Is that the common cause I make with you^ 
You are not worth the confidence I have placed in you You are 
not worth the favour I have shown you Yxdu are no higher than a 
spaniel, and had better go back to the people who did worse than 
whip you ’ 

‘If you speak so of them with any one else by to hear, you’ll pro- 
voke me to take their part,’ 'said the girl 

‘Go back to them,’ Miss Wade retorted. ‘Go back to 
them ’ 

‘You know very well,’ retorted Harriet in her turn, ‘that I won’t 
go back to them You know very well that I have thrown them off, 
and never can, never shall, never will, go back to them Let them 
alone, then, Miss Wade ’ 

‘You prefer their plenty to your less fat living here,’ she re- 
joined, ‘You exalt them, and slight me. What else should I have 
expected ^ I ought to have known it.’ 

‘It’s not so,’ said the girl, flushing high, ‘and you don’t say 
what you mean I know what you mean You are reproaching me, 
underhanded, with having nobody but you to look to Amd because 
I have nobody but you to look to, you think you are to make me do, 
or not do, everything you please, and are to put any affront upon 
me You are as bad as they were, every bit But I will not be quite 
lamed, and made submissive I will say again that I went to look at 
the house, because I had often thought that 7 should like to see it 
once more I will ask again hov/^ they are, because I once liked them 
and at times thought they were kind to me ’ 

Hereupon Clennam said that he was sure they would still receive 
her kindly, if she should ever desire to return 

‘Never!’ said the girl passionately ‘I shall never do that No- 
body knows tliat better than Miss Wade, though she taunts me be- 
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^us&she has made me Tier dependant And I know 1 am soj and I 
ow she IS overjoyed when she can bnng it to ray mmd.' 

go^ pretence^ ' said Miss Wade, widi no less anger, haughti- 
aess, an ittemess, ‘but too threadbare to cover what I plainly see 

B tt u competmon widi tlieir money 

iP’ ^ better go back at once, and have done widi 

der^^^ looked at them, standing a little distance asun- 

aneer \ confined room, each proudly chenshing her own 
and ^ determination, torturing her owm breast, 

but Mkm other’s He said a word or two of leave-taking, 

^ Wade barely mclmed her head, and Hamet, with the 
out dnfio ^ ^^tion of an abject dependant and serf (but not with- 
to be noti^°^ ^ oaade as if she were too low to notice or 

crease^^ ^own the dark wmdmg stairs into the yard with an in- 
of the ^ 1^ of the gloom of the wall that was dead, and 

of the stah ^ 1 , dead, and of the fountain that was dry, and 

3nd heard ^ gone. Pondering much on what he had seen 

^0 trace house, as well as on the failure of all his efforts 

bondon a ^ ^^Picious character who was losg he returned to 
f^nthewa ngland by the packet that had taken him over 

IS renmd ^ ^^^^olded the sheets of paper, and read in them what 
P uced in the next chapter 


CHAPTER 2.1 


The History of a Self-Tormentor 


I ha ^ ^ misfortune of not being a fooL From a very early age 
1 CO M what those about me thou^t they hid from me If 

ave been habitually imposed upon, mstead of habitually 
^oCCmuig the truth, I might have bved as smoothly as most fools 


My childhood was passed with a grandmother, that is to say, 
^ a lady who represented that relative to me, and who took that 
tt e on herself She had no claim to it, but I — bemg to that extent 
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a ittle fool — had no suspicion of her. She had some children of her 
ov/n family in her house, and some children of other people All 

girls, ten in number, including me We all lived together and were 
educated together. 

I must have been about twelve years old when I began to see how 
determinedly those girls patronised me I was told I was an orphan 
There was no other orphan among us; and I perceived (here was 
Ae first disadvantage of not being a fool) that they conahated me 
in an insolent pity, and in a sense of superiority. I did not set this 
down as a discovery, rashly, I tned them often I could hardly make 
them quarrel v/ith me. When I succeeded with any of them, tliey 
were sure to come after an hour or two, and begin a reconahation 
tned ^em over and over again, and I never knew them wait for 
me to begin They were always forgiving me, m their vanity and 
co^escension Little images of grpwn people! 

One of them was my chosen friend I loved that stupid mite in 
a passionate way that she could no more deserve than I can re- 
member wijout feeling ashamed of, though I was but a child. She 
had what ^ey called an amiable temper, an affectionate temper 
She could distribute, and did distnbute pretty looks and smiles to 
every one among them. I believe there was not a soul in the place, 

ex(xpt myse , w o knew that she did it purposely to wound and 
gall me* 


Ncve^eles^ I so lov^ that unworthy girj that my hfe was made 
stormy by my fondness for her. I was constantly ieaured and dis- 
pced for What was «lled ‘trytng her/ m other words chargmg 
her wtth her htde perfidy and throwing her mto tears by showing 
her that I read her heart However, I loved her fatthfully; and one 
time I went home v/ith her for the holidays 

She w^ wome at home than she had been at school She had a 
crowd of cousins and acquaintances, and we had dances at her 
house, and went out to dances at other houses, and, both at home 
and out, she torniented my love beyond endurance Her plan was, 
to make them all fond of her- and so dnve me wild with jealousy. 
To be familiar and endearing with them all - and so make me mad 
vadi envying diem. When we v/ere left alone in our bedroom at 
night, I would reproach her with my perfect knowledge of her 
baseness, and then she would cry and cry and say I v/as cruel, and 
then I would bold her in my arms till morning loving her as much 
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I feeimg as if, ratlier than suffer so, I could so hold 

still f plunge to tlte bottom of n riv cr- where I a\ Quid 

stJil hold her after we were botli dead 

aunt ^ ^ relieved. In the family there ■tt as an 

much not fond of me I doubt if any of the family liked me 

np m’the altogether bound 

senous -nra , 11 ^ young W'oman, and she had a 

■woman- anA ^ watdung me. She wms an audacious 

njghtsX! T compassionately at me. After one of die 

breakfast. TE of, I came down into a grcenliouse before 

'^o'wn before mp ° u young friend) had gone 

I entered T ct ’ j 1 speaking to her about me as 

aunt sa!!f ru ^ leaves, and listened 
this tnnet ’ ^^lotte, ^hss Wade is wearmg you to deatli, 
Now what^^r? ^ repeat the very words I heard 

her to death / 1 ^ answer? Did she say, ‘It is I who am weanng 
noner vet cb ° ^ beepmg her on a rack and am die execu- 
though she If nn. ‘ overy mght that she loves me devotedly, 
* Spen^f^t’ ^ “"'■otgo^ • No, my first memor- 

^^Penence, ^ "’V 

^ytnpathv to sobbing and weeping (to secure the aunt’s 

temper othpr «■, 1 ^ Dear aung she has an unhappy 

all try har^ ^ school, besides I, try hard to make it better; 

noble insteart ^ j fondled her, as if she had said something 
tence by renli^ cspicable and false, and kept up the infamous pre- 
cverythino- t’ diere are reasonable limits, my dear love, to 
constant anA 1 poor miserable girl causes you more 

The Donr f stress dian even so good an effort justifies ’ 

njay be nrp ^ came out of her concealment, as you 

another ‘Send me home ’ I never said 

^ome, or T^ll ?i*u ’^nt ‘Send me 
f told mv ^ alone, mght and dayl WhenI got home, 

finish rnii- grandmother drag unless I was sent away to 

before Z somewhere else before that girl came back, or 

throiwt ^ ^ diem came back, I would bum my sight away by 

I -d- » io 4 j. 

I went among young women next, and I found them no better. 
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Fair words and fair pretences, but I penetrated below those asset 
tions of themselves and depreciations of me, and tliey were no 
better. Before I left them, I learned that I had no grandmother an 
no recognised relation. I earned the light of that information bo 
into my past and into my future. It showed me many new occasions 
on which people tnumphed over me, when they made a pretence 
of treating me with consideration, or doing me a service 

A man of business had a small property in trust for me 1 was 
to be a governess; I became a governess; and went mto the 
of a poor nobleman, where there were two daughters — httle cM 
dren, but the parents wished them to grow up, if possible, un er 
one instructress The mother was young and pretty From & 
first, she made a show of behaving to me with great dehcacy. I hept 
my resentment to myself, but I knew very well that it was her way 
of petting the knowledge that she was my Mistress, and might have 
behaved differently to her servant if it had been her fancy. 

I say I did not resent it, nor did I; but I showed her, by not 
gratifying her, that I understood her. When she pressed me to take 
wine, I took water. If there happened to be anything choice at table, 
she always sent it to me but I always declined it, and ate of die 
rejected dishes These disappointments of her patronage were a 
sharp retort, and made me feel independent. 

I liked the children They were timid, but on the whole disposed 
to attach diemselvts to me There was a nurse, however, m the 
house, a rosy-faced woman always making an obtrusive pretence 
of being gay and good-humoured, who had nursed them both, and 
who had secured dieir affcaions before I saw them. I could almost 
Ijavc settled down to my fate hut for this woman. Her artful devices 
for keeping herself before the children in constant competition 
with me, might have blinded many in my place, but I saw through 
jhem from die first. On the preicxt of arranging my rooms and 
v.'aiting on me and taking care of my v/ardrobe (all of v/liich she 
fhd busily), she was never absent The most crafty of her many 
subtleties v.'as her feint of seeking to male the children fonder of 
me She would lead them to me and co,k tlicm to mo ‘Come to 
cood Wade, come to dear Mi^s Wade, come to pretty 
Wade, lo.e' you eery much Miss Waele is a cic\eT lady, nho 
, ^ td heup^ oflxjol >, '>nd can lell yon fir better and more in- 
'■'tories ihao I 1 Come and linr Miss Wade!’ Hov" 



‘gnoant fci^” j"How’mtu burning agamst 

ocent faces shnnking awav ri u I saw their 

«eck, instead o£Tmne> -A. ?’ ^ twimng round her 

cur]sfmnai,„_r she would loot,, .t. unaner 


^fctsheha“°3fXM"4fl® ‘i'd At tunes, when she 

“S ^ *«= means, he wS ”ll T “ ‘‘“P°"dem brood- 

^^^PootMus Wad” STnh rr 

er, come and ask her m j Come and ask her if she 

"3a*am. Don’t take ^ nothing 

^^ccame intoJerajjj TT j j and be sonyl’ 

:i?"^~rte-iar.rcs^* 

J hope^ Wartfl > r 

have she had al^yrs^'Xll assuming the tone 

ever said or done s3 concealed, ‘that nothing I 

'J'sagreeable word^'^^h^stLT-ft m’ ^ 

^ -pS'dTirr t - wha Jr " 

''s;;;;^wistrcss, btt i rto"' 

^>3nd on mine"rf dint htr 

brancet l‘onour v^ouJd obliterate any remem- 

^ A c no innueL^’'^ nnhappj , through causes over which 

1 did not sax tint ' ^ ^ 
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‘It IS an easy way of accounting for anything,’ said I. 

‘It may be, but I did not say so What I wish to approach is 
something very different My husband and I have exchanged some 
remarks upon the subject, when we have observed with pam that 
you have not been easy^ with us ’ 

‘Easy^ Oh* You are such great people, my lady,’ said 1. 

‘I am unfortunate in using a word which may convey a meaning 
- and evidently does — quite opposite to my intention.’ (She ha 
not expected my reply, and it shamed her ) ‘I only mean, not happy 
with us It is a difficult topic to enter on, but, from one young 
woman to another, perhaps - in short, we have been apprehensive 
that you may allow some family arcumstances of which no one can 
be more innocent than yourself, to prey upon your spirits If so, 
let us entreat you not to make them a cause of gnef My husband 
himself, as is well known, formerly had a very dear sister who was 
not in law his sister, but who was universally beloved and re- 
spected — ’ 

I saw directly that they had taken me in for the sake of the dead 
woman, whoever she was, and to have that boast of me and advan- 
tage of me, I saw, in the nurse’s knowledge of it, an encourage- 
ment to goad me as she had done, and I saw, in the children s 
shrinking away, a vague impression, that I was not like other 
people- 1 left that house that night. 

After one or two short and very similar expenences, which are 
not to the present purpose, I -entered another family where I had 
but one pupil a girl of fifteen, who was the only daughter. The par- 
ents here were elderly people people of station, and nch A nephew 
v/hom they had brought up was a frequent visitor at the house, 
among many other visitors, and he began to pay me attennon I 
was resolute in repulsing him, for I had determmed when I went 
there, tliat no one should pity me or condescend to me But he 
wrote me a letter It led to our being engaged to be marned 

He W'as a year younger than I, and young-looking even when 
that allowance v'as made. He was on absence from India, where he 
liad a post that was soon to grow into a very good one In six 
months wc were to be marned, and were to go to India I v'as to 
Stay in the house, and was to be married from the house Nobody 
objected to any part of the plan 

I cannot aioid saying he admired me, but, if I could, I would. 



nx\ 

distorted vision 
Vanity has nothing to do witli the 

womed me- He took no pains to hide it, an And. 

among the nch people as if he had bought me 

made a show of his purchase to justifi' himself. They app 
m their own minds, I saw, and were curious to a^rtain w 
full value was I resolved that thej' should not kntw 
movable and silent before diem; and would have su ere an 
of them to kill me sooner than I w'ould have laid myse ou 

speak their approval . , t j j it- 

He told me I did not do myself justice. I told Vura ' ’ 
was because I did and meant to do so to the last, that 
stoop to propitiate any of them He was conceme ^ , 
shocked, when I added that I wished he would not parade ms - 
tadiment before them, but he said be would sacrifice eve 

honest impulses of his affection to my peace- Vtnur 

Under that pretence he began to retort upon me. y ^ 
together, he would keep at a distance from me, pmncr 

radier than to me 1 have sat alone and unnoticed, na ’ 

while he conversed with his young cousin, my ptip 
all the while, m people’s eyes, that they thought the two 
nearer on an equahty than he and I I have sat, 
thoughts, until I have felt that his young appearance ma 
ndiculous, and have raged against myself for ever 
For I did love him once. Undeserving as he was, an 
diou^t of all these agomes that it cost me — ^on^ w c 
have made him wholly and gratefully mine to his ® ® i 

him I bore with his cousm’s praising him my 2 

pretending to think that it pleased me, but ^ we presence 
It rankled in my breast; for his sake While I have ^ whether I 
recalhng all my sUghts and wrongs, and de era ng _ j 

should not fly from the house at once and never see him again 

'“HirtWM.^essyou^Uple.e.o— 

Wilfully, added to my trials and vexations t 
expatiate on the style m which we w«e to ve gj^ould enter- 

estabhshment we should keep, and the ^mpany against this 
tain when he got lus advancement. J^ed ^e was to 

, barefaced way of pomting out die contras j- suppressed 

present to my then dependent and inferior posmon supp 
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r’ ^ showed her that her intention was not lost 
ITa ^ annoyance by affecting humility What 

J xvn nh ^ surely he a great deal too much honour for me, 

a ch^ cr ^ 'rtf ^*1 I might not be able to support so great 

, or a mere governess, her daughter’s governess, 
rhpm distinction! It made her uneasy, and made 

fully undem^^d ^ answered in this way. They knew that I 

when my troubles were at thar highest, and 

rarmrr ™ost inccnsed against my lover for his ingrautude in 

Bcatin innumerable distresses and raorti- 

Gowan^ a filwent on his account, that your dear fnend, Mr 

lonfr f*uuse He had been intimate there for a 

at a p-Jsn^ ^ abroad He understood the state of things 
a glance, and he understood me. 

dersto^ Person I had ever seen m my life who bad un- 

that he accomn ^ house three times before I knew 

easy way widfalT^f movement of my mind In his coldly 

and bs despondent refeLcesTo"r‘'“''‘“°"' 

low and jesung, and ful) of mocw'"7“'’‘'''‘^T" ’' t 

me feel more and more tesentfi,! w “ “f* 

by always presenting to me ’ contemptible, 

some new hateful linht jmr, ' *fiat surrounded me with 

in Its best aspect for mv Jdmr ^ J’® pretended to exhibit it 

dressed-up Deadi m th^ DutS" en« ^ He was like the 

upon his arm, whether it was youth n 
whcdier he danced with it, san/^nh n 

with It, he made it ghastly ’ Played with or prayed 

You will understand, then th-it -rtekr, 
mented me, he teailj condoled with me compli- 

under m> toations, he laid bare ot 0™ ““ 

that r Iren he decla-ed my ‘faithful swam’ to" J 

young fellow tn the ttorld, wuh the tendetest h„r, a"Z 117 ’ 
he touched m, old m.sgtttng tltat J was made nti.eujous 
were not great sen .CCS, you maj say. ‘rbj were accep,al“|!; „ ^ 
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UNDERSTOOD AT LAST 

" cwl,.ch I a.d, -oo^) 

was growing out of this, I liked tins sociej ^ mine!^ 

been subject to jealousy, and were the u 

No Let bun know what it was' 1 was dchg Vioned he did. 

It, I was debghted that he should feel keen y^n 
More than that He was tame in comparison wthM 
knew how to address me on equal terms, an to 

wretched people around us ,.,r>nn herself 

This went on, until the aunt, ray Mistress, ^eant 

to speak to me It was scarcely worth alluding to, s 
nothing, but she suggested from herself, ' ^ less 

necessary to suggest, that it might be better 

comparuonable with Mr Gowan. SVie could 

iLked her how *e could answer for what I . l 

always answer, she rephed, for my meaning n 
thanked her, but said I would prefer to good 

myself Her other servants would probably be gra 
characters, but I wanted none. ^ l^gj- yiow 

Other conversaaon followed, and m uce me to 

she knew that it was only necessary for her to m pj, my 

me, to have it obeyed > Did she Presume on tltat 

hire? I was not bought, body and sold g^^^^e-market and pur- 
her distinguished nephew had gone into 

chased a wife. , to the end to 

It would probably have come, soone j once.“She told 

which « did cuiu^ but *“Ttod an unhappy <«»?«• 

me, with assumed commiseration, m ^tbbeld no longer. 

On this repeuuon of the old wicked mjury, I^n in her, and all I 
but exposed to her all I had known o er despicable 

had undergone within myself since ^ Mr Gowan 

posmon of being engaged to her nep ew , ^ -j^ad borne it 

V as die only relief I had had iryny » ,yould see none 

too long, and thatl shook it off too late, but that 

of them more. And 1 never did droll 

Your dear fhend followed ^,ough he was sorry, too, for 

on die sev'erance of the connection, dioug 
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excellent people (in their way the best he had ever met), and 

epiored the necessity of breaking mere house-flies on the whee^ 

e protested before long, and far more truly than I then supposed, 

at he was not worth acceptance by a woman of such endowments, 

and such power of character, but - well, well* - 

Your dear fnend amused me and amused himself as long as tf 

suited his inclinations, and then reminded me that we were both 

people of the world, that we both understood mankind, that we 

oth knew there was no such thing as romance, that we were both 

prepared for going different ways to seek our fortunes like people 

o sense, and that we both foresaw that whenever we encountered 

one another again we should meet as the best fnends on earth So 

he said, and I did not contradict him. 

It was not very long before I found that he was courting lus 

presmt and that she had been taken away to be out of his 

r^ch I hated her then, quite as much as I hate her now; and natur- 

a y, therefore, could desire nothing better than that she should 

marry him. But I was resdessly curious to look at her - so curious 

T fi of the few sources of entertainment left to me- 

3 V until I found myself in her society, aud 

^ was not known to you then, 

L u u signal marks of his friendship 

which he has bestowed upon you. 

In that company I found a ^rl, m vanous circumstances of 
ose posmon there was a singular likeness to my own, and m 
interested and pleased to see much of the 
nsing against swollen patronage and selfishness, calling themselves 

have'd^«hed^'''’h benevolence, and other fine names, which I 
d.T.hM.pd ^ inherent m my nature I often heard it said, too, 
that she had an unhappy temper/ Well understanding what was 

r ^ f ^ compamon witli a 

know edge of what I knew, J thought 1 would try to release tlicgirl 
from her bondage and sense of miusuce. I have no occasion torc- 
laie that I succeeded. 

Uavc boon togcUicr c^er since, sharing my small means 
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chapter 22 

^^0 passes by this Road so late ? 

» ^^^^ “"^aUmgexpedmon to Calats 

“^oaforUtesanoci^^ °" ™P °f world, had 
™ ®<l daenmned m execuOM " 9“'<* >" mven- 

1 “““a 4e,rX “uW "take 

TOlenak they could P«ac.ved to be wauted oat of 
We m ,dapC„„y"'' I’ ="d who were as bold 

had no idefS I being atar 

Its fire X - ^-dden from the lighfin 

chaitt,^ vineyard and pr^Lr*’ labourers who 

nono? ”??'' ignorance, It acted ^ With 

gavp^^ It and nev decided and energetic 

the SirnI 4 or - 
dea? a barbarous wav science, How not to do it 

person of any elhghtr^^ f ^ ^ mystery 

ffie men who V ^bo practised it 

ptoceiT^'^’^ m Itself a most^^T^fi^^® 

and li bemg found they ^ irregular way of 

thf>tr T, come at once ^ 7 P°tiucai ignorance), and 

Da4 be done ° ^"gaging with other 

-me whefe he Wdt ^hent was uo foreseetnu a. 

g"m.ra°d“.;y^„‘S^ “ f °f wSafoe^^j - 
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^ins an losses, responsibilities and prospects Daniel went 
roug his patient manner, and admired it all exceedingly 

e an ite e accounts, as if they were a far more ingenious piece 

0 mec anism than he had ever constructed, and afterwards stood 
oo ng at them, weighmg his hat over his head by the bnms, as if 
e were absorbed in the contemplation of some wonderful engine, 

t s a eautiful, Clennam, m its regularity and order. Nothing 
can be plainer. Nothing can be better ’ 

I am glad you approve, Doyce Now, as to the management of 
your capita while you are away, and as to the conversion of so 

much of It as the business may need from time to time His part- 
ner stopped him. 

As to that, and as to everything else of that kind, all rests with 
y u. ou wi continue in all such matters to act for both of us, as 

SmveTfrom ^ ^ 

ahl ^ returned Clennam, ‘you unreason- 

ably depreciate your business qualities ’ 

1 have a ^oyce, smiling ‘And perhaps not. Anyhow, 

and I am 4 i l ^ ^ perfect confidence in my partner, 

connected with^money and mo ° ^ prejudice 

inn that ola^nr -n, u ^ » money figures,’ continued Doyce, lay- 

coat ‘it IS arrai T f ^ri the lapel of his partner's 

dZ’Jvl cZ rT ^ I Lve any other I 

my mind fully to ZZbjZZ''’ ^ 

Clennam ‘My dear 

looL^km'd anTbng^ with his grey eye 

‘It so happens,’ said Clennam ‘.n .. 

before you came dov n, I was savmc h ”T’ "" 

looked m here We boll, agreed ' ""S ''•1^ 

^t^rcca mat to travel out of safe invc'St' 

mcnls IS one of , be mo.i dangerous, as ii ,s one of tf,e most com- 
mon of liosc follira v h.ch ofien deserve *c name of vices ' 

Kind s' 'aid Do, cc, iilling up Ins hat at die back- and nod- 
ding w„h an a.r of confidence. 'Aje, aye, aye' Di.-ifs a cuuous 
fclloti.' 



‘u self n 

“ of ftUow ,„d^. , ~ ’37 

“fMr P=X 7““"' 

7S.rixCr£;.»ii" '■ ’■■■ -■ 

- -Tixr - 

grant a request of me sav ^,7 starting, 

^ iwi; 

■I^ W '''^aa^appd W ["’''‘=™°" ’ ='“gS«u„g 

wSr*®? “'■a 'S' m w °T 4lra ‘’‘®"”' 

ibr If returned Dn “^^se peonle.’ 

--«7 

'’aa.ot; r™ *=ady i.r™ ''“■. and ,o ”° ““ 

^ made VO, ^ ^avaiimg atr^ ^mself dj.^ 
f^j ^3tig anv»«-^ soniethino- on rl«i-,,._ 
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‘Wlierever you go, they’ll find as they’ve got a man among ’em, a 
man as knows his tools and as his tools knows, a man as is willing 
and a man as is able, and if that’s not a man, v/here is a man*’ Tins 
oration from a gruff volunteer in die back-ground, not previously 
suspected of any powers in that way, was received with three loud 
cheers, and the speaker became a distinguished character for ever 
afterwards In the midst of the three loud cheers, Daniel gave 
them all a hearty ‘Good Bye, Men*’ and the coach disappeared 
from sight, as if the concussion of the air had blown it out of Bleed- 
ing Heart Yard. 

Mr Baptist, as a grateful little fellow in a position of trust, was 
among the workmen, and had done as much towards the cheering 
as a mere foreigner could In truth, no men on earth can cheer like 
Englishmen, who do so rally one another’s blood and spint when 
they cheer in earnest, diat the stir is like the rush of dieir whole 
history, with all its standards waving at once, from Saxon Alfred s 
downwards Mr Baptist had been in a manner whirled away before 
the onset, and was taking his breath in quite a scared condition 
when Clennam beckoned him to follow up-stairs, and returned tlie 
books and papers to their places 

In the lull consequent on the departure - m that first vacuity 
which ensues on every separation, foreshadowing the great separa- 
tion that is always overhanging all mankind - Arthur stood at his 
desk, looking dreamily out at a gleam of sun. But his liberated 
attention soon reverted to the theme that v/as foremost in his 
thoughts, and began, for the hundredth time, to dwell upon every 
circumstance that had impressed itself upon his mind on the 
mystenous night when he had seen the man at his mother’s Again 
the man jostled him in the crooked street, again he followed the 
man and lost him, again he came upon the man in the court-yard 
looking at the house, again he followed the man and stood beside 
him on the door-steps 

‘Who passes by this road so late*' 

Compagnon de la Majolaine, 

Who passes by this road so late? 

Always gay!’ 

It was not the first time, by many, that he had recalled the song 
of the child’s game, of which the fellow had hummed this verse 
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wlule they stood side by side, but he was so unconscious of having 
repeated it audibly, tliat he started to hear die next verse 

‘ Of all die king’s knights 'tis the flower, 

Compagnon de la Majolaine, 

Of all the king’s knights ’tis die flower. 

Always gay’’ 

Cavalletto had deferentially suggested the words and tune, sup- 
posing him to have stopped short for want of more- 
‘Ah’ You know the song, Cavalletto^’ 

‘By Bacchus, yes, sir’ They all know it in France. I have heard 
It many times, sung by the litde children Tlie last time when it 1 
have heard,’ said Mr Baptist, formerly Cavalletto, who usually 
went back to Ins native construction of sentences when Ins memory 
went near home, ‘is from a sweet little voice. A little voice, very 
pretty, very mnocent Altro!’ 

‘The last time I heard it,’ returned Arthur, ‘was in a voice qmte 
the reverse of pretty, and quite the reverse of innocent’ He said it 
more to himself than to his companion, and added to Inmself, re- 
peating the man’s next words ‘Death of my hfe, sir, it’s my char- 
acter to be impatient! ’ 

‘EH’’ cned Cavalletto, astounded, and with all his colour gone 
in a moment 

‘What IS the matter^’ 

‘Sir’ You know where I have heard that song the last time^’ 
With his rapid native action, his hands made the outlme of a 
high hook nose, pushed his eyes near together, dishevelled his hair, 
puffed out his upper hp to represent a thick moustache, and threw 
the heavy end of an ideal cloak over his shoulder While domg this, 
tvifli a swiftness mcredible to one who has not watched an Italian 
peasant, he indicated a very remarkable and smister smile. The 
whole change passed over him like a flash of light, and he stood 
tn the same instant, pale and astonished, before his patron 

hi the name of Fate and wonder,’ said Clennam, ‘what do you 
mean^ Do you know a man of the name of Blandois^’ 

^No' ’ said Mr Baptist, shaking his head 

You have )ust now described a man who was by when you 
beard that song; have you not^’ 

Yes!’ said Mh Baptist, nodding fifty times 
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‘And was he not called Blandois^’ 

‘No'’ said Mr Baptist. ‘Altro, Altro, Altro, Altrol’ He could not 
reject the name sufficiently, with his head and his ngfat forefinger 
going at once 

‘Stay'’ cned Clennam, spreading out the handbill on his desh 
‘Was this the man? You can understand what I read aloud?’ 

‘Altogether Perfectly.’ 

‘But look at It, too. Come here and look over me, while I read ’ 

Mr Baptist approached, followed every word with his quick 
eyes, saw and heard it all out witli the greatest impatience^ then 
clapped his two hands flat upon the bill as if he had fiercely caught 
some noxious creature, and cned, looking eagerly at Clennam, It 
IS the man* Behold him!’ 

‘This IS of far greater moment to me’ said Clennam, in great 
agitation, ‘than you can imagine. Tell me where you knew the 
man ’ 

Mr Baptist, releasing the paper very slowly and witli much dis- 
comfiture, and drawing himself back two or three paces, and mak- 
ing as though he dusted his hands, returned, very much against his 
will 

‘At Marsigha — Marseilles ’ 

‘What was he?’ 


‘A prisoner, and — Altro! I believe yes' — an,’ Mr Baptist crept 
closer again to whisper it, ‘Assassin!’ 

Clennam fell back as if the word had struck him a blow so 
terrible did it make his mother’s commumcation with the man ap- 
pear. Cavalletto dropped on one knee, and implored him, with a 
redundancy of gestic^ation, to hear what had brought himself mto 
such foul company. , . , 

He told with perfect truth how it had come of a htde contraban 
trading, and how he had m time been released from pnson, an 
how he had gone away from those antecedents. How, at the house 
of entertainment called the Break of Day at Chalons on the Saone, 
he had been awakened in his bed at night by the same assassin? 
then assuming the name of Lagnier, though his name had former y 
been Brgaud, how the assassm had proposed that they should jo 
their fortunes together; how he held the assassin in such dread an 
aversion that he had fled from him at dayhghg and how be ^ 
ever since been haunted by the fear of seeing the assassin ag 
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and being claimed by him as an acquaintance. When he had related 
this, with an emphasis and poise on the word, ‘assassm,’ peculiarly 
belongmg to his own language, and which did not serve to render 
it less ternble to Qennam, he suddenly sprang to his feet, pounced 
upon the bill agam, and with a vehemence that would have b^n 
absolute madness in any man of Northern ongm, cned ‘Behold 
the same assassin' Here he is'’ 

In his passionate raptures, he at first forgot the fact that he had 
lately seen the assassin m London On his remembering it, it sug- 
gested hope to Clennam that the recognition might be of later 
date than the mght of the visit at his mother’s; but Cavalletto was 
too exact and clear about time and place, to leave any operung for 
doubt that it had preceded that occasioji 

‘Listen,’ said A^ur, very senously ‘This man, as we have read 
here, has wholly disappeared ’ 

‘Of It I am well content'’ said Cavalletto, raismg his eyes 
piously ‘A thousand thanks to Heaven' Accursed assassm'’ 

‘Not so,’ returned Clennam, ‘for until somethmg more is heard 
of him, I can never know an hour’s peace.’ 

‘Enough, Benefactor, that is quite another thmg A million of 
excuses'’ 

‘Now, Cavalletto,’ said Clennam, gently turmng him by the 
arm, so that they looked mto each other’s eyes ‘I am certain that 
for the htde I have been able to do for you, you are the most sin- 
cerely grateful of men ’ 

‘I swear it'’ cned the other 

‘I know It If you could find this man, or discover what has be- 
come of him, or gam any later mtelhgence whatever of him, you 
would render me a service above any other service I could receive 
in the world, and would make me (with far greater reason) as grate- 
ftil to you as you are to me ’ 

‘I know not where to look,’ cned the little man, kissing Arthur’s 
hand m a transport ‘I know not where to begin I know not where 
to go But, courage! Enoughl It matters not! I go, m this mstant 
of time'’ 

Not a word to any one but me, CavaUetto ’ 

Al-tro!’ cried Cavalletto And was gone with great speed 
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CHAPTER 23 

Mistress Affery makes a Conditional Promise^ 
respecting her Dreams 

Left alone, with the expressive looks and gestures of Mr Baptist, 
otherwise Giovanni Baptista Cavalletto, vividly before him, Clen- 
nam entered on a weary day. It was in vam that he tried to control 
his attention by directing it to any business occupation or train 
of thought,' It rode at anchor by the haunting topic, and would hold 
to no other idea As though a cnminal should be chained in a 
staaonary boat on a deep ^lear nver, condemned, whatever count- 
less leagues of water Bowed past him, always to see the body of the 
fellow-creature he had drowned lying at the bottom, immovable, 
and unchangeable, except as the eddies made it broad or long, 
now expanding, now contracting its ternble lineaments, so Arthur, 
below the shifting current of transparent thoughts and fancies 
which were gone and succeeded by others as soon as come, saw, 
steady and dark, and not to be stirred from its place, the one sub- 
ject that he endeavoured with all his might to nd himself of, and 
that he could not fly from. 

The assurance he now had, that Blandois, whatever his right 
name, was one of the worst of characters, greatly augmented the 
burden of his anxieties Though the disappearance should be ac- 
counted for to-morrow, die fact that his mother had been in corn- 
munication with such a man, would remain unalterable That the 
communication had been of a secret kind, and that she had been 
submissive to him and afraid of him, he hoped might be known to 
no one beyond himself, yet, knowing it, how could he separate it 
from his old vague fears, and how believe that there was nodimg 
evil in such relations? 

Her resolution not to enter on the question with him, and his 
knowledge of lier mdomitable character, enhanced his sense o 
helplessness It was like the oppression of a dream to believe tna 
shame and exposure v/cre impending over her and his fathers 
memory, and to be shut our, as by a brazen wall,^ from the possi 
biliiy of coming to their aid The purpose he had brought home 
to his native country, and had ever since kept in view, was, v-it 
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her greatest determination, defeated by Itis mother herself, at the 
time of all others when he feared tliat it pressed most His advice, 
energy, activity, money, credit, all his resources whatsoever, were 
all made useTess If she had been possessed of tire old fabled in- 
fluence,^ and had turned those v. ho looked upon her into stone, slie 
could not liave rendered him more completely powerless (so it 
seemed to lum in his distress of mind) than she did, when slie 


turned her tmyielding face to his in her gloomy room 

But the light of tliat day’s discoverj% shining on these considera- 
tions, roused him to take a more decided course of action Con- 
fident in tile rectitude of his purpose, and impelled by a sense of 
overhanging danger closing in around, he resolved, if his modier 
would stiil admit of no approach, to make a desperate appeal to 
Afiery If she could be brought to become communicative, and to 
do what lay in her to break the spell of secrecy that enshrouded the 
houfie, he might shake off the paralysis of wluHi every hour that 
passed over his head made lum more acutely sensible This was die 
result of his day’s anxiety, and this was the decision he put in prac- 
tice when the day closed in 

His first disappointment, on arrving at the house, was to find the 
door open, and Mr Fhntwinch smoking a pipe on the steps If 


Circumstances had been commonly favourable. Mistress Affery 
would have opened the door to his knock. Circumstances being 
uncommonly unfavourable, the door stood open, and Mr Flint- 
winch was smoking his pipe on the steps 
Good evenmg,’ said Ardiur 
Good evening,’ said Mr Flintwmdi 

fhe smoke came crookedly out of Mr Flintwinch’s mouth, as if 
wcukted through the whole of his v/tyr figure and came back 
y ms Wry throat, before coming forth to mingle with the smoke 
um the crooked chimneys and the mists from the crooked nver 
mveyou any news^’ said Ardiur. 
e have no news,’ said Jeremiah 
mean of the foreign man,’ Arthur explained 
mean of the foreign man/ said Jeremiah 
imd ^ as he stood askew, with the knot of his cravat 

uotfo h thought passed mto Clennam’s mind, and 

or the first time by many, could Flmtwmch for a purpose of his 
0 got nd of Blandois^ Could it hai-e been his secret, and 
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his safety, that were at issue ^ He was small and bent, and perhaps 
not actively strong, yet he was as tough as an old yew-tree, and as 
crusty as an old jackdaw Such a man, coming behmd a mucli youn- 
ger and more vigorous man, and having the will to put an end to 
him and no relentmg, might do it pretty surely m that solitary place 
at a late hour 

While, in the morbid condition of his thoughts, these thoughts 
drifted over the main one that was always in Clennam’s mind, Mr 
Fhntwinch, regarding the opposite house over die gateway with 
his neck twisted and one eye shut up, stood smoking with a vicious 
expression upon him, more as if he were trying to bite off the 
stem of his pipe, than as if he were enjoying it Yet he was enjoying 
It m his own way. 

‘You’ll be able to take my likeness, the next time you call, 
Arthur, I should think,’ said Mr Fhntwinch, drily as he stooped to 
knock the ashes out 

Rather conscious and confused, Arthur asked his pardon, if he 
had stared at him unpolitely ‘ But my mmd runs so much upon this 
matter,’ he said, ‘that I lose myself’ 

‘Hah’ Yet I don’t see,’ returned Mr Flmtwmch, quite at lus 
leisure, ‘why it should trouble you, Arthur ’ 

‘No?’ 


‘No,’ said Mr Fhntwinch, very shordy and decidedly much as 
if he were of the camne race, and snapped at Arthur’s hand 

‘Is It nothmg to see those placards about? Is it nothing to me 
to see my mother’s name and residence hawked up and down in 
such an association ? ’ 

‘I don’t see,’ returned Mr Fhntwinch, scraping his homy 
cheek, ‘ that it need signify much to you. But I’ll tell you what I 
do see, Ardiur,’ glancing up at the windows, ‘I see the light of 
fire and candle m your mother’s room*’ 

‘And what has that to do with it?’ 

‘Wliy, sir, I read by it,’ said Mr Fhntwinch, screwing himself 
at him, ‘that if it’s advisable (as the proverb says it is) to let 
sleeping dogs he, it’s just as advisable, perhaps, to let missing dogs 
he Let ’em be They generally turn up soon enough ’ 

Mr Fhntwinch turned short round when he had made tins re- 
mark, and went into the dark hall Clennara stood there, following 
him v/ith his eyes, as he dinned for a heht m die phosphorus-box 
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in the little room at the side, got one after three or four dips, and 
lighted the dun lamp agamst the wall All tlie while, Clennam was 
pursumg the probabilities — rather as if they were being shown to 
him by an mvisible hand than as if he himself were conjunng them 
up - of Mr Flintwinch’s ways and means of domg that darker 
deed, and removing its traces by any of the black avenues of shadow 
that lay around them 

‘Now, sir,’ said the testy Jeremiah, ‘will it be agreeable to walk 
up-stairs^’ 

‘My mother is alone, I suppose^’ 

‘Not alone,’ said Mr Flintwinch, ‘Mr Casby and his daughter 
are with her They came in while I was smoking, and I stayed be- 
hind to have my smoke out ’ 

This was the second disappomtment Arthur made no remark 
upon It, and repaired to his mother’s room, where Mr Casby and 
Flora had been taking tea, anchovy paste, and hot buttered toast. 
The relics of those dehcacies were not yet removed, either from 
the table or from the scorched countenance of Affery, who, with 
the kitchen toasting-fork still in her hand, looked like a sort of 
allegorical personage, except that she had a considerable advan- 
tage over the general run of such personages in point of sigmficant 
emblernatical purpose 

Flora had spread her bonnet and shawl upon tlie bed, with a 
care indicative of an intention to stay some time Mr Casby, too, 
■Was beaming near the hob, with his benevolent knobs shimng as if 
the Warm butter of the toast were exudmg through the patnarchal 
skull, and wnth his face as ruddy as if the colouring matter of the 
anchovy paste were mantling m the patriarchal visage Seemg this, 
as he exchanged the usual salutations, Clennam decided to speak to 
his mother -without postponement 

t had long been customary, as she never changed her room, for 
lose who had anything to say to her apart, to wheel her to her 
csk, where she sat, usually -with the back of her chair turned to- 
^ards the rest of the room, and the person who talked with her 
^ted m a comer, on a stool which -was always set m that place for 
^ t purpose Except that it was long since the mother and son had 
an° ^ ^°S^dier -without the intervention of a third person, it -was 
for M matter of course within the experience of -visitors 
hs Clennam to be asked, -with a word of apology for die 
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interruption, if she could be spoken with on a matter of business, 
and, on her replymg in the affirmative, to be wheeled into the 
position descnbed 

Therefore, when Arthur now made such an apology, and such 
a request, and moved her to her desk and seated himself on the 
stool, Mrs Fmching merely began to talk louder and faster, as a 
delicate hmt that she could overhear nothing, and Mr Casby stroked 
his long white locks with sleepy calmness 

‘ Mother, I have heard somedung to-day which I feel persuaded 
you don’t know, and which I think you should know, of the ante- 
cedents of that man I saw here ’ 

T know nothmg of the antecedents of the man you saw here, 
Arthur.’ 

She spoke aloud. He had lowered his own voice, but she rejected 
that advance towards confidence as she rejected every other, and 
spoke in her usual key and in her usual stem voice 

T have received it on no arcuitous information, it has come to 
me direct.’ 

She asked him, exacdy as before, if he were there to tell her what 
It was ^ 

‘I thought It right that you should know it ’ 

‘And what is it^’ 

‘He has been -a pnsoner in a French gaol ’ 

She answered with composure, ‘I should think that very 
likely.’ 

‘But in a gaol for criminals, mother On an accusation of mur- 
der ’ 

She started at the word, and her looks expressed her natural 
horror. Yet she still spoke aloud, when she demanded* 

‘Who told you so^’ 

‘A man v/ho was his fellow-pnsoner.’ 

‘Tliat man’s antecedents, I suppose, were not known to you, 
before he told you.^’ 

‘No’ 

‘Though die man himself was^’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘My case and Flintwincli’s, in respect of diis other man! I dare 
say the resemblance is not so exact, though, as that your informant 
became knov/n to you through a letter from a correspondent vTili 
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whom he had deposited monej ^ How docs tliat part of the parallel 
stand 

Ardiur had no clioice but to say that his informant had not be- 
come known to him through the agency of any such credennals, 
or indeed of any credentials at all Mrs Clennam’s attentive frown 
expanded by degrees into a severe look of triumpli, and she re- 
torted wath emphasis, ‘Take care how you judge others, then I say 
to you, Artlmr, for your good, take care how } ou judge' ’ 

Her emphasis had been denved from her eyes quite as much as 
from the stress she laid upon her words She continued to look at 
him; and if, v. hen he entered the house, he had had any latent hope 
of prevailing in the least witli her, she now looked it out of his 
heart 


‘Mother, shall I do notlung to assist j'ou 
‘Nothing ' 

‘Will you entrust me with no confidence, no charge, no ex- 
planation^ Will you take no counsel widi me^ Will you not let me 
come near you^’ 

How can you ask mc^ You separated yourself from my affairs 
It was not my act, it was yours How can you consistently ask me 
such a question? You know that you left me to Flintwinch, and 
that he occupies your place.’ 

Glanang at Jeremiah, Clennam saw m lus very gaiters that lus 
attention was closely directed to them, tliough he stood leaning 
against the wall scraping his jaw, and pretended to listen to Flora 
3s she held forth in a most distracting manner on a chaos of sub- 
jects, m which mackerel, and Mr F.’s Aunt in a swing, had become 
en^gletj with cockchafers and the xvine trade. 

A prisoner, in a French gaol, on an accusation of murder,’ re- 
Clennam, steadily going over what her son had said 
at is all you know of him from the fellow-pnsoner?’ 

Substance, all ’ ^ 

fellow-pnsoner his accomplice and a murderer, 
f ^ j course, he gives a better account of himself than of his 
^ j It Is needless to ask This will supply the rest of them here 
1 something new to talk about. Casby, Arthur tells me—’ 

motherl Stay, stay' ’ He mterrupted her hastily, for it had 
|Jt>t entered his imagination that she would openly proclaim what 
told her X 
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‘What now?’ she said with displeasure ‘What more^’ 

‘I beg you to excuse me, Mr Casby — and you, too, Mrs Fmching 
- for one other moment with ray mother 

He had laid his hand upon her chair, or she would otherwise have 
wheeled it round with the touch of her foot upon the ground They 
were still face to face She looked at him, as he ran over the possi- 
bihties of some result he had not intended, and could not foresee, 
being influenced by Cavalletto’s disclosure becoming a matter of 
notonety, and humedly arnved at the conclusion that it had best 
not be talked about, though perhaps he was guided by no more 
distract reason than that he had taken it for granted that his mother 
would reserve it to herself and her partner 

‘What now^’ she said again, impatiently ‘What is it^’ 

‘I did not mean, mother, that you should repeat what I have 
communicated I think you had better not repeat it ’ 

‘Do you make that a condition with me^’ 

‘Weill Yes’ 

‘ Observe, thenl It is you who make tlus a secret,’ said she, hold- 
ing up her hand, ‘and not I It is you, Arthur, who bnng here 
doubts and suspiaons and entreaties for explanations, and it is 
you, Arthur, who bring secrets here What is it to me, do you thmk, 
where the man has been, or what he has bee'n ^ What can it be to 
me^ The whole world may know it, if they care to know it, it is 
nothing to me Now, let me go.’ 

He yielded to her imperious but elated look, and turned her chair 
back to the place from which he had wheeled it In doing so he saw 
elation in the face of Mr Flintwinch, which most assuredly was not 
inspired by Flora This turning of his intelligence and of his whole 
attempt and design against himself, did even more than his mother s 
fixedness and firmness to convince him that his efforts with her 
were idle Nothing remained but the appeal to his old fnend 
Affery. 

But even to get the very doubtful and preliminary stage uf mak- 
ing tlie appeal, seemed one of the least promising of human under- 
takings She was so completely under the tlirall of the two clever 
ones, v/as so s^'stematically kept in sight by one or other of them, 
and was so afraid to go about die house besides, that every oppor- 
tunity of speaking to her alone appeared to be forestalled Over and 
above that, Mistress Affery, by some means (it was not very diffi- 
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cult to guess, through the sharp arguments of her liege lord), had 
acquired such a lively conviction of die hazard of saying anydung 
under any circumstances, that she had remained all dus time in a 
comer guardmg herself from approach widi that S 5 TnbolicaI instru- 
ment of hers, so that, when a word or two had been addressed to 
her by Flora, or even by die bottle-green patnarch lumself, she 
had warded off conversation with the toasting-fork like a dumb 
woman 

After several abortive attempts to get Affery to look at him 
while she cleared the table and washed the tea-service, Arthur 
thought of an expedient which Flora might ongmate To whom he 

therrfore whispered, ‘ Could you say you would like to go dirough 
thehouse?‘’ . 

Now, poor Flora, being always in fluctuatmg expectation of the 
|mie when Clennam would renew his boyhood and be madly in 
ove With her agam, received the whisper with the utmost delight, 
not 0 y as rendered preaous by its mystenous character, but as 
^parmg way for a tender interview in which he would declare 

e state of his affections She immediately began to work out the 


poor old room,* said Flora, glancmg round, 
beinff ^ Clennam I am touched to see except for 

^ expected with time and wluch we 
it or uni- reconcile ourselves to being whether we like 
dreadfiiir^ ^ sure I have had to do myself if not exactly smokier 

^ to thmk of the days 

of chilblamr!^ ° ^trls a perfect mass 

stare at ArtL ° ^ feet -on the rails and 

tti the fncrVit^n ®tcuse me — Mr Clennam - the least of boys 

^ ^ appeared a 

spectres nf 7 horizon paymg attentions like the well-known 
'^on ^ heginmng with a B is a moral , 

down in the N r ^ paths m life are similar to the paths 
tron and England where they get the coals and make 

Ha4 g^veUed with ashesF 

®ostence^l^!!'^ tribute of a sigh to the instabihty of human 
'Nordia purpose. 

'tave said she proceeded, ‘its worst enemy could 

^ a cheerful house for that it was never made to be 
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but always lughly impressive, fond memory recalls an occasion in 
youth ere yet the judgment was mature when Arthur — confirmed 
habit— Mr Clennam- took me down into an unused kitchen emi- 
nent for mouldiness and proposed to secrete me tliere for life and 
feed me on v/hat he could hide from lus meals when he was not at 
home for the holidays and on dry bread in disgrace which at that 
halcyon period too frequently occurred, would it be inconvenient 
or askmg too much to beg to be permitted to revive those scenes 
and walk through tlie housed’ 

Mrs Clennam, who responded with a constrained grace to Mrs 
Pinching’ s good nature in bemg there at all, though her visit (before 
Arthur’s unexpected arrival) was undoubtedly an act of pure good 
nature and no self-gratification, intimated that all the house was 
open to her. Flora rose and looked to Arthur for his escort. ‘ Cer- 
tainly,’ said he, aloud; ‘and Affery will light us, I dare say ’ 

Affery was excusing herself with ‘Don’t ask nothing of me, 
Arthur!’ when Mr Flintwinch stopped her with ‘Why not? 
Affery, what’s the matter with you, woman? Why not, jade' ’ Thus 
expostulated with, she came unwillmgly out of her comer, re- 
signed the toastmg-fork into one of her husband’s hands, and took 
the candlestick he offered from the other. 

‘Go before, you fooh’ said Jeremiah. ‘Are you going up, or 
down, Mrs Pinching^’ 

Flora answered, ‘Down ’ 

‘Then go before, and down, you Affery,’ said Jeremiah ‘And 
do It properly, or I’ll come rolling down tlie banisters, and tum- 
blmg over you! ’ 

Affery headed the exploring party; Jeremiah^ closed it He had 
no intention of leaving them. Clennam lookmg back, and seeing 
him followmg three stairs behind, m the coolest and most methodi- 
cal manner exclaimed in a low voice, ‘Is there no gettmg nd of 
himl’ Flora reassured his mind by replying promptly, ‘Why 
though not exactly proper Arthur and a thing I couldn’t think of 
before a younger man or a stranger still I don’t mind him if you 
so particularly wish it and provided you’ll have the goodness not 
to take me too tight.’ 

Wanting the heart to explam that this was not at all what he 
meant, Arthur extended his supporting arm round Flora’s figure. 
‘Oh my goodness me,’ said she. ‘You are very obedient indeed 
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really and it’s extremely honourable and gentlemanly m you I am 
sure but still at the same time if you would like to be a little tighter 
than that I shouldn’t consider it intmdmg ’ 

In this preposterous attitude, unspeakably at vanance with his 
anxious imnd, Clennam descended to the basement of the house, 
findmg that wherever it became darker than elsewhere, Flora be- 
came heavier, and that when the house was lightest she was too 
Retummg from the dismal kitchen regions, which were as dreary 
as they could be. Mistress Aifery passed with the hght mto his 
father’s old room, and then into the old dining-room, always pass- 
mg on before like a phantom that was not to be overtaken, and 
neither turmng nor answering when he whispered, ‘ Affery! I want 
to speak to youl’ 

In the dining-room, a sentimental desire came over Flora to 
look into the dragon closet which had so often swallowed Arthur 
in the days of his boyhood — not improbably because, as a very 
dark closet, it was a likely place to be heavy m. Arthur, fast sub- 
siding into despair, had opened it, when a knock was heard at the 
outer door 

Mistress Affery, with a suppressed cry, threw her apron over her 
head. 

‘What^ You Wcint another dose'’ said Mr Fhntwmch. ‘You 
shall have it, my woman, you shall have a good one! Oh! You shall 
have a sneezer, you shall have a teaser!’ 

‘In the meantime is anybody going to the door.^’ said Arthur 

‘In the meantime, I am gomg to the door, sir,’ returned the old 
man so savagely, as to render it clear that in a choice of difficulties 
he felt he must go, though he would have preferred not to go 
‘Stay here the while, all' Affery, my woman, move an inch, or 
speak a word in your foolishness, and I’ll treble your dose!’ 

The moment he was gone, Arthur released Mrs Finching with 
some difficulty, by reason of that lady misunderstanding his in- 
tentions, and making arrangements with a view to tightening in- 
stead of slackening 

‘Affer}', speal: to me now!’ 

‘Don’t touch me, Arthur' ’ she cned, shrinking from bun ‘Don’t 
come near me. He’ll see you Jeremiah will Don’t ’ 

‘He can’t see me,’ returned Arthur, smting the action to the 
V. ord, ‘if I blow the candle out ’ 
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‘He’ll hear you,’ cned Affeiy'’ 

‘He can’t hear me,’ returned Arthur, suiting the action to the 
words again, ‘if I draw you into this black closet, and speak here. 
Why do you hide your face?’ 

‘Because I am afraid of seeing something ’ 

‘You can’t be afraid of seeing anything in this darkness, 
Affery ’ 

‘Yes I am Much more than if it was light ’ 

‘\s^y are you afraid^’ 

‘Because the house is full of mystenes and secrets, because it’s 
full of whisperings and counsellings, because it’s full of noises 
There never Wcis such a house for noises I shall die of ’em, if Jere- 
miah don’t strangle me first As I expect he will ’ 

‘I have never heard any noises here, worth speaking of’ 

‘Ahl But you would, though, if you lived in the house, and was 
obhged to go about it as I am,’ said Affery, ‘and you’d feel that 
they was so weU worth speaking of, tliat you’d feel you was mgh 
bursting through not being allowed to speak of ’em Here’s 
Jeremiah' You’ll get me killed ’ 

My good Affery, I solemnly declare to you that I can see the 
hght of the open door on the pavement of the hall, and so could 
you if you would uncover your face and look ’ 

I dursm’t do It,’ said Affery, ‘I durstn’t never, Arthur, I’m al- 
'W^ys bhndfolded when Jeremiali an’t a looking, and sometimes 
when he is ’ 

He cannot shut the door without my seeing him,’ said Arthur, 
ou are as safe with me as if he wms fifty miles away ’ 

( I Wish he was!’ cned Affery.) 

Affery^ I want to know what is amiss here, I want some hght 
mwn on the secrets of this house ’ 

I tell you, Arthur,’ she interrupted, ‘ noises is the secrets, rust- 
and stealings about, tremblings, treads overhead and treads 

underneath’ 

But those are not all the secrets ’ 
don t know,’ said Aifery ‘Don’t ask me no more Your old 
^Ktheart an’t far off, and she’s a blabber ’ 

's old sweetheart, being in fact so near at hand that she was 
reclining against him in a flutter, a very substantial angle 
n^-five degrees, here interposed to assure Mistress Affery with 
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greater earnestness than directness of asseveration, that what she 
heard should go no further, but should be kept inviolate, ‘if on no 
other account on Arthur’s — sensible of intruding in being too 
famihar Doyce and Clennam’s ’ 

‘I make an implonng appeal to you. Affcr}^ to you, one of the 
few agreeable early remembrances I have, for my mother’s sake, 
for your husband’s sake, for my own, for all our sakes I am sure 
you can tell me something connected widi the coming here of this 
man, if you v/ill ’ 

‘Why, then I’ll tell you, Arthur,’ returned Affery — ‘Jeremiah’s 
coming' ’ 

‘No, indeed he is not. The door is open, and he is standing out- 
side, talking ’ 

‘I’ll tell you then,’ said Affery, after listening, ‘that the first time 
he ever come he heard the noises his own self “What’s that^” he 
said to me, “I don’t know what it is,” I says to him, catching hold 
of him, “ but I have heard it over and over again ” Wliile I says it, 
he stands a looking at me, all of a shake, he do ’ 

‘Has he been here often 

‘Only that night, and the last mghn’ 

‘What did you see of him on the last night, after I was gone^’ 
‘Them two clever ones had him all alone to themselves. Jere- 
miah come a dancing at me sideways, after I had let you out (he 
always comes a dancing at me sideways when he’s going to hurt 
me), and he said to me, “Now, Affery,” he said, “I am a coming 
behind you, my woman, and a going to run you up ” So he took 
and squeezed the back of my neck in his hand, till it made me open 
my mouth, and then he pushed me before him to bed, squeezing all 
the way. That s what he calls runnmg me up, he do Oh, he s a 
v/icked one' ’ 

‘And did you hear or see no more, Affery?’ 

‘Don’t I tell you I was sent to bed, Arthur' Here he is' ’ 

‘I assure you he is still at the door. Those whisperings and coun- 
sellings, Affery, that you have spoken of What are they?’ 

How should I know? Don’t ask me nothing about ’em, Arthur 
Get away'’ 

But my dear Affery, unless I can gain some insight into these 
hidden things, in spite of your husband and in spite of my mother, 
ruin will come of it ’ 
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‘Don’t ask me nothing,’ repeated Affery ‘I have been m a 
dream for ever so long Go away, go away!’ 

You said that before,’ returned Artliur ‘You used tlie same ex- 
pression that night, at die door, when I asked you wliat was going 
on here. What do you mean by being m a dream ^ ’ 

I an t a gomg to tell you Get awayl I shouldn’t tell you, if you 
was by yourself, much less with your old sweetheart here,’ 

It was equally vain for Arthur to entreat, and for Flora to pro- 
test. Affery , who had been trembling and struggling the whole time, 
turned a deaf ear to all adjuration, and was bent on forang herself 
out of the closet 

I d sooner scream to Jeremiah dian say another word! I’ll call 
out to nun, Arthur, if you don’t give over speaking to me Now 

' ^ him - If ever 

('vn better of them two clever ones your own self 

hav!n°!*f ^ ^ home, for you 

hfe a. T beared of your 

then ^ore ray face, and 

tell dreamsi Maybe, then I’ll 

ghSd stopped Arthur from replying They 

^ thafCLd*^^*^ gentleman returned, mformed 

^uch looked on ? ^guished the candle Mr Flint- 

served a profound P ‘tr the hall, and pre- 

Ln r^pecting the person who had been 

L:ZTr demanded 

ouhim, however that the visitor had expended 

"^thher apron over h h umbrage at seeing his wife 

no^ between be charged at her, and,talang her 

'whole screw-power of hi<? bnger, appeared to throw the 

^ora noJ “to the wrmg he gave it 

of the release Arthur from the 

^diamher His thounh^ pended even to his old garret 

"^terwards had oc^.on^t ^ notice at the time, as he 

r ^-bourSlt tb airlessness and close- 

'I'tst on the npoL fll °P their footsteps in the 

npper floors, and that there was a resistant to Se 
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opening of one room door, which occasioned Affery to cry out 
that somebody was hiding inside, and to continue to believe so, 
though somebody was sought and not discovered When they at 
last returned to his motlier’s room, they found her shading her 
face v/ith her muffled hand, and talking in a low voice to the 
Patnarch as he stood before the fire, whose blue eyes, polished 
head, and silken locks, turning towards them as they came in, im- 
parted an inestimable value and inexhaustible love of his species to 
his remark 

‘So you have been seeing the premises, seeing the premises - 
premises — seeing the premises*’ 

It was not in itself a jewel of benevolence or wisdom, yet he made 
It an exemplar of both that one would have liked to have a copy of 


CHAPTER 24 

The Evening of a Long Day 

That illustrious man and great national ornament, Mr Merdle, 
continued his shinmg course It began to be widely understood that 
one who had done soaety the admirable service of making so much 
money out of it, could not be suffered to remain a commoner A 
baronetcy was spoken of with confidence; a peerage was frequently 
mentioned Rumour had it that Mr Merdle had set his golden face 
against a baronetcy, that he had plainly intimated to Lord Dearaus 
that a baronetcy was not enough for him, that he had said, ‘No. 
a Peerage, or plain Merdle ’ This was reported to have plunged 
Lord Decimus as nigh to his noble chin in a slough of doubts as so 
lofty a person could be sunk For the Barnacles, as a group of 
themselves in creation, had an idea that such distinctions belonged 
to them, and that when a soldier, sailor, or lawyer became en- 
nobled, they let him in, as it were, by an act of condescension, at 
the family door, and immediately shut it again. Not only (said 
Rumour) had the troubled Decimus his own hereditary part in this 
impression, but he also knew of several Barnacle claims already on 
die file, which came mto collision with that of the master spint 
Right or wrong, Rumour was very busy; and Lord Decimus, while 
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he was, or was supposed to be, in stately excogitation of tlie diffi- 
culty, lent her some countenance by taking, on several public oc- 
casions, one of those elephantine trots of his tlirough a jungle of 
overgrown sentences, v^ving Mr Merdle about on his trunk as 
Gigantic Enterpnse, The Wealtli of England, Elastiaty, Credit, 
Capital, Prospenty, and all manner of blessings 
So quietly did the movung of tlie old scytlie^ go on, that fully 
diree months had passed unnoticed since the two English brothers 
had been laid in one tomb in the strangers’ ceraeter}'’ at Rome Mr 
and Mrs Sparkler were established in their own house a little man- 
sion, rather of the Tite Barnacle class, quite a tnumph of incon- 
1 emence, with a perpetual smell in it of die day before yesterday’s 
soup and coach-horses, but extremely dear, as being exactly in the 
centie of the habitable globe In this enviable abode (and envied it 
y v.'as by many people), Mrs Sparkler had mtended to proceed 
^once to the demohtion of the Bosom, when active hostilities had 
d arrival of die Courier with his odings of 

^ Irs Sparkler, who was not unfeeling, had received them 
^ b burst of gnef, which had lasted twelve hours, after 

s e had ansen to see about her moummg, and to take every' 
P^®3uuon that could ensure its being as becoming as Mrs Merdle’s 
com was then cast over more than one distinguished family 

Or ng to the pohtest sources of intelhgence), and the Courier 
went back agam. 

and Afe Sparkler had been dirung alone, with their gloom 
sofa T ^ Sparkler reclined on a drawmg-room 

centra ^ summer Sunday evemng The residence m the 
had iinbitable globe, at all times stuffed and close as if it 

5 ^^ incurable cold m its head, was that evening particularly 
® ® bells of the churches had done their worst m the way 

unmelodious echoes of the streets, and the 
dusk of the churches had ceased to be yellow m the grey 

sofa, V opaque black. Mrs Sparkler, lying on her 

nan- °° through an open window at the opposite side of a 
the over boxes of mignonette and flowers, was tired of 

Sparkler, lookmg at another wmdow where her hus- 
hok balcony, was tired of that view. Mrs Sparkler, 

tng at herself m her moummg, was even tired of that view* 
> naturally, not so tired of that as of the other two 
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‘It’s like lying in a v/ell,’ said Mrs Sparkler, changing her posi- 
tion fretfully- ‘Dear me, Edmund, if you have anythmg to say, 
why don’t you say it?’ 

Mr Sparkler might have replied with ingenuousness, ‘My life, I 
have nothing to say.’ But, as the repartee did not occur to him, he 
contented himself with commg in from the balcony and standing 
at the side of his v/ife’s couch 

‘Good graaous, Edmund' ’ said Mrs Sparkler more fretfully still, 
‘you are absolutely putting mignonette up your nose! Pray don’t!’ 

Mr Sparkler, in absence of mind — perhaps m a more literal ab- 
sence of mind than is usually understood by the phrase — had 
smelt so hard at a spng in his hand as to be on the verge of the 
offence in question He smiled, said, ‘I ask your pardon, my dear,’ 
and threw it out of window 

‘You make my head ache by remaining m that position, Ed- 
mund,’ said Mrs Sparkler, raising her eyes to him after another 
minute; ‘you look so aggravatingly large by this hght. Do sit 
down.’ 

‘ Certainly, my dear,’ said Mr Sparkler, and took a chair on the 
same spot- 

‘If I didn’t know that the longest day was past,’ said Fanny) 
yawning m a dreary manner, ‘I should have felt certam this was 
the longest day. I never did experience such a day.’ 

‘Is that your fan, my love>’ asked Mr Sparkler, picking up one, 
and presenting it. 

Edmund,’ returned his wife, more wearily yet, ‘don’t ask weak 
questions, I entreat you not- Whose can it be but name ^ ’ 

Yes, I thought it was yours,’ said Mr Sparkler. 

‘Then you shouldn’t ask,’ retorted Fanny. After a httle while 
she turned on her sofa and exclaimed, ‘Dear me, dear me, there 
never was such a long day as this!’ After another httle while, she 
got up slowly, walked about, and came back agam 

My dear, said Mr Sparkler, flashing with an original concep- 
tion, I think you must have got the fidgets.’ 

^Oh, Fidgets' repeated Mrs Sparkler. ‘Don’t.’ 

‘My adorable girl,’ urged Mr Sparkler, ‘try your aromatic 
vmegar I have often seen my mother try it, and it seenungly re- 
freshed her. And she is, as I beheve you are aware, a remarkably 
fine woman, with no non 
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‘Good Graaoias’’ exclaimed Fanny, starting up agmn It s be- 
yond all patience’ This is the most^^eansorae day that ever did 

dawn upon the world, I am certain it.* 

Mr Sparkler looked meekly after her as she lounged about d 

room, and he appeared to be a little ftightened. , 
tossed a few tnfles about, and had looked down into e ar 'ening 
street out of all the three windows, she returned to her sola, and 
threw herself among its piUows 

‘Now Edmund, come here’ Come a little nearer, because w ant 
to be able to touch you with my fan, that I may impress you 
very much with what I am going to say That will do Quite c ose 

enou^ Oh, you do look: so big’ ’ 

Ivlr Sparkler apologised for the circumstance, pleaded at e 
couldn’t help it, and said that ‘our fellows,’ widiout more parti- 
cularly mdicatmg whose fellows, used to call him by the name o ^ 
Quinbus Flestrm," Jumor, or the Young Man Mountam 
‘You ought to have told me so before,’ Fanny complained 
‘My dear,’ returned Mr Sparkler, rather gratified, I didn t know 
It would mterest you, or I would have made a point of telling 
you’ 

‘Therel For goodness sake, don’t talk,’ said Fanny, 1 want to 
talk myself Edmund,'We must not be alone any more I must e 
such precautions as will prevent my bemg ever again redu^ to 
the state of dreadful depression in which I am this evening 

‘My dear,’ answered Mr Sparkler, ‘^bemg as you are well known 
to be, a remarkably fine woman with no — ’ 

‘Oh, good gracious’’ cned Fanny 

klr Sparkler was so discomposed by the energy of this exc ama 
bon, accompanied with a flounang up from the sofa 3 bd a ounc 
ing down agam, that a minute or two elapsed before be e t mse 

^oal to saymg in explanation i ^ tn 

‘I mean, ray dear, that everybody knows you are calcu a e 

sbme in soaety.’ 

‘Calculated to slime m soaety,’ retorted Fanny with 
’ab.lity,"yes, indeed' And then what happens^l no sooner r , 

lb a visitmg point of view, the shock of poor if 

and my poSr uncle’s - though I do not disguise 
thelast^s ahappy release, for, if you are not presentable you had 

much better die — ’ 
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‘You are not refernng to me, my love, I hope^’ Mr Sparkler 
humbly interrupted 

‘Edmund, Edmund, you would wear out a Saint. Am I not 
expressly speaking of my poor uncle^’ 

‘You looked with so much expression at myself, my dear girl,’ 
said Mr Sparkler, ‘that I felt a little uncomfortable. Thank you, 
my love.’ 

‘Nov/ you have put me out,’ observed Fanny with a resigned 
toss of her fan, ‘and I had better go to bed ’ 

‘Don’t do that, my love,’ urged Mr Sparkler. ‘Take time ’ 

Fanny took a good deal of time lying back with her eyes shut, 
and her eyebrows raised with a hopeless expression as if she had 
utterly given up all terrestnal affairs At length, without the slight- 
est notice, she opened her eyes again, and recommenced in a short, 
sharp manner 

‘What happens then, I ask* What happens^ WTiy, I find myself 
at the very period when I might shine most in society, and should 
most like for very momentous reasons to shine in society - I find 
myself in a situation which to a certain extent disqualifies me*’ for 
going into society. It’s too bad, really!’ 

‘My dear,’ said Mr Sparkler T don’t think it need keep you at 
home ’ 

Edmund, you ndiculous creature,’ returned Fanny, with great 
indignation; ‘do you suppose that a woman in the bloom of youth 
and not v/holly devoid of personal attractions, can put herself, at 
such a time, in competition as to figure with a woman in every other 
way her infenor** If you do suppose such a thmg, your folly is 
boundless ’ 

Mr Sparkler submitted that he had thought ‘it might be got 
o\er ’ 

Got over* ’ repeated Fanny, with immeasurable scorn. 

For a time,’ Mr Sparkler submitted. 

Honounng the last feeble suggestion with no notice, Mrs Spark- 
ler declared with bitterness that it really was too bad, and that 
positively It v/as enough to make one wish one was dead* 

Hov/ever,’ she said, when she had in some measure recovered 
from her sense of personal ill-usage, ‘provoking as it is, and cruel 
as It seems, I suppose it must be submitted to.’ 

Especially as it was to be expected,’ said Mr Sparkler 
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‘Edmund,’ returned his vnfc, ‘tf jou have nothing more be- 
coming to do tlian to attempt to insult the v'cman wJio Ims )ion- 
oured you 'mtli her hand, tvlien she finds lierscK in advc'^ny, 1 
thmky'oz/ had better go to bed*’ 

Mr Sparkler was mudi afiheted by the dmrge, and ofTcred a 
most tender and earnest apologe His apolog)' uas accepted, but 
Mrs Sparkler requested him to go round to the other side of die 
sofa and sttin tlie vnndou -curtain, to tone himself down 

Now, Edmund.’ slic said, strctdiing out lier fan and touching 
^th it at arm’s length, ‘what I tt'as going to say to you w'hcn 
^ usual to prose and v'ony, is, thar I shall guard against 
our ..ing alone anj more, and that wdien drcumstances pre\ ent 
uiy goingput to my orvn satisfaction, I must arrange to have some 
psop e or other a]wa\ s here, for I really cannot, and will not, have 
another such day as this has been ’ 

^ Ir Sparkler s sentiments as to the plan w'crc, in bncf, tliat it had 
0 nons^se about jt He added ‘And besides, \ on know it’s likely 
^ soon have your sister — ’ 

‘D y^* * cned Mrs Sparkler Ruth a sigli of affection 

dung! Not, however, that Amy would do here 


his going to say ‘No^’ intcrroganvely, but he saw 

dohere^d assentingly, ‘No, Oh dear no, she wouldn’t 

of th v'lrtues of tlie precious child 

utov^^ character that they require a contrast — require hfe and 
mar*^ around them to bnng them out in their right colours 

ronen.! ^ thmgs, but she will require to be 

7^ on more accounts than one ’ 

said Mr Sparkler ‘Roused’ 

^ Edmund' Your habit of interruptmg without hav~ 
htoken ui the world to say, distracts one- You must be 

^ched° Speaking of Amy, - my poor httle pet was devotedly 
^'teedi T ^d no doubt will have lamented his loss 

fe\j jj j ® gneved very much. I have done so myself I have 
bomh Amy will no doubt have felt it even more, 

poQj, , been on the spot the whole time, and having been with 

Herp% 'dis last, which I unhappily was not.’ 

®uny stopped to weep, and to say, ‘Dear, dear, beloved 
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papa' How truly gentlemanly he was' What a contrast to poor 
uncle' ’ 

‘From the effects of that trying time,’ she pursued, ‘my good 
Ixtde Mouse v/ill have to be roused. Also, from the effects of this 
long attendance upon Edv/ard in his illness, an attendance which 
is not yet over, which may even go on for some time longer, and 
v/hich in the meanv/hile unsettles us all by keeping poor dear 
papa’s affairs from being wound up. Fortunately, however, the 
papers with his agents here being all sealed up and locked up, as 
he left them when he providentially came to England, the affairs 
are in that state of order that they can wait until my brother Ed- 
ward recovers his health in Sialy, suffiaently to come over, and 
administer, or eyecute, or whatever it may be that will have to be 
done.’ 

‘He couldn’t have a better nurse to bnng him round,’ Mr Spark- 
ler made bold to opine 

‘For a wonder, I can agree with you,’ returned his wife, lan- 
guidly turning her eyelids a httle in his direction (she held forth, 
in general, as if to Ae drawing-room furniture), ‘and can adopt 
your v/ords. He couldn’t have a better nurse to bring him round 
There are times when my dear child is a little weanng to an active 
mind, but, as a nurse, she is Perfection Best of Amys'’ 

Mr Sparkler, growing rash on his late success, observed that 
Edward had had, biggodd, a long bout of it, my dear girl 

If Bout, Edmund,’ returned Mrs Sparkler, ‘is the slang term 
for indisposition, he has If it is not, I am unable to give an opinion 
on the barbarous language you address to Edward’s sister. That he 
contracted Malaria Fever somewhere, either by travelling day and 
night to R.ome, where, after all, he amved too late to see poor 
dear papa before his death — or under some other unwholesome 
circumstances — is indubitable, if that is what you mean Likewise 
that his extremely careless life has made him a very bad subject for 
It indeed ’ 

Mr Sparkler considered it a parallel case to that of some of our 
fellov/s in the West Indies v/ith Yellow Jack. Mrs Sparkler closed 
her eyes again, and refused to have any consciousness of our fel- 
lov^s of the \Vest Indies, or of Yellov/ Jack. 

So, Amy, she pursued, v/hen she reopened her eyelids, ‘will 
require to be roused from the effects of many tedious and anxious 
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"weeks And lastly, sbe will require to be roused from a low ten- 
dency which I know very well to be at the bottom of her heart 
Don’t ask me what it is, Edmund, because I must decline to tell 
you ’ 

‘I am not gomg to, my dear,’ said Mr Sparkler. 

‘I shall thus have much improvement to effect in my sweet 
child,’ Mrs Sparkler continued, ‘and cannot have her near me too 
soon Amiable and dear htde Twoshoes'^ As to the settlement of 
poor papa’s affairs, my interest in that is not very selfish Papa be- 
haved very generously to me when I was marned, and I have 
httle or nothing to expect Provided he had made no "Will that can 
come mto force, leavmg a legacy to Mrs General, I am contented 
Dear papa, dear papa.’ 

She wept agam, but Mrs General was the best of restoratives 
e name soon stimulated her to dry her eyes and say 
It IS a highly encouraging circumstance in Edward’s illness, I 
3m thankful to think, and gives one the greatest confidence in his 
sen^ not bemg impaired, or his proper spint weakened — down 
0 e time of poor dear papa’s death at aU events — that he paid off 
General mstandy, and sent her out of the house I applaud 
Or It I could forgive him a great deal for doing, with such 
pr^pumde, so exactly what I would have done myself' ’ 

d M ^ ^0 Itdl glow of her gratification, when a 

^ e knock was heard at the door A very odd knock Low, as 
pern making a noise and attracting attention. Long, as if the 
off ^°okmg were preoccupied m mmd, and forgot to leave 

‘Sf ^ Sparkler ‘Who’s this>’ 

Edward without notice and without a carnage I’ 
SparHet 'Look ouf 

lamt) dark, but the street was hghter, because of its 

bulky ^ ^P^Ider’s head peepmg over the balcony looked so very 
ana d that It seemed on the pomt of overbalancmg him 

flattening the unknown below 

said Mr Sparkler ‘I can’t see who — stop 

second thought he went out into the balcony agam and 
came back as the door was opened, and an- 
that he believed he had identified ‘his governor’s tile. 
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He was not mistaken, for his governor, with his tile in his hand, 
was introduced immediately afterwards 

‘Candles!' said Mrs Sparkler, with a word of excuse for the 
darkness 

‘It’s light enough for me,’ said Mr Merdle. 

When the candles were brought m, Mr Merdle was discovered 
standing behind the door, picking his hps. ‘I thought I’d give 
you a call,’ he said. ‘I am rather particularly occupied just now, 
and, as I happened to be out for a stroll, I thought I’d give you 
a call.’ 

As he was in dinner dress, Fanny asked him where he had been 
dimng? 

‘Well,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘I haven’t been dining anywhere, par- 
ticularly ’ 

‘Of course you have dined said Fanny. 

‘Why — no, I haven’t exacdy dined,’ said Mr Merdle 
He had passed his hand over his yellow forehead and considered, 
as if he were not sure about it. Something to eat was proposed. 
‘No, thank you,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘I don’t feel inclined for it. I was 
to have dmed out along with Mrs Merdle. But as I didn’t feel in- 
clined for dinner, I let Mrs Merdle go by herself just as we were 
getting into the carnage, and thought I’d take a stroll instead ’ 
Would he have tea or coffee.^ ‘No, thank you,’ said Mr Merdle. 
‘I looked in at the Club, and got a bottle of wine ’ 

At this penod of his visit, Mr Merdle took the chair which Ed- 
mund Sparkler had offered him, and which he had hitherto been 
pushing slovdy about before him, like a dull man with a pair of 
skates on for the first time, who could not make up his mind to 
start He now put his hat upon another chair beside him, and, 
looling down into it as if it v/ere some twenty feet deep, said 
again’ You see I thought I’d give you a call.’ ^ 

Flattering to us,’ said Fanny, ‘for you are not a calling man. 
No — no, returned Mr Merdle, who was by this time taking 
himself into custody under both coat-sleeves ‘No, I am not a 
calling man.' 

‘You have too much to do for that,’ said Fanny ‘Having so 
much to do, Mr Merdle, loss of appetite is a senous thing with you, 
and 3'ou must have it seen to. You must not be ill.’ 

‘Old I am very well,’ replied Mr Merdle, after deliberating about 
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iL ‘I am as well as I usually am I am well enough I am as well as 
I 'v^'ant to be ’ 

The master-mind of tlie age, true to its characteristic of being 
at all times a mind that had as little as possible to say for itself and 
great difHculty m saying it, became mute again Mrs Sparhler began 
to wonder how long the master-mind meant to sta)^ 

T was speaking of poor papa when you came in, sir ’ 

‘Aye’ Quite a comadence,’ said Mr Merdle* 

Fanny did not see that, but felt it mcumbcnt on her to continue 
talking ‘I was saying,’ she pursued, ‘tliat my brother’s illness 
has occasioned a delay in examining and arranging papa’s 
property ’ 

‘Yes,’ §aid Mr Merdle, ‘yes There has been a delay-’ 

‘Not that It is of consequence,’ said Fanny. 

‘Not,’ assented Mr Merdle, after having examined tlie comice 
of all that part of the room which "wms within his range. ‘ not that 
It is of any consequence.’ 

‘My only anxiety is,’ said Fanny, ‘that Mrs General should not 
get anythmg ’ 

She won’t get anytlimg,’ said Mr Merdle 

Fanny was dehghted to hear luin express the opmion Mr Merdle, 
^or taking another gaze into the depths of his hat as if he thought 
he saw something at the bottom, rubbed his hair and slowly ap- 
pended to his last remark the confirmatory words, ‘Oh dear no 
^0 Not she. Not likely.’ 

^ the topic seemed exhausted, and Mr Merdle too, Fanny in- 
guired if he were going to take up Mrs Merdle and the carnage in 
^ way home? 

No,’ he answered, ‘I shall go by the shortest way, and leave 
Merdle to here he looked all over the palms of both his 
hands as if he were telhng his own fortune — ‘ to take care of hersel . 
dare say she’ll manage to do it ’ 

Probably,’ said Fanny . 

There was then a long silence, during which, Mrs SparkJ^, y- 
back on her sofa again, shut her eyes and raised her eye rows 
^ her former retirement from mundane affairs 

‘But, however,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘I am equally detaining you an 
tuyself I thought I’d give you a call, you know. 

^^harmed, I am sure,’ said Fanny 




iVfr Merdla a borrower 
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‘So I am off,’ added Mr Merdle, getting up ‘ Could you lend 
me a penknife^’ 

It was an odd thing, Fanny smilingly observed, for her who 
could seldom prevail upon herself even to write a letter, to lend to 
a man of such vast business as Mr Merdle ‘Isn’t it^’ Mr Merdle 
acqmesced, ‘but I want one, and I know you have got several 
little wedding keepsakes about, with scissors and tweezers and such 
dungs in them You shall have it back to-morrow ’ 

‘Edmund,’ said Mrs Sparkler, ‘open (now, very carefully, I beg 
and beseech, for you are so very awkward) the mother of pearl box 
on my httle table there, and give Mr Merdle the mother of pearl 
penknife.’ 

I^iank you,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘but if you have got one with a 
darker handle, I think I should prefer one with a darker handle ’ 
‘Tortoise-shelP’ 

Thank you,’ said Mr Merdle, ‘yes I think I should prefer 
tortoise-shell ’ 

Tdmund accordmgly received instructions to open the tortoise- 
shell box, and give Mr Merdle the tortoise-shell knife On his 
doing so, his wife said to the master-spirit graciously 
will forgive you, if you mk it.’ ^ 

I’ll undertake not to ink it,’ said Mr Merdle 
The illustnous visitor then put out his coat-cuff, and for a 
moment entombed Mrs Sparkler’s hand, wnst, bracdet, and all 
^^ere his own hand had shrunk to, was not made manifest, but it 
as remote from Mrs Sparkler’s sense of touch as if he had been 
a highly meritorious Chelsea Veteran or Greenwich Pensioner 
Thoroughly convmced, as he went out of dae room, that it was 
die longest day that ever did come to an end at last, and that there 
uever was a woman, not wholly devoid of personal attractions , so 
■worn out by idiotic and lumpish people, Fanny passed into the 
balcony for a breath of air Waters of vexation filled her eyes, and 
diey had the effect of making the famous Mr Merdle, in going 
down the street, appear to leap, and waltz, and gyrate, as if he were 
possessed of several Devils 
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CHAPTER 25 

The Chief Butler Resigns the Seals of Office 


The dinner-party was at the great Physician’s Bar was there, an 
in full force Ferdinand Barnacle was there, and in his most engag- 
ing state. Few ways of life were hidden from Physician, and he v/as 
oftener m its darkest places than even. Bishop. There v/ere brilliant 
ladies about London who perfectly doted on him, my dear, as the 
most charming creature and the most delightful person, tvho 
would have been shocked to find themselves so close to him if tliey 
could have knov/n on what sights tliose thoughtful eyes of his ha 
rested v/ithin an hour or two, and near to v/hose beds, and under 


v/hat roofs, his composed figure had stood. But Physician was a 
composed man, who performed neither on his own trumpet, 
nor on the trumpets of other people. Many wonderful thmgs di 
he see and hear, and much irreconcilable moral contradiction i 
he pass his life among, yet lus equality of compassion was no more 
disturbed than the Divine Master’s of all healing v/as He went, 1 
the ram, among the ]ust and un)ust, doing all the good he coul , 
and neither proclaiming it m the synagogues nor at the comer o 


streets 

As no man of large expenence of humanity, however qmetly car 
ned It may be, can fail to be invested with an interest peculiar to 
the possession of such knowledge, Physiaan was an attractive man 
Even the daintier gentlemen and ladies v/ho had no idea of his 
secret, and v/ho v/ould have been starded out of more wits than 
they had, by the monstrous impropriety of his proposing to them 
‘ Come and see v/hat I see* ’ confessed his attraction. Where he was, 
something real v/as. And half a grain of reality, like the smallest 
portion of some other scarce natural productions, will flavour an 
enormous quanuty of diluent- 

Ic came to pass, therefore, that Physiaan’s httle dinners always 
presented people in their least conventional lights The guests sai 
to themselves, whether they were conscious of it or no, ^Here is 
a man v/ho really has an acquaintance with us as we are, who is 
admitted to some of us every day v/ith our wigs and paint off, who 
hears the v/andenngs of our minds, and sees the undisguised ex 
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pression of our faces, when both are past our control, we may as 
well make an approach to reahty with lum, for die man has got the 
better of us and is too strong for us ’ Therefore, Physiaan’s guests 

came out so surpnsmgly at his round table that diey were almost 
natural 

bars knowledge of that agglomeration of Jurymen wluch is 
called humamty was as sharp as a razor, yet a razor is not a gener- 
instrument, and Physiaan’s plain bnght scalpel, 
keen, was adaptable to far wider purposes Bar knew 
^ out the gullibility and knavery of people, but Physiaan could 
e given him a better msight into their tendernesses and affec- 
tions, m one week of his rounds, than Westminster Hall and all the 
circuits put together, m threescore years and ten Bar always had a 
perhaps was glad to encourage it (for, if the 
^ot really a great Law Court, one would think that Ae last 
^ ° Term could not too soon arrive), and so he liked and re- 
quite as much as any other kind of man did 
1 , , default left a Banquo’s chair ^ at the table, but, if he 

^ een there, he would have merely made the difference of Ban- 
9^0 in and consequently he was no loss Bar, who picked up all 
^d ends about Westminster Hall, much as a raven 
wou have done if be had passed as much of his tune there, had 
picking up a great many straws lately and tossmg them about, 
^ ^ ^kich way die Merdle wind blew He now had a little talk 
on e subject with Mrs Merdle herself, sidling up to that lady, of 
cot^e^ With his double eye-glass and his Jury droop 

certam bird,’ said Bar, and he looked as if it could have been 
no other bird than a magpie, ‘has been whispenng among us 
^Wyers lately, that there is to be an addition to the titled person- 
of this realm ’ 

Keally?-’ said Mrs Merdle 

Yes,’ said Bar- ‘ Has not the bird been whispenng in very differ- 
ears from ours— m lovely ears^’ He looked expressively at 
Im Merdle’s nearest eamng 

you mean mine ^ ’ asked Mrs Merdle 
When I say lovely,’ said Bar, ‘I alvxiys mean you ’ 

You never mean anythmg, I think,’ returned Mrs Merdle (not 
displeased) 

Cli, cruelly unjustl’ said Bar ‘But, the bird ’ 
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‘I am the last person in the world to hear nev/s,’ observed Mrs 
Merdle, carelessly arranging her stronghold ‘Who is it^’ 

‘What an admirable witness you would make'’ said Bar ‘No 
jury (unless we could empanel one of bhnd men) could resist 
you, if you were ever so bad a one, but you would be such a good 
one!’ 

‘Why, you ridiculous man^’ asked Mrs Merdle, laughing 
Bar waved his double eye-glass three or four times between him- 
self and the Bosom, as a rallying answer, and inquired in his most 
insinuating accents 

‘What am I to call the most elegant, accomplished and charm- 
ing of women, a few weeks, or it may be a few days, hence ^ 
‘Didn’t your bird tell you what to call her?’ answered Mrs 
Merdle. ‘Do ask it to-morrow, and tell me the next time you see 
me what it says ’ 

This led to further passages of similar pleasantry between the 
two, but Bar, with all his sharpness, got nothing out of them 
Physiaan, on the other hand, talung Mrs Merdle down to her car- 
nage and attending on her as she put on her cloak, inquired into 
the symptoms with his usual calm directness 
‘May I ask,’ he said, ‘is this true about Merdle^’ 

‘My dear doctor,’ she returned, ‘you ask me the very question 
that I was half disposed to ask you ’ 

‘To ask me! Why me?’ 

‘Upon my honour, I think Mr Merdle reposes greater confidence 
in you than in any one,’ 

‘On the contrary, he tells me absolutely nothing, even pro- 
fessionally. You have heard the talk, of course?’ 

‘ Of course I have. But you know what Mr Merdle is, you know 
how taciturn and reserved he is I assure you I have no idea what 
foundation for it there may be I should like it to be true, why 
should I deny that to you^ You would know better, if I did' 

‘Just so,’ said Physician 

But whether it is all true, or partly true, or entirely false, I am 
wholly unable to say. It is a most provokmg situation, a most ab- 
surd situation, but you know Mr Merdle, and are not surprised ’ 
Physiaan was not surprised, handed her into her carnage, and 
bade her Good Night. He stood for a moment at his own hall door, 
looking sedately at the elegant equipage as it raided away. On his 
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return up^stairs, the rest of the guests soon dispersed, and he was 
left alone Being a great reader of all kinds of literature (and never 

at all apologetic for that weakness), he sat down comfortabW to 
read ^ 

The clock upon his study table pointed to a few minutes short of 
twelve, when his attention was called to it by a nnging at the door 
e A man of plain habits, he had sent his servants to bed and 
must needs go down to open the door He went down, and there 
oiin a man without hat or coat, whose shirt sleeves were rolled 
up his shoulders For a moment, he thought the man had 

^ g ting the rather, as he was much agitated and out of breath. 
^ second look, however, showed him that the man was particularly 
cean, and not otherwise discomposed as to his dress than as it 
answered this descnption 

strati warm-baths, sir, round in the neighbouring 

^^d what is the matter at the warm-baths ^ ’ 
on the tahl^'^'^ ploase to come directly, sir We found that, lymg 

lo^ed^'^*^ physiaan’s hand a scrap of paper Physiaan 

, nnd read his own name and address written in penal, 

to Ir He looked closer at the writing, looked at the man, 

r ^ Its peg, put the key of his door m his pocket, and 

'h^utned away togelher 

Jo came to the warm-baths, all the other people be- 

do(f^^ ^ut estabhshment were looking out for them at the 
else^' nunmng up and down the passages ‘Request everybody 
c to keep back, if you please,’ said the physiaan aloud to the 
er, and do you take me straight to the place, my fnend,’ to 

*ne messenger. 

The messenger humed before him, along a grove of little rooms, 
n turning mto one at the end of the grove, looked round the 
to ^W^cian was close upon him, and looked round the door 

There was a bath in that comer, from which the water had been 
^Uly drained off Lying m it, as in a grave or sarcophagus, with 
^ humed drapery of sheet and blanket thrown across it, was the 
body of a heavily-made man, with an obtuse head, and coarse, 
Uiean, common features A sky-light had been opened to release 
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the steam with v/hich the room had been filled; but it hung, con- 
densed into water-drops, heavily upon the walls, and heavily upon 
the face and figure in the bath The room was still hot, and the marble 
of the bath still v/arm, but the face and figure were clammy to die 
touch The white marble at the bottom of the bath was veined 
with a dreadful red On the ledge at die side, were an empty 
laudanum “’-bottle and a tortoise-shell handled penknife - soiled, 
but not with ink 

‘Separation of jugular vein — death rapid — been dead at least ha 
an hour ’ This echo of the physician’s words ran through the pas- 
sages and little rooms, and through the house while he was yet 
straightening himself from having bent down to reach to the bot- 
tom of the bath, and wlule he was yet dabbling bis hands in water, 
redly veining it as the marble was veined, before it mingled into 


one tint. 

He turned his eyes to the dress upon the sofa, and to the watc , 
money, and pocket-book on the table. A folded note half buckle 
up m the pocket-book, and half protruding from it, caught his ob- 
servant glance He looked at it, touched it, pulled it a little further 
out from among the leaves, said quietly, ‘This is addressed to me, 


and opened and read it 

There were no directions for him to give The people of t e 
house knev/ what to do, the proper authorities were soon brought, 
and they took an equable business-like possession of the decease , 
and of what had been his property, wiih no greater disturbance o 
manner or countenance than usually attends the wmding-up o a 
clock. Physiaan was glad to walk out into the night air — was even 
glad, in spite of his great experience, to sit down upon a door-step 


for a little while feeling sick and faint 

Bar was a near neighbour of his, and, when he came to die house, 
he saw a h^t in the room where he knew his fnend often sat late 
getting up his work As the light was never there when Bar was 
not, It gave him assurance that Bar v/as not yet in bed In fact, this 
busy bee had a verdict to get to-morrow, against evidence, and was 
improving the shining hours in setting snares for the gentlemen o 
the )ury 

Physiaan's knock astonished Bar, but, as he immediately sus 
pected that somebody had come to tell him that somebody else 
was robbing him, or otherwise trying to get the better of him, he 
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came do'cvn promptly and softly. He had been cleanng his head 
vnth a lotion of cold water, as a good prcparati\ c to providing hot 
'^ter for the heads of the jury, and had been reading v,ith the 
neck of bs shirt tliroTsm wade open that he niigtn the inore freely 
choke the opposite witnesses. In consequence, lie came down look- 
ing rather wild Seeing Phvsicmn, the least expected ol men, he 
lookd wilder and said, ‘mat’s the matter?' 

\ou asked me once what Merdlc’s complaint w'as.’ 

Extraordinary answer' I know' I did ’ 

I told you I had not found out* 

Yes I know j ou did ’ 

^ have found it oul’ - 

Mj Cbd'’ said Bar, starting bade, and clapping liis hand upon 
pother s breasL ‘And so have I' I see it in your face.’ 

ny went mto the nearest room, where Physician gave lum the 
etter to read. He read it through half-a-dozen times There wras 
not much m it as to quantity, but it made a great demand on his 
c ose and continuous attenuon He could not sufficiently give ut- 
^ff^ce to his regret that he had not himself found a clue to tins 
s smallest due, he said, would have made him master of the 
and what a case it wovild have been to have got to the bottom 

Physician had engaged to break the intelUgence in Harley Street, 
could not at once return to his mveiglements of the most en- 
J^tened and remarkable jury he had ever seen in that box, with 
0®, he could tell his learned friend, no shallow sophistry would 
Own, and no unhappily abused professional tact and skill pre- 
(tbs was the way he meant to begm with them), so he said 
c Would go too, and would loiter to and fro near the house while 
ftiend Was inside They walked there, the better to recover self- 
P'^session m the air, and the wings of day were fluttermg the night 
^ cn Physician knocked at the door. 

A footman of rainbow hues, in the public eye, wras sitting up for 
master — that is to say, wras fast asleep in the kitchen over a 
'^uple of candles and a newspaper, demonstratmg the great ac- 
'^ulanon of mathematical odds against the probabiliues of a 


A-t last that noble creature came into the duung-room in a flannel 
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gown and list shoes; but with his cravat on, and a Chief Butler all 
over. It was morning now. Physician had opened the shutters of 
one window while waiting, that he might see the light 

‘Mrs Merdle’s maid must be called, and told to get Mrs Merdle 
up, and prepare her as gently as she can to see me. I have dreadful 
news to break to her.’ 

Thus Physician to the Chief Butler. The latter, who had a candle 
in his hand, called his man to take it away. Then he approached 
the window with dignity, looking on at Physician’s news exactly 
as he had looked on at the dinners in that very room 
‘Mr Merdle is dead ’ 

‘I should wish,’ said the Chief Butler, ‘to give a month’s notice 
‘Mr Merdle has destroyed himself ’ 

‘Sir,’ said the Chief Butler, ‘that is very unpleasant to the feelings 
of one in my position, as calculated to awaken prejudice; and I 
should wish to leave immediately ’ 

‘If you are not shocked, are you not surprised, man.^’ demanded 
the Physiaan, warmly 

The Chief Butler, erect and calm, rephed in these memorable 
words ‘Sir, Mr Merdle never was the gentleman, >and no un- 
gentlemanly act on Mr Merdle’s part would surpnse me Is there 
anybody else I can send to you, or any other direcnons I can give 
before I leave, respecting what you would wish to be done^ 

When Physician, after discharging himself of his trust up-stairs, 
rejoined Bar in the street, he said no more of his interview with 
Mrs Merdle than that he had not yet told her all, but that what 
he had told her she had borne pretty well Bar had devoted lus 
leisure in the street to the construction of a most ingemous man- 
trap for catching the whole of his Jury at a blow, havmg got that 
matter settled in his mind, it was luad on the late catastrophe, and 
tliey walked home slowly, discussing it in every bearing Before 
parting at the Physician’s door, they both looked up at the sunny 
morning sky, into v/hich the smoke of a few early fires and the 
breath and voices of a few early stirrers were peacefully rising, and 
tlien looked round upon the immense city, and said, if all tliose 
Iiundrcds and thousands of beggared people who were yet asleep 
could only know, as they two spoke, the rum that impended over 
them, what a fearful cry against one miserable soul would go up 
10 Heaven ' 
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The report that die greSt man was dead, got about widi aston- 
ishing rapidity At first, he was dead of all the diseases that ever 
were known, and of several bran-new maladies invented witli tlie 
speed of Light to meet the demand of die occasion He had con- 
cealed a dropsy from infancy, he had inhented a large estate of 
■uater on the chest from his grandfather, he had had an operation 
performed upon him every morning of his life for eighteen years, 
he had been subject to the explosion of important veins in his body 
3fter the manner of fireworhs, he had had something the matter 
With his lungs, he had had something the matter with his heart, 
he had had something the matter with his brain Five hundred 
people who sat down to breakfast entirely uninformed on the whole 
^ject, beUeved before they had done breakfast, that they privately 
^d personally knew Physician to have stud to Mr Merdle, ‘You 
^ust expect to go out, some day, like the snuff of a candle,’ and 
t they knew Mr Merdle to have said to Physician, ‘A man can 
le but once ’ By about eleven o’clock m the forenoon, something 
e matter with the bram, became the favourite theory against the 
® d, and by twelve the something had been distinctly ascer- 
to be ‘Pressure ’ 

Pressure was so entirely satisfactory to the pubhc mmd, and 
^eied to make everybody so comfortable, that it might have 
2sted aU day but for Bar’s having taken the real state of the case 
into Court at half-past mne. This led to its beginning to be cur- 
tendy whispered all over London by about one, that Mr Merdle had 
cd himself. Pressure, however, so far from being overthrown 
y die discovery, became a greater favourite than ever Xhere 
® Seneral moralising upon Pressure, in every street All the peop e 
^0 had tried to make money and had not been able to do it, sai , 
you werel You no sooner began to devote yourself to the 
Pwsmt of wealth than you got Pressure The idle people improveci 
die occasion in a similar manner- See, said they, what you 
yourself to by work, work, work' You persisted 
overdid it. Pressure came on, and you were done or 
^deration was very potent in many quarters, but now er 
dian among the young clerks and partners who 
d'e sligbteft danger of overdoing it- ^h^.^ 

•lUite piously, that tliey hoped Aey wo might be so 

as long as they lived, and that their conduct migU 
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regulated as to keep off Pressure, and preserve them, a comfort to 
their fnends, for many years 

But, at about the time of High ’Change,^ Pressure began to 
wane, and appalling whispers to arculate, east, west, north, and 
south. At first they were faint, and went no further than a doubt 
whether Mr Merdle’s wealth would be found to be as vast as had 
been supposed^ whether there might not be a temporary difficulty 
in ‘realising’ it, whether there might not even be a temporary sus- 
pension (say a month or so;, on the part of the wonderful Bank. 
As the whispers became louder, wluch they did from that time 
every minute, they became more threatenmg He had sprung from 
nothing, by no natural growth or process that any one could 
account for; he had been, after all, a low, ignorant fellow, he had 
been a down-looking man, and no one had ever been able to catch 
his eye, he had been taken up by all sorts of people in quite an un- 
accountable manner, he had never had any money of his own, his 
ventures had been utterly reckless, and his expenditure had been 
most enormous. In steady progression, as the day declined, the talk 
rose in sound and purpose. He had left a letter at the Baths ad- 
dressed to his physician, and his physiaan had got the letter, and 
the letter would be produced at the Inquest on the morrow, and it 
would fall like a thunderbolt upon the multitude he had deluded. 
Numbers of men in every profession and trade would be blighted 
by his msolvency, old people who had been in easy circumstances 
all their hves would have no place of repentance for their trust m 
him but the workhouse; legions of women and children would 
have their whole future desolated by the hand of this mighty scoun- 
drel. Every partaker of his magnificent feasts would be seen to have 
been a sharer in the plunder of innumerable homes, every servile 
worshipper of riches who had helped to set him on his pedestal, 
would have done better to worship tlie Devil point-blank So, the 
talk, lashed louder and higher by confirmation on confirmation, 
and by edition after edition of the evening papers, swelled mto such 
a roar when night came, as might have brought one to beheve that 
a solitary v/atcher on the gallery above the Dome of St Paul s 
would have perceived the night air to be laden with a heavy 
rauttenng of tlie name of Merdle, coupled with every form of 
e> ccration 

For by that nme it was known that the late Mr Mcrdle’s com- 
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Simply Forgery and Robbery. He, the uncouth ob- 
° ’^6 adulauon, the sitter at great men’s feasts, 

npw t Hdies assemblies, die subduer of e\clusi\ e- 

tvifli a pnde, the patron of patrons, the bargain-dru er 

recimpnt Lordships of the Circumlocution Office, die 

at meS T f ^^o^'ledgment ^adun some ten or fifteen years 

public bestotved m England upon all peaceful 

Snces.^rTi and 

tunes at least - hc^ during two cen- 

followed Ku tU ^ shining wonder, die new constellation to be 
certain camn^ ^use men bnngmg gifts, until it stopped over a 
the greatesf bottom of a bath and disappeared - was simply 

gubotvs t>rger and the greatest Tliief diat ever clicated die 


CHAPTER 26 

Reaping the Whirlwind 

sound of burned breath and hurried feet, 
Liquest wa “’to Arthur Clennam’s Counting-house. Tlie 

other mod 1 letter was public, the Bank was broken, the 

TVi^ ^^ctures of straw had taken fire and were turned to 
Vast fle ® udnured piratical ship had blown up, in the midst of a 
^cep ° ships of all rates, and boats of all sizes; and on the 
“t^gazin ^“t ruin, nothing but burning hulls, bursting 

to njp Sreat guns self-exploded tearing fnends and neighbours 
down * downing men chnging to unseaworthy spars and going 
^ every minute, spent swimmers floatmg dead, and sharks 
^ ttsual dihgence and order of the Countmg-house at the 
^ Were overthrown Unopened letters and unsorted papers lay 
^Ti about the desk In the midst of these tokens of prostrated 
^ crgy dismissed hope, the master of the Countmg-house 
tood idle m his usual place, with his arms crossed on the desk, and 
head bowed down upon them 

"L Pancks rushed in and saw him, and stood still In another 
hunute, Mr Pancks’s arms were on the desk, and Mr Pancks’s 
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head was bowed dov/n upon them, and for some time they re- 
mained in these attitudes, idle and silent, with the width of the 
little room between them. 

Mr Panclts was the first to hft up his head and speak 
‘I persuaded you to it, Mr Clennam I know it. Say what you 
will. You can’t say more to me than I say to myself. You can’t say 
more than I deserve ’ 

‘O, Pancks, Pancksl’ returned Clennam, ‘don’t speak of deserv- 
ing What do I myself deserve' ’ 

‘Better luck,’ said Pancks 

‘I,’ pursued Clennam, v/idiout attending to him, ‘who have 
ruined my partner! Pancks, Pancks, I have rmned Doyce’ The 
honest, self-helpful, indefatigable old man who has v/orked his 
way all through his life, the man who has contended against so 
much disappointment, and who has brought out of it such a good 
and hopeful nature, the man I have felt so much for, and meant to 
be so true and usefbl to, I have rmned him - brought him to shame 
and disgrace - ruined him, ruined him'’ 

The agony into which the reflection wrought his mind was so 
distressing to see, that Mr Pancks took hold of himself by the 
hair of his head, and tore it in desperation at tlie spectacle 

‘Reproach me'’ cried Pancks ‘Reproach me, sir, or I’ll do my- 
self an injury Say, — You fool, you villain Say, — Ass, hov/ could 
you do It, Beast, what did you mean by it' Catch hold of me some- 
v/here Say something abusive to me' ’ All the time, Mr Pancks v/as 
tearing at his tough hair in a most pitiless and cruel manner 

‘If you had ne^’^er yielded to this fatal mania, Pancks, ’ said Clen- 
nam, more in commiseration than retaliation, ‘it would have been 
how much better for you, and how much better for me' ’ 

At me again, sir* ’ cried Pancks, grinding his teeth in remorse. 
‘At me again'’ 

If you had never gone into those accursed calculations, and 
brought out your results with such abominable clearness, groaned 
Clennam. ‘it v/ould have been how much better for you, Pancks, 
and how much better for me* ’ 

At me again, sir' ’ exclaimed Pancks, loosening his hold of 
hair, ‘at me again, and again*’ 

Clennam. however, finding him already beginning to be paafied, 
had said all he v/anted to say, and more. He v/runghis hand, only 
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adding, ‘Blind leaders of the blind, Pancks* Blind leaders of die 
blind' But Doyce, Doyce, Doyce, ray injured partner I' That 
btou^t his head down on the desk once more. 

Tbeir former attitudes and dieir former silence were once more 
brst encroached upon by Pancks 

Not been to bed, sir, since it began to get about Been high and 
low, on the chance of finding some hope of saving any cinders from 
e fire. All in vain All gone- All vanished ’ 

I know It,’ returned Clennam, ‘too well.’ 

Mr Pancks filled up a pause with a groan that came out of the 
ver^f depths of his soul 


Only yesterday, Pancks,’ said Arthur, ‘ only yesterday. Mon- 
eys I had the fixed intention of selling, realising, and making an 
end of It ’ _ 

^ I can t say as much for myself, sir,’ returned Pancks ‘Though 
s wonderful how many people I’ve heard of, who were gomg to 
fcalise yesterday, of all days m the three hundred and sixty-five, if 
Hadn’t been too late' ’ 

^ steara-like breathings, usually droll m their effect, were more 
than so many groans while from head to foot, he was m 
begruned, besmeared, neglected state, that he might have been 
^ Authentic portrait of Misfortune which could scarcely be dis- 
through its want of cleaning 

If Clennam, had you laid out — everything'^’ He got over the 
^cak before the last word, and also brou^t out the last word itself 

great difficulty 
‘Everything.’ 

Pancks took hold of his tough hair agam, and gave it such a 
^cnch that he pulled out several prongs of it After looking at 
^ With ari eye of wild hatred, he put them in his pocket 
‘My course,’ said Clennam, brushing away some tears that Iwd 
silently dropping down his face, ‘ must be taken at once at 

Wretched amends I can make must be made. I must clear my un or 
Hinate partner’s reputanon I must retain nothing for m^h- i 
""ist resign to our creditors die power of management I have so 
n'uch abused, and I must work out as much of my feult ~ or 
cntne - as is susceptible of being worked out m die rest ot my 
fiavs.’ 

‘Is It unpossiblc, sir, to ude over die present? 
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‘Out of tlie question Nothing can be tided over now, Pancks. 
The sooner the business can pass out of my hands, the better for it 
There are engagements to be met, tins week, which would bnng 
the catastrophe before many days v/ere over, even if I would post- 
pone It for a single day by going on for that space, secretly know- 
ing what I know All last mght I thought of what I v/ould do, what 
remains is to do it ’ 

‘Not entirely of yourself^’ said Pancks, w'hose face was as damp 
as if his steam were turning into water as fast as he dismally blew 
It olf ‘ Have some legal help ’ 

‘ Perhaps I had better ’ 

‘Have Rugg ’ 

‘There is not much to do. He wall do it as well as another ’ 

‘Shall I fetch Rugg, Mr Clennam^’ 

‘If you could spare tlie time, I should be much obliged to you ’ 

Mr Pancks put on his hat that moment, and steamed away to 
Pentonville While he was gone Artlmr never raised his head from 
the desk, but remained in that one position 

Mr Pancks brought his fnend and professional adviser, Mr Rugg, 
back with him Mr Rugg had had such ample experience, on die 
road, of Mr Pancks’s being at that present in an irrational state of 
mmd, that he opened his professional mediation by requesting diat 
gentleman to take himself out of die way. Mr Pancks, crushed and 
submissive, obeyed 

‘He IS not unlike what my daughter was, sir, when we began 
the Breach of Promise action of Rugg and Bawkins, in which she 
was Plaintiff,’ said Mr Rugg ‘ He takes too strong and direct an in- 
terest in the case His feehngs are worked upon. There is no getung 
on, in our profession, with feelings worked upon, sir.’ 

As he pulled off his gloves and put them in his hat, he saw, in a 
side glance or two, that a great change had come over his client. 

‘I am sorry to perceive, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, ‘that you have been 
allowing your own feehngs to be worked upon Now, pray don t, 
pray don’t. These losses are much to be deplored, sir, but we must 
look ’em in the face.’ 

‘If the money I have sacrificed had been all my owoi, Mr Rugg, 
sighed Mr Clennam, ‘I should have cared far less ’ 

‘Indeed, sir^’ said Mr Rugg, rubbing his hands with a cheerful 
air. ‘You surpnse me. That’s singular, sir I have generally found, 
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niy expenence, tliat ii’s their ox\ n money people arc most parti- 
cular about I ha\e seen people get nd of a good deal of other 
people's money , and bear u very v, ell* very well indeed ’ 

^Vlth these comforting remarks, Mr Rugg seated himsclt on an 
office-stool attlie desk and proceeded to bii'^incss 

^ow, Mr Clennam, by your lca\c, let tis go into the matter 
see the state of die case. The question is simple Tlie question 
^ c usual plain, straightforv'ard, common-sense question What 
ourselP Wliat can vc do for ourself^' 

^ is not the question with me, Mr Rugg,’ said Arthur 'You 
T beginning It is, what can I do for my partner, how 

i best make reparation to lum? ’ 

^ afraid, sir, do you know,’ argued Mr Rugg persuasively, 
like'^h*^^ allovang your feeling to be tt'orked upon I don't 

® e terra reparation,” sir, except as a lever in die hands of 
you excuse my saying that I feel it my duty to offer 
''forked really must not allow your feelings to be 

■wha ^ said Clennam, nerving himself to go through with 

^ t resolved upon, and surpnsmgdiatgendeman by appear- 

^ gj in his despondency, to have a settled determination of purpose, 
impression that you will not be much disposed 
opt the course I have made up my mind to take If your 
of It should render you unwilling to discharge such 
aid^^ ^ necessitates, 1 am sorry for it, and must seek other 
utl Will represent to you at once, that to argue agamst it with 

useless ’ 

Good, sir,’ answered Mr Rugg, shruggmg his shoulders ‘ Good, 
^ ince the busmess is to be done by some hands, let it be done 
y mine. Such was my principle m the case of Rugg and Bawkins. 
™ IS my pnnciple in most cases ’ 

Clennam then proceeded to state to Mr Rugg his fixed resolu- 
^On He told Mr Rugg that his partner was a man of great simpli- 
and mtegnty, and that in all he meant to do, he was gmded 
^ove all things by a knowledge of his partner’s character, and a 
•'^ect for his feelmgs He explained that his partner was then ab- 
on an enterprise of importance, and that it particularly behoved 
^^miself pubbely to accept the blame of what he had rashly done, 
^d pubbely to exonerate bis partner from all pamcipanon m the 
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responsibility of it, lest the successful conduct of that enterprise 
should be endangered by the slightest suspicion wrongly attaching 
to his partner’s honour and credit in anotlier country. He told Mr 
Rugg that to clear his partner morally, to the fullest extent, and 
publicly and unreservedly to declare that he, Arthur Clennam, of 
diat Firm, had of his own sole act, and even expressly against Ins 
partner’s caution, embarked its resources m die swindles that had 
lately perished, was die only real atonement v/idim his power, was 
a better atonement to the particular man than it would be to many 
men, and was therefore the atonement he had first to make With 
this view, his intention was to pnnt a declaration to the foregoing 
effect, which he had already drawn up, and, besides circulating it 
among all who had dealings with die House, to advertise it in the 
public papers Concurrently with this measure (die descnption of 
which cost Mr Rugg innumerable v/ry faces and great uneasiness in 
his limbs), he would address a letter to all the creditors, exonerating 
his partner m a solemn manner, informing them of the stoppage 
of the House until their pleasure could be known and his partner 
commumcated with, and humbly submitting himself to their direc- 
tion If, through their consideration for Ins partner’s innocence, 
the affairs could ever be got into such tram as that the business 
could be profitably resumed, and its present downfall overcome, 
then his own share in it should revert to his partner, as the only 
reparation he could make to him in mone}'^ value for the distress 
and loss he had unhappily brought upon him, and he himself, at as 
small a salary as he could live upon, would ask to be allowed to 
serve the business as a faithful clerk. 

Though Mr Rugg saw plainly there was no preventing this 
from being done, still the wryness of his face and the uneasiness 
of his limbs so sorely reqvured the propitiation of a Protest, that he 
made one. ‘I offer no objection, sir,’ said he, ‘I argue no point 
with you I will carry out your views, sir, but, under protest. 
Mr Rugg then stated, not without prolixity, the heads of his 
protest These were, m effect, because the whole town, or he 
might say the whole country, was in the first madness of the late 
discovery, and the resentment against the victims would be very 
strong those who had not been deluded bemg certam to wax 
exceedingly wroth with them for not having been as wise as they 
were* and those who had been deluded bemg certam to find ex- 
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cuses and reasons for themselves, of wliich ^ey were ^ 

tan to see that other sufferers were wholly devoi .no , 

the great probahility of ever^' individual sufferer persua 

self, to bs violent indignation, that but for 

the odier sufferers he never would have put lumse m 

suffering Because such a declaration as Clennam s, ma ® 

a time, would certainly draw down upon him a storm o an ’ 

rendering it impossible to calculate on forbearance in t e cr ’ 

or on unanimity among them, and exposing him a so 

to a straggling cross-fire, which im^t bring bim down o 

a-dozen miartPt-c at r\r\rf». 


dozen quarters at once. , , __ 

To all this Clennam merely rephed that, granting e w 
test, nothingm It lessened the force, or could lessen the torce,ji 

loluntary and public exoneration of lus partner He er ° ^ 

and for all, requested Mr Rugg’s immediate aid m & 

business despatched Upon that, Mr Rugg fell to wor ^ ^ ^ 

retaining no property to himself but his clothes an ° ’ wifh 

little loose money, placed his small pnvate banker s-ac 

the papers of the business IW Thous- 

The disclosure was made, and the storm rage alive to 

ands of people were wildly staring about for some ° . ggt 
heap reproaches on, and this notable case, ’'^en people 

the living somebody so much wanted, on a sea o 
who had nothmg to do with the case ^ expected to 

fancy, people who lost money by it showered m 

deal mildly with it. Letters of reproach °oo\ every 

from the creditors, and Mr Rugg, who sa p v/eek that he 

day and read them all, informed his chent withm a w 

feared there were writs out ^ > said Clen- 

T must take the consequences of what 1 Ua 

nam ‘The W'nts will find me turning m Bleeding Heart 

On the very next morning, as e v stood at the door 

"Yard by Mrs Plomish’s to step into Happy 

wamng for him and mystenousty besougU 

Conage. Tlierc he found Mr RufiS' wouldn’t go on to die Count- 
ing-housc this morning 

■my nor, Mr my knowledge ’ 

‘Tlierc arc as many asm. 
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‘It cannot be too soon over/ said Clennam ‘Let them take me 
at once ' 

‘Yes, but,’ said Mr Rugg, getting between him and the door, 
‘hear reason, hear reason They’ll take you soon enough, Mr Clen- 
nam, I don’t doubt, but, hear reason It almost always happens, m 
these cases, that some insignificant matter pushes itself in front 
and makes much of itself. Now, I find there’s a little one out - a 
mere Palace Court^ jurisdiction — and I have reason to beheve that 
a caption may be made upon that I wouldn’t be taken upon that 
‘Why not^’ asked Clennam 

T’d be taken on a full-grown one, sir,’ said Mr Rugg ^ 
well to keep up appearances As your professional adviser, I shoui 
prefer your being taken on a writ from one of the Superior CourtSj 
if you have no objection to do me that favour. It looks better. 

‘Mr Rugg,’ said Arthur, in his dejection, ‘my only wish is, that 
It should be over. I will go on, and take my chance.’ 

‘Another word of reason, sirl’ cried Mr Rugg. ‘Now, 
reason. The other may be taste, but this is reason If you should 
be taken on a little one, sir, you would go to the Marshalsea Now, 
you know what the Marshalsea is Very close. Excessively confined 
Whereas in the King’s Bench Mr Rugg waved his nght band 
freely, as expressing abundance of space 

‘I would rather,’ said Clennam, ‘be taken to the Marshalsea 
than to any other prison ’ 

‘Do you say so indeed, sir?*’ returned Mr Rugg. ‘Then tins is 
taste, too, and we may be walking.’ 

He was a little offended at first, but he soon overlooked it They 
walked through the Yard to the other end. The Bleeding Hearts 
were more interested in Arthur since his reverses than formerly, 
now regarding him as one who was true to the place and had taken 
up his freedom. Many of them came out to look after him, and to 
observe to one another, with great unctuousness, that he was 
‘pulled down by it.’ Mrs Plornish and her father stood at the top 
of the steps at their own end, much depressed and shaking their 
heads 

There was nobody visibly in waiting when Arthur and Mr Rugg 
arrived at the Counting-house But an elderly member of the Jew- 
ish persuasion, preserved in rum, followed them close, and looked 
in at the glass before Mr Rugg had opened one of tlie day’s letters 
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Oh'* said ]vlr Rugg, looking up. ‘How do you do^ Step m— Mr 
Clennain, I think diis is the gcndenian I "was mentioning ’ 

This gentleman explained the object of liis \nsit to be ‘a ty(hng 
madder oh bitliznithz/ and executed his legal function 

onaii 1 accompany you, Mr Clennam^’ asked Mr Rugg pol- 
itel}, riAbmg his hands 

- I would rather go alone, thank you Be so good as send me my 
cothes Mr Rugg in a light airy wa}' replied in die affirmative, 
2 nd shook hands with him He and his attendant then went down- 

stors, got into the first conveyance they found, and drove to the 
oH gates. 

Where I htde thought, Heaven forgive me/ said Clennam to 
huwelf, that I should ever enter dius! ’ 

^ Quvery was on die Lock, and Young John was m the Lodge 
^ er newly released from it, or waiting to take his owm spell of 
uty. Both were more astomshed on seemg who the pnsoner was, 
an one might have thought turnkeys would have been The elder 
^ shook hands with lum in a shame-faced kind of way, 

^d, I don’t call to mmd, sir, as I was ever less glad to see 
you. The younger Mr Chivery, more distant, did not shake hands 
mm at all, he stood lookmg at him in a state of indeasion so 
®^ovable that it even came within the observation of Clennam 
T^Vi ^oavy eyes and heavy heart Presendy afterwards, Young 
Jonn disappeared into the jail 

Clennam knew enough of the place to know that he was 
required to reraam in the Lodge a certain time, he took a seat in a 
comer, and feigned to be occupied with the perusal of letters from 
^ pocket They did not so engross his attention, but that he saw, 
'With gratitude, how die elder Mr Chivery kept the Lodge clear of 
Pnsoners, how he signed to some, with his keys, not to come in, 
bow he nudged others with his elbows to go out, and how he 
uiade his misery as easy to him as he could. "" 

Aj^ur was sitting with his eyes fixed on the floor, recalling die 
past, broodmg over the present, and not attendmg to either, when 
he felt himself touched upon the shoulder. It was by Young John, 
2nd he said, ‘You can come now ’ 

He got up and followed Young John When they had gone a step 
or two wxthm the inner iron-gate, Young John turned and said to 
him 
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‘You want a room. I have got you one ’ 

‘I thank you heartily/ 

Young John turned again, and took him in at the old doorway, 
up the old staircase, into the old room Arthur stretched out j 
hand. Young John looked at it, looked at him - sternly - swe e , 
choked, and said* , , 

‘I don’t know as I can. No, I find I can’t But I tliought you 
like the room, and here it is for you ’ 

Surpnse at this inconsistent behaviour yielded when he was gone 
(he went aw^ay directly) to the feelings which die empty room 
awakened in Clennam’s wounded breast, and to the crow mg 
associations widi the one good and gentle creature who had sancti 
fied It. Her absence in his altered fortunes made it, and him m ih 
so very desolate and so much in need of such a face of love an 
truth, that he turned against the wall to weep, sobbing out, as 
heart relieved itself, ‘ O my Litde Dornt! ’ 

♦ 


CHAPTER 27 

The Pupil of the M^arshalsea 

The day was sunny, and the Marshalsea, with the hot noon 
striking upon it, was unwontedly quiet. Arthur Clennam dropped 
into a sohtary arm-chair, itself as faded as any debtor in the jail, 
and yielded himself to his thoughts. 

In the unnatural peace of havmg gone through the dreaded 
arrest, and got there, — the first change of feeling which the prison 
most commonly induced, and from which dangerous resting-p^nce 
so many men had slipped down to the depths of degradation and 
disgrace by so many ways, — he could think of some passages m 
his life, almost as if he were removed from them into another 
state of existence. Taking into account where he was, the interest 
that had first brought him there when he had been free to keep 
away, and the gentle presence that was equally inseparable from the 
v/alls and bars about him and from the impalpable remembrances of 
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lus later life -wluch no walls or bars could impnson, it was not re- 
markable that everytliing his memorj' turned upon should bring 
m round again to Little Domt. Yet it was remarkable to him, 
not^cause of the fact itself, but because of the reminder it brought 
"With It, how much the dear little creature had influenced lus better 
resolutions 

None of us clearly know to wdiom or to what we are indebted in 
IS Wise, until some marked stop in the whirling wheel of life 
rings the nght perception witli it It comes with sickness, it comes 
T* sorrow, it comes wnth the loss of the dearly loved, it is one of 
e most frequent uses of adversity It came to Clennam in his 
to'^^T*^’ and tenderly. ‘Wlien I first gathered myself 

thought, ‘and set somctliing Itke purpose before my 
sak^ whom had I before me, toiling on, for a good object’s 
encouragement, ■witliout noace, against ignoble ob- 
c es that would have turned an army of received heroes and 
CTomes^ Qjjg weak girb "When I tned to conquer my imsplaced 
im, and to be generous to the man who was more fortunate tlian 
ough he should never know it or repay me with a gracious 
^r , in whom had I watched paaence, self-denial, self-subdual, 
^ ^^instruction, the noblest generosity of Ae affections^ 
^ e Same poor girl! If I, a man, with a man’s advantages and 
and energies, had slighted the whisper in my heart, that if 
y ather had erred, it was my first duty to conceal the fault and to 
repair it, v/hat youthful figure wnth tender feet gomg almost bare 
u ground, -with spare hands ever workmg, with its 

® gut shape but half protected from the sharp weather, would have 
stood before me to put me to shame ^ Little Domt’s ’ So always 
^he sat alone in the faded chair, thinking Always, Little Domt 
'“'ntil It seemed to him as if he met the reward of havmg wandered 
away from her, and suffered anything to pass between him and his 
remembrance of her virtues 

His door was opened, and the head of the elder Chivery was put 
in a very Uttle way, wi^out being ftimed towards him 

‘I am off the Lock, Mr Clennam, and going out. Can I do any- 
flnng for you^’ 

‘Many thanks Nothing ’ 

‘You’U excuse me openmg the door,’ said Mr Chiveiy, ‘but 
1 couldn’t make you hear.’ 
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‘Did you knock 
Half-a-dozen times.’ 

ened CJennam observed that die pnson had awak- 

the shadv ^ 1^ do 7 e, that the inmates were Jokenng about 

■' -- .„ rf,e afternoon He had to 

to cart^^emTD.'frft^M ^ '^'”''‘=‘7. ‘and tny son 's go'"* 

eSnW nd” • '■»- ’<=” hrnrself, and so I 

‘Prav enm ™,np- ciennam, couM I say a word to you?’ 
put in at the ^ ^diur, for Mr Quveiy’s head was sail 

ear upon hitr, ^ Shivery had but one 

Mr Chi very of bodi eyes This was native delicacy m 
of a turnkey ahn,,! though his exterior Jiad veiy much 

‘Thank L,, ^^st of a gentleman, 

no odds me commg without advancing, ‘i* 

uiy son (if you’ll h° * ^tennam, don’t you take no notice ot 
difficult. My son h ^ Sood) m case you find him cut up anyways 

Me and his mother^krl 

correct.’ where to find it, and we find it sinwated 

shut the door. He^m^ ^cech, Mr Chivery took Jus ear away and 
succeeded him ° ^ heen gone ten minutes, when his son 
IJcrc s yom* Dor*tm > 

fully down. ^nteau, he said to Arthur, putting It care- 

‘It’sverykmdofvon T 

trouble • x am ashamed that you should have the 

He was gone Before it ca 

exactly as before, ‘Here’s vo soon returned, saying 

with care. box. ’ which he also put down 

‘lam very sensible of this 

now, Mr John ’ Mention I hope we may shake hands 

Young John, however, drew b 

socket made of his left thumb anri his right wnst in a 

said at first, ‘I don’t know as I ca"^ v as he had 

stood regarding the pnsoner ste^ffiv J ^ 

humour m his eyes that looked like ^ swelling 

‘Why are you angty with me,' said aennam « .1 

am, and yet so ready 
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to do me tliese land services ^ There must be some mistake between 
us If I have done any tiling to occasion it I am sorry.’ 

No mistake, sir,’ returned John, turning tlie wnst backwards 
and forwards in the socket, for which it "uas rather tight *No 
nustake, sir, in the feelings with whicli my eyes behold you at the 
present moment! If I was at all fairly equal to your weight, Mr 
Clennam - which I am not, and if you weren’t under a cloud — 
which you are, and if it wasn’t against all rules of the Marshalsea 
which It IS, those feelings are such, that tliey would stimulate 
roe, more to havmg it out with j'Ou in a Round on the present spot 
roan to anything else I could name ’ 

-^bthur looked at him for a moment in some wonder, and some 
0 anger ‘Well, well!’ he said ‘A mistake, a mistake!’ Tum- 
ro^way, he sat down with a heavy sigh in the faded chair agam 
oung John followed him with his eyes, and, after a sliort pause, 
uned out, ‘I beg your pardon*’ 

Freely granted,’ said Clennam, wavmg his hand without raising 
‘Say no more I am not worth it ’ 
furniture, su,’ said Young John in a voice of mild and soft 
anaaon, ‘belongs to me I am in the habit of letting it out to 
Pf^es without furmture, that have the room It an’t much, but 
s at your service. Free, I mean I could not think of letting you 
^ve It on any other terms You’re welcome to it for nothmg ’ 
•^^fthur raised his head again to thank him, and to say he could 
uot accept the favour John was still turning his wnst, and stdl con- 
tending With himself in his former divided manner 
^What IS the matter between us^’ said Arthur 
I dechne to name it, sir,’ returned Young John, suddenly 
*ronmg loud and sharp ‘Nothmg’s the matter ’ 

Ajthur looked at him agam, m vain, for an explanation of his 
behaviour After a while, Arthur turned away his head again ' 
Young John said, presently afterwards, with the utmost mildness 
‘The httle round table, sir, that’s mgh your elbow, was - you 
know whose - 1 needn’t mention him - he died a great gentleman 
I bought It of an individual that he gave it to, and that lived here 
after him But tlie individual wasn’t any ways equal to him Most 
individuals would find it hard to come up to his level ’ 

Artliur drew the htde table nearer, rested his arm upon it, and 
kept It there. 
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‘Perhaps you may not be av'are, sir/ said Young Jolin, tiat 
I intruded upon him when lie v as over here in London- On the 
whole he was of opinion that it was an intrusion, though 
so good as to ask me to sit down and to inquire after father ana a 
other old friends Leastways luimblest acquaintances lie looked, to 
me, a good deal changed, and 1 said so when I came back I aske 
liim if Miss Amy w'as well 


‘And she was^’ 

‘I should have thought you v/ould have known without putting 
the question to such as me/ returned Young John, after appearing 
to take a large invisible pill. ‘Since 3 . 0 U do put me the quesnon, 
am sorry 1 can’t answer it But the truth is, he looked upon t le m 
quiry as a liberty, and said, “ What was that to me^’ It was t en 
became quite aw'arc I was intruding of which I bad been rear 
before However, he spoke very handsome afterwards, very lan 


some. 


They were both silent for several minutes* except that Young 
Jolin remarked, at about the middle of the pause, ‘He both spo 


and acted very handsome ’ 

It was again Young John who broke die silence by in^oiJ^^^S 
‘If It’s not a liberty, how long may it be your intentions, sir, 
to go without eating and dnnking^’ 

‘I have not felt the "want of anything yet,’ returned Clennam 


‘I have no appetite just now ’ , 

‘The more reason why you should take some support, sir, 
urged Young John ‘If you find yourself going on sitting here or 
hours and hours partaking of no refreshment because you have no 
appetite, why then you should and must partake of refreshment 
without an appetite I’m going to have tea in my own apartment 
If It’s not a liberty, please to come and take a cup. Or I can bring 3 
tray here m two minutes ’ 

Feeling that Young John would impose that trouble on himsel 
if he refused, and also feeUng anxious to show that he bore in mind 
both the elder Mr Chivery’s entreaty, and the younger Mr Chivery’s 
apology, Arthur rose and expressed his willingness to take a cup 
of tea in Mr John’s apartment Young John locked his door for 
him as they went out, shded the key into his pocket with great 
dexterity, and led the way to his own residence. 

It was at the top of the house nearest to the gateway It was the 
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room to which Clermam had humed on the day when tlie en- 
nched family had left the pnson for ever, and where he had lifted 
her insensible from the floor. He foresaw where tliey were going as 
soon as their feet touched the staircase. The room was so far 
changed that it was papered now, and had been repainted, and 
far more comfortably furmshed, but he could recall it just as 
he had seen it in that smgle glance, when he raised her from the 
ground and earned her down to the carnage. 

Young John looked hard at him, bitmg his fingers 
J see you recollect the room, Mr Clennam^’ 

I recollect it well. Heaven bless her^’ 

Ohhvious of the tea, Young John continued to bite his fingers 
3nd to look at his visitor, as long as his visitor continued to glance 
nbout the room Fmally, he made a start at the teapot, gustily 
rattled a quantity of tea mto it from a canister, and set off for the 
co^on kitchen to fill it with hot water 
The room was so eloquent to Clennam in the changed curcum- 
stances of his return to the miserable Marshalsea, it spoke to lum 
so mournfully of her, and of his loss of her, that it would have 
gone hard with him to resist it, even thougli he had not been alone 
^one, he did not try He had his hand on the insensible wall as 
l^derly as if it had been herself that he touched, and pronounced 
cr name m a low voice. He stood at the window, looking over the 
pnson-parapet with its gnm spiked border, and breathed a bene- 
diction throu^ the summer haze totvards the distant land where 
she Was nch and prosperous 

Young John was some time absent, and, when he came back, 
showed that he had been outside by bnngmg with him fresh butter 
10 a cabbage Ipgf ^ some thin slices Of boiled ham m another cabbage 
leaf, and a httle basket of water-cresses and salad herbs When 
these were arranged upon die table to his satisfaction, they sat 
down to tea. 

Clennam tried to do honour to the meal, but unavaihngly The 
ham sickened hvra, die bread seemed to turn to sand m his moudi 
He could force nothing upon himself but a cup of tea 

‘Tiyf a htde somethmg green,’ said Young Jolm, handing him 
the basket 

He took a spng or so of water-cress, and tried again; but the 
bread turned to a heavier sand than before, and die ham (thougli 
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It v-Bs good enough of itself) seemed to blow a famt simoon of ham 
through the whole Marshalsea 

Tr}' a little more sometlimg green, sir,’ said Young John, and 
3gain handed tlie basket. 

It was so like handing green meat" into tlie cage of a dull im- 
pnson^ bird, and John had so evidently brought the little basket 
as a handful of fresh rehef from tlie stale hot paving-stones and 
hncks of the jail, that Clennam said, vutli a smile, ‘It was very 
kind of you to think of puttmg this between tlie wires, but I cannot 
even get this down to-day.’ 

As if the difficulty were contagious, Young John soon pushed 
3V7ay his own plate, and fell to foldmg the cabbage-leaf that had 
contained the ham When he had folded It into a number of layers, 
plover another, so that it was small in the palm of his hand, he 
“egan to flatten it between both his hands, and to eye Clennam 
attentively. 

I wonder,’ he at length said, compres^ng his green packet 
tvith some force, ‘that if it’s not worth your while to take care of 
lor your own sake, it’s not worth domg for some one 

S 


Truly,’ returned Arthur, with a sigh and a smile, ‘I don’t 
know for whose.’ 

Mr Clennam,’ said John, warmly, ‘I am surpnsed that a 
gentleman who is capable of the straightforwardness that you are 
capable of, should be capable of the mean action of makmg me 
sncb an answer. Mr Clennam, I am surprised that a gentleman 
who IS capable of having a heart of his own, should be capable of 
die heartlessness of treatmg rmne in that w^y I am astomshed at 
It, sir Really and truly I am astonished! ’ 

Hawng got upon his feet to emphasise his concludmg words, 
Young John sat down agam, and fell to rolkng his green packet 
On his n^t leg, never talung his eyes off Clennam, but surveymg 
kun With a fixed look of mdignant reproach 

‘I had got over it, sir,' said John ‘I had conquered it, knowing 
that it must be conquered, and had come to the resolution to thmk 
no more about it. I shouldn’t have given my irund to it agam, I 
hope, if to this prison you had not been brought, and m an hour 
unfortunate for me, this day*’ (In his agitation Yotmg John 
adopted his mother’s powerful construction of sentences ) ‘When 
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you first came upon me, sir, in the Lodge, this day, more as if a 
Upas tree^ had been made a capture of than a pnvate defendant, 
such mingled streams of feelings broke loose again within me, that 
everything v/as for the first few minutes swept away before them, 
and I was gomg round and round in a vortex I got out of it. I 
struggled, and got out of it If it was the last word I had to speak, 
against that vortex with my utmost powers I strove, and out of it 
I came. I argued that if I had been rude, apologies was due, and 
those apologies without a question of demeaning, I did make. And 
now, when I’ve been so wishful to show that one thought is next to 
being a holy one with me and goes before all others - now, after all, 
you dodge me v/hen 1 ever so gently hint at it, and throw me back 
upon myself. For, do not, sir,’ said Young John, 'do not be so 
base as to deny that dodge you do, and throv/n me back upon myself 
you have' ’ 

All amazement, Arthur gazed at him like one lost, only sa 5 nng, 
‘What is it^ What do you mean, John^’ But, John, being in tliat 
state of mind in which nothing v/ould seem to be more impossible 
to a certain class of people than the givmg of an answer, went ahead 
blindly. 

‘I hadn’t,’ John declared, ‘no, I hadn’t, and I never had the 
audaciousness to think, I am sure, that all was anything but lost. 
I hadn’t, no, why should I say I hadn’t if I ever had, any hope that 
It was possible to be so blest, not after the words that passed, not 
even if bamers insurmountable had not been raised' But is that a 
reason why I am to have no memory, why I am to have no thoughts, 
why I am to have no sacred spots, nor anything?’ 

‘What can you mean?’ cned Arthur. 

‘It’s all very well to trample on it, sir,’ John went on, scouring 
a very praine of wild words, ‘if a person can make up his mind to 
be guilty of the action It’s all very well to trample on it, but it’s 
there. It may be that it couldn’t be trampled upon if it wasn’t there 
But that doesn’t make it gentlemanly, that doesn’t make it honour- 
able, that doesn’t justify throwing a person back upon himself 
after he has struggled and stnved out of himself like a butterfly 
The world may sneer at a turnkey, but he’s a man - when he isn’t 
a woman, which among female cnmmals he’s expected to be ’ 

Ridiculous as the incoherence of his talk was, there was yet a 
truthfulness m Young John’s simple, sentimental character, and a 
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sense of being wounded in some very tender respect, expressed in 
his burning face and in the agitauon of his voice and manner, 
which Artliur must ha%e been cruel to disregard He turned lus 
thoughts back to tlie starting-point of this unknowm mjurj'^, and 
in die meantime Young John, having rolled his green packet pretty 
round, cut it carefully into three pieces, and laid it on a plate as if 
It v, ere some particular delicacy 

‘It seems to me just possible,’ said Arthur, wlien he had re- 
traced the conversation to the water-cresses and back agam, ‘ diat 
you have made some reference to Miss Domt.’ 

‘It IS just possible, sir,’ returned John Chivery 
‘I don’t understand it I hope I may not be so unlucky as to 
make you think I mean to offend you again, for I never hav e meant 
to offend you yet, when I say I don’t understand it ’ 

‘Sir,’ said Young John, ‘will you have die perfidy to deny 
that you know and long have known diat I felt towards Miss 
Domt, call It not die presumption of love, but adoration and 
sacnfice^’ 


‘Indeed, John, I will not have any perfidy if I know it, why 
you should suspect me of it I am at a loss to dunk Did you ever 
hear from IvIrs Chivery, your mother, that I went to see her 
once^’ 

‘No, sir,’ returned John, shordy ‘Never heard of such a thing ’ 

‘But I did Can you imagme why 

‘No, sir,’ returned John, shortly ‘I can’t imagme why.’ 

‘I will tell you I was solicitous to promote Miss Domt’s hap- 
pmess, and if I could have supposed that Miss Domt returned your 
affection -’ 


Poor John Chivery turned crimson to the tips of lus ears ‘Miss 
Domt never did, sir I wish to be honourable and true, so far as in 
my humble way I can, and I would scorn to pretend for a moment 
that she ever did, or that she ever led me to beheve she did, no 
nor even that it was ever to be expected in any cool reason that 
she would or could She was far above me m all respects at all 

times As likewise,’ added John, ‘similarly was her gen-teel 
family ’ ° 


His chivalrous feeling towards all that belonged to her made 
mm so very respectable, in spite of his small stature and his rather 
^eak legs, and his very weak hair, and his poetical temperament, 
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that a Goliath might have sat m his place deraandmg less consider- 
ation at Arthur’s hands 

‘You speak, John,’ he said, with cordial admiration, ‘like a Man ’ 

‘Well, sir,’ returned John, brushmg his hand across his eyes, 
‘then I wish you’d do the same/ 

He was quick with this unexpected retort, and it again made 
Arthur regard him with a wondenng expression of face. 

-Leastways,’ said John, stretching his hand across the tea-tray, 
‘if too strong a remark, withdrawn! But, why not, why not? When 
I say to you, Mr Clennam, take care of yourself for some one else’s 
sake, why not be open, though a turnkey^ Why did I get you 
the room which I knew you’d like best^ Why did I carry up your 
things^ Not that I found ’em heavy, I don’t mention ’em on that 
accounts, far from it. Why have I cultivated you in the manner I 
have done since the morning? On the ground of your own merits^ 
No. The3/re very great, I’ve no doubt at all, but not on the ground 
of them Another’s ments have had their weight, and have had 
far more weight with Me Then why not speak free?’ 

‘Unaffectedly, John,’ said Clennam, ‘you are so good a fellow, 
and I have so true a respect for your character, that if I have 
appeared to be less sensible than I really am of the fact that the 
kind services you have rendered me to-day are attributable to my 
having been trusted by Miss Domt as her fnend — I confess it to 
be a fault, and I ask your forgiveness.’ 

‘Oh! why not,’ John repeated with returning scorn, ‘why not 
speak free' ’ 

‘I declare to you,’ returned Arthur, ‘that I do not understand 
you Look at me. Consider the trouble I have been in Is it likely 
that I would wilfully add to my other self-reproaches, that of being 
ungrateful or treacherous to you I do not understand you ’ 

John’s incredulous face slowly softened into a face of doubt 
He rose, backed into the garret-wmdow of the room, beckoned 
Arthur to come there, and stood looking at him thoughtfully 

‘Mr Clennam, do you mean to say that you don’t know? 

‘What, John?’ 

‘Lord,’ said Young John, appealing v/ith a gasp to the spikes on 
the wall. ‘He says. What!’ 

Clennam looked at the spikes, and looked at John, and looked 
at the spikes, and looked at John 
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‘He says Wliat! And what is more,’ exclaimed Young John, 
survejnng him in a doleful maze, ‘he appears to mean it! Do you 
see tins window, sir^’ 

‘ Of course I see tins window ’ 

‘Sec tins room^’ 

‘''S'Tiy, of course I see this room ’ 

‘Tliat wall opposite, and tliat yard down bclow^ Tliey have 
all been wntnesses of it, from day to day, from night to night, from 
week to week, from month to month For how often have I seen 
Miss Domt here when she has not seen me! ' 

‘Witnesses of what^’ said Clennam 
‘ Of Miss Domt’s love ’ 

‘For whom^’ 

‘You,’ said John And touched him witli the back of Ins hand 
upon the breast, and backed to his chair, and sat down on it with 
a pale face, holding die arms, and shaking his head at him 

If be had dealt Cleryiam a heavy blow, instead of laying that 
hght touch upon him, its effect could not have been to shake him 
more He stood amazed, his eyes looking at Jolin, his lips parted, 
and seemmg now and then to form die word ‘Me'’ without 
uttenng It, his hands dropped at his sides, his whole appearance 
that of a man who has been awakened from sleep, and stupefied by 
intelligence beyond his full comprehension 
‘Mel’ he at length said aloud 
‘All*’ groaned Young John ‘You*’ 

He did what he could to muster a smile, and returned, ‘Your 
fancy You are completely mistaken ’ 

‘I mistaken, sirl’ said Young John completely mistaken 
on that subject! No, Mr Clennam, don’t tell me so On any other, 
if you like, for I don’t set up to be a penetrating character, and 
am well aware of my own defiaencies But, / mistaken on a point 
that has caused me more smart in my breast than a flight of savages’ 
arrows could have done! / mistaken on a point that almost sent 
me mto my grave, as I sometimes wished it would, if the grave 
could only have been made compatible with the tobacco-busmess 
and father and mother’s feehngs* I mistaken on a point that, even 
at the present moment, makes me take out my pocket-handkercher 
hke a great girl, as people say though I am sure I don’t know 
why a great girl should be a term of reproach, for every nghtly 
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constituted male mind loves ’em great and small Don’t tell me 
so, don’t tell me so*’ 

Still highly respectable at bottom, though absurd enough upon 
the surface, Young John took out his pocket-handkerchief with a 
genuine absence both of display and concealment, which is only 
to be seen in a man with a great deal of good in him, when he 
takes out his pocket-handkerchief for the purpose of wiping his 
eyes. Having dried them, and indulged m the harmless luxury of 
a sob and a sniff, he put it up again 

The touch was still in its influence so like a blow that Arthur 
could not get many words together to close tlie subject with. He 
assured John Chivery when he had returned his handkerchief to 
his pocket, that he did all honour to his disinterestedness and to the 
fidelity of his remembrance of Miss Dornt As to the impression 
on his mind, of which he had just relieved it — here John inter- 
posed, and said, ‘No impression! Certainty*’ — as to that, they 
might perhaps speak of it at another time, but would say no more 
now. Feeling low-spirited and weary, he would go back to Ins 
room, with John’s leave, and come out no more that night John 
assented, and he crept back in the shadow of the wall to his own 
lodging 

The feeling of the blow was still so strong upon him that, when 
the dirty old woman was gone whom he found sitting on the stairs 
outside his door, waiting to make his bed, and who gave him to 
understand while domg it, that she had received her instructions 
from Mr Chivery, ‘not the old ’un but the young ’un,’ he sat 
down in the faded arm-chair, pressing his head between his hands, 
as if he had been stunned Little Domt love him* More bewilder- 
mg to him than his misery, far. 

Consider the improbabihty. He had been accustomed to call 
her his child, and his dear child, and to invite her confidence by 
dwelling upon the difference m their respective ages, and to speak 
of himself as one who was turning old. Yet she might not have 
thought him old Something reminded him that he had not thought 
himself so, unnl the roses had floated away upon the nver. 

He had her two letters among other papers in his box, and he 
took them out and read them There seemed to be a sound in 
them like the sound of her sweet voice. It fell upon his ear with 
many tones of tenderness, that were not insusceptible of the new 
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meaning Now it was that the quiet desolation of her answer, ‘No, 
No, No,’ made to him that mght in tliat very room - that night 
when he had been shovm the dawn of her altered fortune, and when 
other words had passed between tliem which he had been destined 
to remember in humiliation and a pnsoner, rushed mto his mmd 
Consider tlie improbability 

But It had a preponderating tendency, when considered, to be- 
come famter. There was another and a cunous inqmry of his own 
heart’s that concurrently became stronger In the reluctance he 
had felt to believe that she loved any one, in his desire to set that 
question at rest, in a half-formed consaousness he had had that 
there would be a kmd of nobleness m his helping her love for any 
one, was there no suppressed something on his own side that he 
had hushed as it arose ^ Had he ever whispered to himself that he 
must not thmk of such a thing as her loving him, that he must 
not take advantage of her gratitude, that he must keep his experi- 
ence m remembrance as a warning and reproof, that he must 
regard such youthful hopes as havmg passed away, as his fnend’s 
dead daughter had passed away, that he must be steady in saying 
to himself that the time had gone by him, and he was too saddened 
and old^ 

He had kissed her when he raised her from the ground on the 
day when she had been so consistendy and expressively forgotten. 
Quite as he might have kissed her, if she had been consaous^ No 
difference^ 

The darkness found him occupied with these thoughts The 
darkness also found Mr and Mrs Plormsh knockmg at his door 
They brought with them a basket, filled with choice selections 
from that stock in trade which met with such a quick sale and pro- 
duced such a slow return Mrs Plomish was affected to tears Mr 
Plormsh amiably growled, in his philosophical but not lucid man- 
ner, that there was ups you see, and there was downs It was in 
vam to ask why ups, why downs, there they was, you know He 
had heerd it given for a truth that accordin’ as the world went 
round, wluch round it did rewolve undoubted, even the best of 
gentlemen must take his turn of standing with his ed upside down 
and all his air a flymg the wrong way into what you might call 
Space Wery well then 'What Mr Plomish said was, wery well 
then That gentleman’s ed would come up-ards when his turn 
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come, that gentleman’s air would be a pleasure to look upon being 
all smooth again, and wer)' well then! 

It has been already stated that Mrs Plornish, not being philoso- 
phical, wept It further happened that Mrs Plornish, not being 
philosophical, was intelligible It may have arisen out of her 
softened state of mind, out of her sex’s v/it, out of a woman’s 
quick association of ideas, or out of a woman’s no association of 
ideas, but it further happened somehow that Mrs Plomisli’s 
intelligibility displayed itself upon the very subject of Artliur’s 
meditations 

‘The way father has been talking about you, Mr Clennam,’ 
said Mrs Plornish, ‘you hardly would believe It’s made him 
quite poorly. As to his voice, this misfortune has^ took it away You 
know what a sweet singer father is; but he couldn’t get a note out 
for tlie children at tea, if you’ll credit what I tell you.’ 

While speaking, Mrs Plornish shook her head, and wiped her 
eyes, and looked retrospectively about the room 

‘As to Mr Baptist,’ pursued Mrs Plornish, ‘whatever hell 
do when he comes to know of it, I can’t conceive nor yet imagine. 
He’d have been here before now, you may be sure, but that he s 
away on confidential business of your own The persevenng manner 
in which he follows up that business, and gives himself no rest from 
It — It really do,’ said Mrs Plornish, winding up m the Italian 
manner, ‘as I say to him, Mooshattonisha^ padrona.’ 

Though not conceited, Mrs Plornish felt that she had turned 
this Tuscan sentence with peculiar elegance. Mr Plornish could 
not conceal his exultation in her accomphshments as a Imguist. 

‘But what I say is, Mr Clennam,’ the good woman went on, 
‘there’s always something to be thankful for, as I am sure you 
will yourself admit Speaking in this room, it’s not hard to think 
what the present something is It’s a thing to be thankful for, in- 
deed, that Miss Domt is not here to know it ’ 

Arthur thought she looked at him with particular expression. 

‘It’s a thing,’ reiterated Mrs Plornish, ‘to be thankful for, in- 
deed, that Miss Dorrit is far away It’s to be hoped she is not like y 
to hear of it If she had been here to see it, sir, it’s not to be double 
that the sight of you,’ Mrs Plornish repeated those words — not 
to be doubted, that frie sight of you — in nusfortime and troub e, 
would have been almost too much for her affectionate heart. 
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There’s notlnng I can tliink of, tliat 'uould have toucliccl Miss 
Domt so bad as tliat ’ 

Of a certamt}'’ Mrs Plornish did look at him now, witli a sort 
of quivering defiance in lier fncndly emotion 

‘Yes’’ said she ‘And it sho's's wliat nonce father takes, tliough 
at Jus ume of life, that he says to me this afternoon, which Happy 
Cottage knov.'s I neither make it up nor any ■wnays enlarge, “Mary, 
It’s much to be rejoiced in that Miss Dornt is not on the spot to 
behold It.” Those were father’s words Father’s own words was, 
“Much to be rejoiced in, Mary% that Miss Domt is not on the spot 
to behold it” I says to father then, I says to him, “Father, you are 
nght*’’ That,’ Mrs Plornish concluded, with the air of a very 
precise legal v'ltness, ‘is what passed bctvixt fatlier and me. And 
I tell you notlung but what did pass betitnxt me and father ’ 

Mr Plomisli, as being of a more laconic temperament, em- 
braced this opportunity of interposing with the suggesnon that she 
should now leave Mr Clennam to lumself ‘For, you see,’ said 
Mr Plornish, gravely, ‘I know what it is, old gal,’ repeating that 
valuable remark several times, as if it appeared to him to include 
some great moral secret Finally, the worthy couple went away arm 
in arm 

Little Domt, Litde Dorrit Again, for hours Always Little Dor- 
nt' 

Happily, if It ever liad been so, it was over, and better over 
Granted that she had loved him, and he had known it and had 
suffered himself to love her, what a road to have led her away 
upon - the road that would have brought her back to tins rmser- 
able place' He ought to be much comforted by the reflection that 
she was quit of it forever, that she was, or would soon be, mamed 
(vague rumours of her father’s projects in that direction had 
reached Bleeding Heart Yard, with the news of her sister’s mar- 
nage), and that the Marshalsea gate had shut for ever on all those 
perplexed possibilities of a time that was gone 

Dear Little Domt. 

Looking back upon his own poor story, she was its vanishmg- 
pomt. Every thmg in its perspecuve led to her innocent figure 
He had travelled thousands of miles towards it, previous unquiet 
hopes and doubts had worked themselves out before it; it was 
die centre of the mterest of his life, it was the termination of 
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evetything that was good and pleasant in it, beyond, there was 
notliing but mere waste and darkened sky 

As ill at case as on the first night of Ins lying down to sleep within 
those dreary walls, he v'^ore die night out with such thoughts. 
What time Young John lay wrapt in peaceful slumber, after com- 
posing and arranging the following monumental inscnption on his 
pillow- 

STRANGER' 

UHSPCCT THE TOMB OE 

JOHN CHIVERY, ]uNion, 

WHO DIED AT AN ADVANCED AGE 
NOT NFCCSSARY TO MENTION 
HE ENCOUN’TEBED HIS IlIVAE IN A DISTRESSED STATE, 
AND FELT INCLINED 

TO HAVE A ROUND WITH HIM, 

BUT, FOR THE SAKE OF THE LOVED ONE, 
CONQUERED THOSE FEELINGS OF BITTERNESS, AND CECAffE 

MAGNANIMOUS 


CHAPTER 28 

An Appearance tn the Marshalsea 

The opinion of the community outside the pnson gates bore hard 
on Clennam as time went on, and he made no fnends among die 
community within Too depressed to associate with the herd in the 
yard, who got together to forget their cares; too reunng and too 
unhappy to join m the poor soaaliaes of the tavern, he kept his 
ov/n room, and was held in distrusL Some said he was proud, some 
objected that he was sullen and reserved, some were contemptuous 
of him, for that he was a poor-spinted dog who pined under his 
debts The whole populaoon v^ere shy of him on these various 
counts of indictment, but especially the last, which involved a 
species of domesdc treason, and he soon became so confirmed m 
his seclusion, that his only time for walking up and down was when 
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the evening Club were assembled at their songs and toasts and 
sentiments, and when the yard w-as nearly left to the women and 
children 

Impnsonment began to tell upon him He knew that he idled and 
moped After what he had known of the influences of imprisonment 
widiin tile four small walls of the \ery room he occupied, this 
consciousness made him afraid of himself Shrinking from die ob- 
servation of other men, and shnnking from lus own, he began to 
cliange very sensibly Anybody miglit see that the shadow of the 
wall was dark upon him 

One da} when he might hav e been some ten or twelve weeks m 
jail, and when he had been trv'mg to read and had not been able to 
release even die imaginar} people of the book from the Marshalsea, 
a footstep stopped at his door, and a hand tapped at it He arose and 
opened it, and an agreeable voice accosted him widi ‘ How do you 
do, Mr Clennam ^ I hope I am not unwelcome in calling to see you.’ 

It was the sprightly young Barnacle, Ferdinand He looked veiy 
good-natured and prepossessing, thougli overpowenngly gay and 
free, in contrast with the squalid prison 

‘You are surpnsed to see me, Mr Clennam,’ he said, taking the 
seat which Clennam offered him 

‘I must confess to being much surpnsed ’ 

‘Not disagreeably, I hope?’ 

‘By no means ’ 

‘Thank you Frankly,’ said the engaging young Barnacle, ‘I have 
been excessively sorry to hear that you were under the necessity of 
a temporary retirement here, and I hope (of course as between two 
pnvate gentlemen) that our place has had nothmg to do with it^’ 

‘Your office^’ 

‘Our Circumlocution place.’ 

‘I cannot charge any part of my reverses upon that remarkable 
estabhshment.’ 

‘ Upon my life,’ said the vivacious young Barnacle, ‘I am heartily 
glad to know it It is quite a relief to me to hear you say it I should 
have so exceedmgly regretted our place havmg had anything to do 
with your difficulties ’ 

Clennam agam assured him that he absolved it of the resnon 
sibihty ^capun- 

‘That’s right,’ said Ferdinand ‘I am very happy to hear it. I was 
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rather afraid in ray own mind that we might have helped to floor 
you, because there is no doubt that it is our misfortune to do that 
kind of thing now and then We don’t want to do it, but if men will 
be gravelled, why — we can’t help it ’ 

‘ Without giving an unqualified assent to v/hat you say,’ returned 
Arthur, gloomily, ‘I am much obliged to you for your interest in 
me ’ 

‘No, but really* Our place is,’ said the easy young Barnacle, ‘the 
most inoffensive place possible You’ll say we are a humbug I 
won’t say we are not, but all that sort of thing is intended to be, and 
must be. Don’t you see^’ 

‘I do not,’ said Clennam 

‘You don’t regard it from the right point of view. It is the point 
of view that is the essential thing Regard our place from the point 
of view that we only ask you to leave us alone, and we are as capital 
a Department as you’ll find anywhere.’ 

‘Is your place there to be left alone asked Clennam 

‘You exactly hit it,’ returned Ferdinand. ‘It is there with the ex- 
press intention that everything shall be left alone That is what it 
means That is what it’s for. No doubt there’s a certain form to be 
kept up that it’s for something else, but it’s only a form Why, good 
Heaven, we are nothmg but forms* Think what a lot of our forms 
you have gone through And you have never got any nearer to an 
end^’ 

‘Never,’ said Clennam 

‘Look at It from the nght point of view, and there you have us- 
offiaal and effectual It’s like a limited game of cncket A field of 
outsiders are always going in to bowl at the Public Service, and we 
block the balls ’ 

Clennam asked what became of the bowlers^ Tlie airy young 
Barnacle replied that they grew tired, got dead beat, got lamed, got 
tlieir backs broken, died off, gave it up, went m for other games 

‘And this occasions me to congratulate myself again, he pur- 
sued, ‘on the arcumstance that our place has had nothing to o 
widi your temporary retirement It very easily might have had a 
hand in it, because it is undemable that we are sometimes a most 
unlucky place, in our effects upon people who will not leave us 
alone Mr Clennam, I am quite unreserved with you As between 
yourself and myself, I know I may be. I was so, when I first saw 



LITTLE DORRIT 


805 

you making mistake of not leavmg us alone, because I per- 
ceived that you were mexpenenced and sanguine, and had - 1 hope 
you’ll not object to my saying - some simplicity ’ 

‘Not at all ’ 

‘ Some simplicity Therefore I felt what a pity it was, and I went 
out of my way to hint to you (which really was not official, but 
I never am official when I can help it) something to die effect that 
if I were you, I wouldn’t bother myself However, you did bother 
yourself, and you have smce bothered yourself Now, don’t do it 
any more ’ 

‘I am not likely to have die opportunity,’ said Clennam 
‘Oh yes, you are! You’ll leave here Everybody leaves here 
There are no ends of ways of leavmg here Now, don’t come back 
to us That entreaty is the second object of my call Pray, don’t 
come back to us Upon my honour,’ said Ferdinand in a very 
fnendly and confiding way, ‘I shall be greatly vexed if you don’t 
take warning by the past and keep away from us ’ 

‘And the invention^’ said Clennam 

‘My good fellow,’ returned Ferdmand, ‘if you’ll excuse the 
freedom of that form of address, nobody wants to know of the in- 
vention, and nobody cares twopence-halfpenny about it ’ 

‘Nobody m the Office, that is to say^’ 

‘Nor out of It Everybody is ready to dislike and ridicule any 
mvention You have no idea how many people want to be left 
alone You have no idea how the Gemus of the country (overlook 
the Parhamentary nature of the phrase, and don’t be bored by it) 
tends to bemg left alone. Believe me, Mr Clennam,’ said the 
sprightly young Barnacle m his pleasantest manner, ‘our place is 
not a wicked Giant to be charged at full tilt, but only a wmdmilP 
showing you, as it grmds immense quantities of chaff, which way 
the country wmd blows ’ 

‘If I could beheve that,’ said Clennam, ‘it would be a dismal 
prospect for all of us ’ 

‘Oh’ Don’t say so’’ returned Ferdinand ‘It’s all right We 
must have humbug, we all hke humbug, we couldn’t get on with- 
out humbug A httle humbug, and a groove, and everything goes 
on admirably, if you leave it alone ’ 

With this hopeful confession of his faith as the head of the nsmg 
barnacles who were bom of woman, to be followed under a vanety 
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of watchwords which they utterly repudiated and disbelieved, 
Ferdinand rose Nothing could be more agreeable than his frank 
and courteous beanng, or adapted with a more gentlemanly in- 
stinct to the arcumstances of his visit 

‘Is It fair to ask,’ he said, as Clennam gave him his hand with a 
real feeling of thankfulness for his candour and good-humour, 
‘whether it is true that our late lamented Merdle is the cause of this 
passing inconvenience^’ 

‘I am one of the many he has ruined Yes/ 

‘ He must have been an exceedingly clever fellow,’ said Ferdmand 
Barnacle. 

Arthur, not being in the mood to extol the memory of the de- 
ceased, was silent 

‘A consummate rascal, of course,’ said Ferdinand, ‘but remark- 
ably clever’ One cannot help admiring the fellow. Must have been 
such a master of humbug J^ew people so well — got over them so 
completely - did so much with them!’ 

In his easy way, he was really moved to genuine admiration. 

‘I hope,’ said Arthur, ‘that he and his dupes may be a warning 
to people not to have so much done with them agam ’ 

‘My dear Mr Clennam,’ returned Ferdinand, laughing, ‘have you 
really such a verdant hope.^ The next man who has as large a 
capaaty and as genuine a taste for swindlmg, will succeed as well 
Pardon me, but I think you really have no idea how the human 
bees will swarm to the beating of any old tin kettle,* m that fact 
lies the complete manual of govemmg them. When they can be got 
to believe that the ketde is made of the precious metals, in that 
fact lies the whole power of men like our late lamented No doubt 
there are here and there,’ said Ferdinand politely, ‘exceptional cases, 
where people have been taken in for what appeared to them to be 
much better reasons, and I need not go far to find such a case, but 
they don’t mvalidate the rule Good dayl I hope that when I have 
the pleasure of seeing you next, this passing cloud will have giv^ 
place to sunshine Don’t come a step beyond the door. I know the 
way out perfectly. Good day! ’ 

With those words, the best and brightest of the Barnacles went 
down-stairs, hummed his v/ay through the Lodge, mounted us 
horse m the front court-yard, and rode off to keep an appointment 
with his noble kinsman, who wanted a little coaching before c 
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could tnumpliantl)' answer certain infidel Snobs who were going 
to question the Nobs about their statesmanship 

He must have passed Mr Rugg on his way out, for, a minute or 
tv/o afterwards, that ruddy-headed gentleman shone in at the door, 
like an elderly Phoebus 

‘How do 50U do to-day, sir^’ said Mr Rugg ‘Is there any little 
thing I can do for you to-day, sir?’ 

‘No, I thank >ou ’ 

Mr Rugg’s enjoyment of embarrassed affairs v/as like a house- 
keeper’s enjoyment in pickling and preserving, or a washer- 
woman’s enjoyment of a heav> wash, or a dustman’s enjoyment of 
an overflowing dust-bin, or any other professional enjoyment of a 
mess in the way of business 

‘I still look round, from time to time, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, cheer- 
fully, ‘to see whetlier any Imgenng Detainers are accumulating at 
die gate They have fallen in pretty thick, sir, as thick as we could 
have expected ’ 

He remarked upon the arcumstance as if it were matter of con- 
gratulation rubbing his liands bnskly, and rolhng his head a little 

‘As thick,’ repeated Mr Rugg, ‘as we could reasonably have ex- 
pected Quite a shower-bath of ’em I don’t often intrude upon you 
now, when I look round, because I know you are not inclined for 
company, and iliat if you wished to see me, you would leave word 
in the Lodge. But I am here pretty well every day, sir Would this 
be an unseasonable time, sir,’ asked Mr Rugg, coaxingly, ‘for me 
to ofier an observation ^ ’ 

‘As seasonable a time as any other.’ 

‘Hum* Public opinion, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, ‘has been busy with 
you ’ 

‘I don’t doubt it ’ 

‘Might It not be advisable, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, more coaxingly 
yet, ‘now to make, at last and after all, a trifling concession to pub- 
lic opimon^ We all do it in one way or another. The fact is, we 
must do It’ 

‘I cannot set myself nght with it, Mr Rugg, and have no busmess 
to expect that I ever shall ’ 

‘Don’t say that, sir, don’t say that. The cost of being moved to 
the Bench is almost insignificant, and if the general feeling is strong 
that you ought to be there, why — really—’ 
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‘I thought you had settled, Mr Rugg,’ said Arthur, ‘that my 
determination to remain here was a matter of taste ’ 

‘Well, sir, welh But is it good taste, is it good taste ^ That’s the 
question ’ Mr Rugg was so soothingly persuasive as to be quite 
patlietic. ‘I was almost gomg to say, is it good feelmg^ This is an 
extensive affair of yours, and your remaining here where a man can 
come for a pound or two, is remarked upon as not m keeping It is 
not in keeping I can’t tell you, sir, in how many quarters I heard it 
mentioned I heard comments made upon it last night in a Parlour 
frequented by what I should call, if I did not look in tliere now and 
then myself, the best legal company- 1 heard, there, comments on it 
tliat I was sorry to hear. They hurt me on your account Again, 
only this mormng at breakfast. My daughter (but a woman, you 11 
say yet still with a feeling for these things, and even with some little 
personal experience, as the plaintiff in Rugg and Bawkins) was ex- 
pressing her great surprise^ her great surprise Now under these cir- 
cumstances, and considering that none of us can quite set ourselves 
above pubhc opinion, wouldn’t a trifling concession to that opinion 
be - Come, sir,’ said Rugg, ‘I will put it on die lowest ground o 
argument, and say. Amiable^’ 

Arthur’s thoughts had once more wandered away to Little 
Domt, and the question remained unanswered. 

‘As to myself, sir,’ said Mr Rugg, hoping that his eloquence ba 
reduced him to a state of indeasion, ‘it is a principle of mine not to 
consider myself when a client’s inclinations are in the scale Buf^ 
knowing your considerate character and general wish to oblige, 
will repeat that I should prefer your being in die Bench Your case 
has made a noise, it is a creditable case to be professionally con 
cemed in, I should feel on a better standmg with my connection, 
you went to the Bench Don’t let that influence you, sir I mere y 
state the fact ’ 

So errant had the prisoner’s attention already grown in solitu e 
and dejection, and so accustomed had it become to commune wi 
only one silent figure within the ever-frownmg walls, that Clennam 
had to shake off a kind of stupor before he could look at Mr Rugg) 
recall die diread of his talk, and hurriedly say, ‘I am ’ 

and unchangeable, m my decision Pray, let it be, let it be 
Rugg, v/ithout concealing diat he was netded and mortifie , re 
plied 
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‘Oh’ Beyond a doubt, sir. I have travelled out of the record, sir, I 
am aware, in putting the point to you But really, when I hear it re- 
marked in several companies, and m verj^ good company, that how- 
ever worthy of a foreigner, it is not worthy of the spirit of an 
Englishman to remain in the Marshalsea when the glonous liberties 
of his island home admit of his removal to die Bench, I thoughtl 
would depart from the narrow professional line marked out to me, 
and mention it- Personally,’ said Mr Rugg, ‘I have no opmion on 
the topic-’ 

‘That’s well,’ returned Arthur 

‘Ohl None at all, sirl ’ said Mr Rugg Tf I had, I should have been 
unwilling, some minutes ago, to see a chent of mine visited m this 
place by a gentleman of a high family nding a saddle-horse But it 
was not my busmess If I had, I might have wished to be now em- 
powered to mention to another gentleman, a gentleman of military 
extenor at present waiting in the Lodge, that my chent had never 
mtended to remam here, and was on the eve of removal to a 
superior abode- But my course as a professional machme is clear, I 
have nothmg to do with it Is it your good pleasure to see die 
gendeman, sit^’ 

‘Who is waiting to see me, did you say^’ 

‘I did take that unprofessional liberty, sir. Hearmg that I was 
your professional adviser, he declmed to interpose before my very 
limited function was performed Happily,’ said Mr Rugg, with 
sarcasm, ‘I did not so far travel out of the record as to ask the 
gendeman for his name.’ 

‘I suppose I have no resource but to see him,’ sighed Clennam, 
wearily. 

‘Then It ts your good pleasure, sir^’ retorted Rugg ‘Am I 
honoured by your instructions to mention as much to the gende- 
man, as I pass out^ I am-' Thank you, sir. I take my leave ’ His 
leave he took accordmgly, m dudgeon. 

The gendeman of mihtary extenor had so imperfectly awakened 
Clennam’s cunosity, m the existing state of his tmnd, that a half- 
forgetfulness of such a visitor’s having been referred to, was already 
creepmg over it as a part of the sombre veil whicli almost always 
dimmed it now, when a heavy footstep on the stairs aroused him 
It appeared to ascend them, not very prompdy or spontaneously, 
yet with a display of stnde and clatter meant to be insulting. As it 
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paused for a moment on the landing outside his door, he could not 
recall his association with the peculianty of its sound, though he 
thought he had one Only a moment was given him for considera- 
tion. His door was immediately swung open by a thump, and in 
the doorway stood the missing Blandois, the cause of many 
anxieties 

‘Salve, fellow jail-bird* ’ said he. ‘You want me, it seems Here I 
am'* 

Before Arthur could speak to him in his indignant wonder, 
Cavalletto follov/ed him into the room Mr Pancks followed Caval- 


letto Neither of the two had been there since its present occupant 
had had possession of it. Mr Pancks, breathing hard, sidled near the 
v/indow, put his hat on the ground, stirred his hair up with both 
hands, and folded his arms, like a man who had come to a pause 
in a hard day^ s work. Mr Baptist, never taking his eyes from his 
dreaded chum of old, softly sat down on the floor with his back 
against the door and one of his ankles in each hand* resuming the 
attitude (except that it was now expressive of unwinking watchflil- 
ness) in v/hich he had sat before the same man in the deeper shade 
of another pnson, one hot morning at Marseilles 

‘I have It on the witnessing of these two madmen,’ said Mon- 
sieur Blandois, otherwise Lagnier, otherwise Rigaud, ‘that you 
want me, brother-bird. Here I am*’ 

Glancing round contemptuously at the bedstead, which was 
turned up by day, he leaned his back against it as a restmg-place, 
Without removing his hat from his head, and' stood defiantly 


lounging with his hands in his pockets 

‘You villain of ill-omen*’ said Arthur ‘You have purposely cast 
a dreadful suspicion upon my mother’s house Why have you done 


It? Wliat prompted you to the devilish invention^’ 

Monsieur Pvigaud, after frowning at him for a moment, laughed. 
‘Hear this noble gentleman* Listen, all the world, to this creature 
of Virtue* But take care, take care It is possible, my fnend, that 
your ardour is a httle compromising. Holy Blue* It is possible. 

‘Signore*’ interposed Cavalletto, also addressing Arthur, for 
to commence, hear mel I received your mstructions to find him, 


Rigaudj IS it not?’ 


‘It is the truth ’ 

*I go, conscquentemenially,’ — It would have given Mrs Plomis i 




In the old room 
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great concern if she could have been persuaded that his occasional 
lengthening of an adverb in this way, was the chief fault of his 
English, — first among my countrymen I ask them what news in 
Londra, of foreigners arrived Then I go among the French. Then 
I go among the Germans They all tell me. The great part of us 
knov/ well the other, and they all tell me But! — no person can tell 
me notliing of him, Rigaud. Fifteen times,’ said Cavalletto, thnce 
throwing out his left hand with all its fingers spread, and doing it so 
rapidly that the sense of sight could hardly follow the action, ‘I 
ask of him in every place where go the foreigners; and fifteen times,’ 
repeating the same swift performance, ‘they know nothing. But* 

At this significant Italian rest on the word ‘But,’ his backhanded 
shake of his tight forefinger came into play, a very little, and very 
cautiously 

But* — After a long time when I have not been able to find tliat 
he IS here in Londra, some one tells me of a soldier witli white hair— 
hey ^ — not hair hke diis that he carries — white — who lives retired 
secrettementally, in a certain place But! -’ with another rest upon 
the word, ‘v/ho sometimes in the after-dinner, walks, and smokes 
It IS necessary, as they say in Italy (and as they know, poor people), 
to have patience I have patience I ask where is tins certain place. 
One believes it is here, one believes it is there Eh well! It is not 
here, it is not there. I wait patientissamentally At last I find it Then 
I watch; then I hide, until he walks and smokes He is a soldier witli 
grey hair — But! — ’ a very decided rest indeed, and a very vigorous 
play from side to side of the back-handed forefinger — ‘he is also 
this man that you see.’ 

It was noticeable, that, in his old habit of submission to one who 
had been at the trouble of asserting supenonty over him, he even 
then bestowed upon Rigaud a confused bend of his head, after thus 
pointing him out 

Eh v/cll, Signore*’ lie cried in conclusion, addressing Arthur 
again T waned for a good opportunity- I wntcd some words to 
Signor Banco,' an air of novelty came over Mr Pancks v/ith this 
dtaiignation, ‘to come and help I showed him, Rigaud, at Ins vnn- 
dov,, to Signor Banco, who v/as often the spy m the day. I slept at 
night near the door of the house. At last we' entered, only this to- 
d'o , and now y ou see him* As he would not come up m presence of 
the lilusinous Advocate.’ such vms Mr Baptist’s honourable men- 
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tion of Mr Rugg. ‘we waited down below there, together, and 
Signor Panco guarded die street ’ 

At the close of this recital, Ardiur turned his eyes upon the im- 
pudent and wicked face. As it met his, die nose came down over the 
moustache and the moustaclie went up under the nose \Vlien nose 
and moustache had setded into dieir places again, Monsieur Rigaud 
loudly snapped his fingers half-a-dozen times, bending forward to 
jerk the snaps at Arthur, as if diej were palpable missiles which he 
jerked into his face 

‘Now, Philosopher* ’said Rigaud ‘MHiatdo youwantwidi me^’ 
‘I want to know,’ returned Ardiur, widiout disguising liis abhor- 
rence, ‘how you dare direct a suspicion of murder against my 
mother’ s housed’ 


Dare*’ cned Rigaud ‘Ho, ho* Hear him* Dare*^ Is it dare^ By 
Heaven, my small boy, but you are a little imprudent* ’ 

I want diat suspiaon to be cleared away,’ said Arthur ‘You 
shall be taken there, and be publicly seen I v^t to know, more- 
over, what busmess you had there when I had a bummg desire to 
fling you down-stairs Don’t frown at me, man’ I have seen enough 
of you to know that you are a bully and coward I need no revival 
of my spints from die effects of this wretched place to tell you so 
plain a fact, and one diat you know so well ’ 

^’*^ite to the lips, Rigaud stroked his moustache, muttermg, ‘By 
eaven, my small boy, but you are a little compromising of my 
3dy, your respectable mother’ - and seemed for a minute un- 
eaded how to act. His indecision was soon gone He sat himself 
with a threatening swagger, and said 

Give me a botde of wine You can buy wine here Send one of 
your madmen to get me a botde of wme I won’t talk to you with- 
out wine Come* Yes or no?’ 

Fetch him what he wants, Cavalletto,’ said Arthur, scornfully, 
producing the money - 

Contraband beast,’ added Rigaud, ‘bring Port wine* I’ll dnnk 
oo^g but Porto-Porto ’ 

oe contraband beast, however, assurmg all present, widi his 
^Ip^cant finger, that he peremptorily dechned to leave his post at 
the ^^Suor Panco offered his services He soon return^ with 
ottle of vTne which, according to the custom of the place, 
ongmatmg m a scarcity of corkscrews among the Collegians 
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(in common with a scarcity of much else), was already opened 
for use 

‘Madman! A large glass,’ said Pagaud 

Signor Panco put a tumbler before him, not without a visible con- 
flict of feehng on the question of tlirowing it at his head 

‘ Haha' ’ boasted Rigaud ‘ Once a gentleman, and always a gentle- 
man A gentleman from the beginning, and a gentleman to the end 
What the Devil* A gentleman must be waited on, I hope^ It’s a part 
of my character to be waited on*’ 

He half filled the tumbler as he said it, and drank off the con- 
tents when he had done saying it 

‘Hah*’ smacking his lips ‘Not a very old prisoner z/wf! I judge 
by your looks, brave sir, that impnsonment will subdue your blood 
much sooner than it softens this hot wine You are mellowmg - 
losing body and colour already. I salute you*’ 

He tossed off another half glass, holding it up both before and 
afterwards, so as to display lus small, white hand. 

‘To business,’ he then continued ‘To conversation You have 
shown yourself more free of speech than body, sir.’ 

‘I have used the freedom of telling you what you know yourself 
to be You know yourself, as we all know you, to be far worse than 
that.’ 

‘Add, always a gentleman, and it’s no matter. Except in that re- 
gard, we are all alike. For example you couldn’t for your life be a 
gentleman; I couldn’t for my life be otherwise How great the 
difference* Let us go on. Words, sir, never influence the course of 
the cards, or the course of the dice. Do you know that^ You do** 
I also play a game, and words are without power over it ’ 

Nov/ that he was confronted with Cavalletto, and knew that 
his story was known — whatever thin disguise he had worn, he 
dropped, and faced it out, with a bare face, as the infamous wretch 
he was 

‘No, my son,’ he resumed, with a snap of his fingers ‘I play my 
game to the end m spite of words; and Death of my Body and 
Death of my Soul! I’ll win it You want to know why I played this 
little tnck ^at you have interrupted ^ Know then that I had, and 
that I have — do you understand me? have — a commodity to sell to 
my lady your respectable mother. I descnbed my precious com- 
modity, and fixed my pnce. Touching the bargain, your admirable 
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mother was a little too calm, too stolid, too immovable and statue- 
like In fine, your admirable mother vexed me To make variety 
m my position, and to amuse myself — what' a gentleman must be 
amused at somebody’s expense' — I conceived the happy idea of 
disappeanng An idea, see you, that your charactenstic mother and 
my Flintwinch would have been well enough pleased to execute 
Ah' Bah, bah, bah, don’t look as from high to low at me' I repeat it 
Well enough pleased, excessively enchanted, and with all their 
hearts ravished How strongly will you have it^’ 

He threw out tlie lees of his glass on the ground, so that they 
nearly spattered Cavalletto This seemed to draw his attention to 
him anew. He set down his glass and said 

TU not fill it. What' I am bom to be served Come then, you 
Cavalletto, and fiUl’ 


The htde man looked at Clennam, whose eyes were occupied 
with Rigaud, and, seeing no prohibition, got up from the ground, 
Slid poured out from the bottle into the glass The blendmg, as he 
did so, of his old submission with a sense of something humorous; 
the stnving of that with a certam smouldering ferocity, which 
tmghthave flashed fire in an instant (as the bom gentleman seemed 
to think, for he had a wary eye upon him), and the easy yieldmg of 
1 to a good-natured, careless, predominant propensity to sit 
own on the ground agam* formed a very remarkable combination 
of character 


, This happy idea, brave sir,’ Rigaud resumed after drinking, 
"Was a happy idea for several reasons It amused me, it womed 
your dear mama and ray Fhntwinch, it caused you agonies (my 
terms for a lesson m pohteness towards a gentleman), and it sug- 
gested to all the amiable persons interested that your entuely de- 
voted IS a man to fear By Heaven, he is a man to fear! Beyond this, 
t imght have restored her wit to my lady your mother — might, 
cr the pressmg htde suspicion your wisdom has recognised, 
P^tiaded her at last to announce, coverdy, in the journals, 
the difficulties of a certain contract would be removed by die 
®PP^rance of a certain important party to it Perhaps yes, perhaps 
ot that, you have interrupted. Now, what is it you say ^ ''Jvfliat 
'Sit you want?’ 

N^er had Clermam felt more acutely diat he was a prisoner in 
s, than when he saw this man before liim, and could not 
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accompany him to his mother’s house. All the undiscermbie 
difBculties and dangers he had ever feared were closing in, when 
he could not stir hand or foot 

‘Perhaps, my friend, philosopher, man of virtue, Imbeale, what 
you will, perhaps,’ said Rigaud, pausing in his dniilc to look out of 
his glass with his hornble smile, ‘you v/ould have done better to 
leave me alone?’ 

‘No' At least,’ said Clennam, ‘you are known to be ahve and 
unharmed At least you cannot escape from these two wimesses; 
and they can produce you before any public authonties, or before 
hundreds of peoplel’ 

‘But will not produce me before one,’ said Rigaud, snapping his 
fingers agam with an air of tnumphant menace. ‘To the Devil with 
your witnesses' To the Devil with your produced! To the Devil 
with yourself! "What* Do I know what I know, for that ^ Have I my 
commodity on sale, for tliat^ Bah, poor debtor! You have inter- 
rupted my little project. Let it pass How then'* What remams-* To 
you, nothing, to me, all Produce me' Is that what you want'* I will 
produce myself, only too quickly. Contrabandist’ Give me pen, 
ink, and paper ’ 

Cavalletto got up again as before, and laid them before him m 
his former manner. Rigaud, after some villainous thinkmg and 
smiling, wrote, and read aloud, as follows: 

‘To Mrs Clennam 
‘ Wait answer, 

‘ Pnson of the Marshalsea. 

‘At the apartment of your son 

‘Dear Madai.i, — I am in despair to be informed to-day by our 
prisoner here (who has had the goodness to employ spies to seek 
me, living for politic reasons in retirement), that you have had 
fears for my safety. 

‘Reassure yourself, dear madam. I am well, I am strong and 
constant 

‘With the greatest impatience I should fly to your house, but 
that I foresee it to be possible, under the circumstances, that you 
will not yet have quite definitively arranged the little proposition I 
have had the honour to submit to you I name one week from tins 
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da's , for a last final visit on my part, when you will unconditionally 
accept It or reject it, with its train of consequences 

I suppress my ardour to embrace you and achieve this mterest- 
itig busmess, in order that you may have leisure to adjust its details 
to our perfect mutual satisfaction 

In the meanwhile, it is not too much to propose (our pnsoner 
ha\ mg deranged my housekeeping), tliat my expenses of lodging 
and nourishment at an hotel shall be paid by you 

Receive, dear madam, the assurance of my highest and most 
distinguished consideration, 

‘Rigaud Blandois 

A thousand friendships to that dear Fhntwinch 
I kiss the hands of Madame F/ 

^^en he had finished this epistle, Rigaud folded it and tossed it 
t^th a flounsh at Clennam’s feet ‘Hola you! Apropos of produc- 

let somebody produce that at its address, and produce the 
answer here ’ 

Cavalletto,’ said Arthur. ‘Will you take this fellow’s letter^’ 
ut, Cavalletto’s significant finger agam expressmg that his post 
was at the door to keep watch over Rigaud, now he had found him 
witli so much trouble, and that the duty of his post was to sit on the 
oor backed up by the door, lookmg at Rigaud and holding lus 
ankles, — Signor Panco once more volunteered. His services 
bemg accepted, Cavalletto suffered tlie door to open barely wide 
enough to admit of his squeezing himself out, and immediately shut 
It On lum 

Touch me with a finger, touch me witli a epithet, question my 
supenonty as I sit here drinking my wine at my pleasure,’ said 
Rigaud, ‘and I follow tlie letter and cancel my week’s grace. Vou 
wanted me^ You have got me! How do you like me^’ 

‘You know,’ returned Clennam, wnth a bitter sense of his help- 
lessness, ‘ that when I sought you, I was not a pnsoner ’ 

- ‘To the Devil vnth you and your pnson,’ retoned Rigaud, 
leisurely, as he took from his pocket a case containing die matenals 
for making agarettes, and employed lus facile hands in foldmg a 
few for present use, ‘I care for neither of you Contrabandist! A 
light ’ 

Agam Ca\-alIctto got up, and gave him wdiat he wanted Tlierc 
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had been something dreadful in the noiseless skill of his cold, white 
hands, with the fingers hthely twisting about and twining one over 
another like serpents Clennam could not prevent himself from 
shuddering inwardly, as if he had been looking on at a nest of those 
creatures 

‘Hola, Pig!’ cried Rigaud, witii a noisy stimulating cry, as if 
Cavalletto were an Italian horse or mule ‘Wliat! The infernal old 
]ail was a respectable one to this There was dignity in the bars and 
stones of that place It was a prison for men But this? Bah! A hos- 
pital for imbeciles'’ 

He smoked his cigarette out, with his ugly smile so fixed upon 
his face that he looked as though he were smoking with his droop- 
ing beak of a nose, rather than witli his mouth; like a fancy in a 
weird picture When he had lighted a second cigarette at the still 
burning end of the first, he said to Clennam 

‘ One must pass the time m die madman’s absence One must talk 
One can’t drink strong wine all day long, or I would have another 
botde She’s handsome, sir Though not exactly to my taste, still) 
by the Thunder and the Lightning' handsome I felicitate you on 
your admiration ’ 

T neither know nor ask,’ said Clennam, ‘of whom you speak 

‘Della bella Gowana, sir, as they say in Italy Of the Gowan, the 
fair Gowan ’ 

‘Of whose husband you were the — follower, I think?’ 

‘Sir? Follower? You are insolent The fnend ’ 

‘Do you sell all your friends?’ 

Rigaud took his cigarette from his mouth, and eyed him with a 
momentary revelation of surprise. But he put it between his kps 
again, as he answered with coolness- 

‘I sell any dung that commands a pnce How do your lawyers 
hve, your politiaans, your intriguers, your men of the Exchange? 
How do you hve? How do you come here.? Have you sold no 
friend? Lady of mine* I rather think, yes'’ 

Clennam turned away from him towards the window, and sat 
looking out at the wall 

‘Effectively, sir,’ said Rigaud, ‘Society sells itself and sells me 
and I sell Soaety I perceive you have acquamtance with anothw 
lady. Also handsome A strong spirit Let us see How do they ca 
her? Wade.’ 
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He received no answer, but could easily discern that he had hit 
the mark 

‘Yes,’ he went on, ‘that handsome lady and strong spmt ad- 
dresses me in the street, and I am not insensible. I respond That 
handsome lady and strong spint does me the favour to remark, in 
lull confidence, “I have my curiosity, and I have my chagnns You 
are not more than ordmanly honourable, perhaps^” I announce 
nijrself, “Madame, a gentleman from the birth, and a gentleman to 
the death, but not more than ordmanly honourable I despise sucli 
a weak fantasy.” Thereupon she is pleased to compliment “The 
difierence between you and the rest is,” she answers, “that you say 
So For she knows Society. I accept her congratulations with 
gallantry' and pohteness Pohteness and httle gallantnes are m- 
separable fixira my character. She then makes a proposition, which 
IS, m effect, that she has seen us much together, that it appears to 
her that I am for the passmg time the cat of the house, the fnend of 
the family, that her cunosity and her chagnns awaken the fancy to 
be acquamted with their movements, to know the manner of tlieir 
hfe, how the fair Gowana is beloved, how die fair Gowana is 
cherished, and so on. She is not nch, but offers such and such little 
recompenses for the httle cares and derangements of such services, 
3nd I graaously — to do everything graaously is a part of my 
character - consent to accept them O yes' So goes die world It is 
the mode.’ 

Though Clennam’s back -wzs turned while he spoke, and thence- 
forth to the end of the interview, he kept those ghttenng eyes of his 
that were too near together, upon him, and evidently saw in die 
t cry carnage of the head, as he passed -^adi his braggart reckless- 
ness from clause to clause of what he said, diat he was saj^mg nodi- 
mg winch Clennam did not already know 

‘Whoofi Tlie fair Gow-ana'* he said, lighting a diird cigarette 
■wath a sound as if lus lightest brcadi could blow her an^j ‘ Charm- 
ing, but imprudent' For it was not well of the fair Gowana to make 
mjstenes of letters from old lo\crs, in her bedchamber on the 
mountain, that her husband might not sec them No, no Tliat w'as 
not w^ll WniooF Tlie Gow-ana was mistaken there ’ 

T eamcsth hope,’ cned Ardiur aloud, 'diat Pancks maj not he 
long gone, for this man’s presence pollutes the room ’ 

•All' But he 11 fiounsh here, and c^c^>'whcrc,’ said Rigaud, v-idi 
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an exulting look and snap of his fingers. ‘He always has, he always 
will'’ Stretching his body out on the only three chairs in the room 
besides that on which Clennam sat, he sang, smiting himself on the 
breast as the gallant personage of the song 

^ ‘Who passes by this road so late^ 

Compagnon de la Majolame! 

Who passes by this road so late^ 

Always gayl 

Sing the Refram, pig' You could sing it once, in another jail Sing 
It' Or, by every Samt who was stoned to death. I’ll be affironted and 
compromising, and then some people who are not dead yet, had 
better have been stoned along with them! 

Of all the kmg’s knights ’tis the flower, 
Compagnon de la Majolaine' 

Of aU the kmg’s knights ’us the flower. 

Always gay! ’ 

Partly in his old habit of submission, partly because his not do- 
mg It might injure his benefactor, and partly because he would as 
soon do It as anything else, Cavalletto took up the Refrain this 
time Rigaud laughed, and fell to smoking with his eyes shut. 

Possibly another quarter of an hour elapsed before Mr Pancks s 
step was heard upon the stairs, but the interval seemed to Clennam 
insupportably long His step was attended by another step, and 
when Cavalletto opened the door, he admitted Mr Pancks and Mr 
Flmtwinch The latter was no sooner visible, than Rigaud rushed 
at him and embraced him boisterously 

‘Hov/ do you find yourself, sir^’ said Mr Fhntwmch, as soon 
as he could disengage himself, which he struggled to do with very 
little ceremony. ‘Thank you, no, I don’t want any more ’ This was 
in reference to another menace of affection from his recovered 
friend Well, Arthur You remember what I said to you about 
sleeping dogs and missing ones It’s come true, you see.’ 

He was as imperturbable as ever, to all appearance, and nodded 
his head in a moralising way as he looked round the room. 

‘And this is the Marshalsea pnson for debt' ’ said Mr Flmtwinch 
‘Hah! you have brought your pigs to a very indifferent market, 
Arthur.’ 
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If Arthur had patience, Rjgaud had not He took his little 
Fhattiinch, watli fierce playfulness, by the two lapels of Itis coat, 
and cried- 

- *To the Devil widi the hlarket, to die Devul vnth die Pigs, and 
to the Devniwadi die Pig-Dnver' Now* Give me die answer to my 
letter ' 

‘If }ou can make it convenient to let go a moment, sir,’ returned 
Mr FluitViunch, ‘I’ll first hand Mr Ardiur a little note diat I have 
tor him ’ 

He did so It was in his modier’s maimed wnttng, on a shp of 
paper, and contained only diese v/ords 

I hope It is enough diat you have rmned yourself. Rest con- 
tented vithout more ruin Jeremiah Flmtwinch is my messenger 
^d representative Your affectionate M C ’ 

Clennam read this tvdce, in silence, and then tore it to pieces 
Higaud in the meanwhile stepped into a chair, and sat lumself on 
the back with Ins feet upon the seat 

Now, Beau Flmtwinch,’ he said, when he had closely watched 
the note to its destruction, ‘the answer to my letter^’ 

Mrs Clennam did not write, Mr Blandois, her hands being 
cramped, and she thinkmg it as well to send it verbally by me ’ Mr 
^ntwmch screwed this out of himself, unwillingly and rusaly 
She sends her compliments, and says she doesn’t on the whole 
v/ish to terra you unreasonable, and that she agrees But without 
prejudicmg the appomtment that stands for this day week.’ 

Monsieur Rigaud, after mdulging in a fit of laughter, descended 
from his throne, saymg, ‘Good! I go to seek an hotel!’ But, there 
fris eyes encountered Cavalletto, who was still at his post. 

‘Come, Pig,’ he added, ‘I have had you for a follower agamst 
will; now. I’ll have you against yours I tell you, my little rep- 
Mes, I am bom to be served I demand tlie service of this contra- 
bandist as my domestic until this day week. 

In answer to Cavalletto’s look of incjuuy, Clennam made him a 
sign to go; but he added aloud, ‘unless you are afiaid of him ’ 
Cavalletto rephed with a vet^^ emphatic finger-negative ‘No, master, 
I am not afimd of him, when I no more keep it secrettementally 
that he once my comrade ’ Rigaud took no notice of either re- 
mark until he had hghted his last cigarette and was quite ready for 
walkmg. 
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‘Afraid of him/ he said then, looking round upon them all 
‘Whoof! My children, my babies, my httle dolls, you are all afraid 
of him. You give him his bottle of wine here, you give him meat, 
dnnk, and lodging there, you dare not touch him witli a linger or 
an epithet No. It is his character to triumph! Whoof! 

* Of all the king’s kmghts he’s the flower. 

And he’s always gay! ’ 

With this adaptation of the Refrain to himself, he stalked out of 
the room closely followed by Cavalletto, whom perhaps he had 
pressed into his service because he tolerably well knew it would not 
be easy to get nd of him. Mr Fhntwinch, after scraping his chin, 
and looking about with caustic disparagement of the Pig-Market, 
nodded to Arthur, and followed. Mr Pancks, still penitent and de- 
pressed, followed too, after receiving with great attention a secret 
word or two of instructions from Arthur, and whispenng back 
that he would see this affair out, and stand by it to the end The 
pnsoner, with the feehng that he was more despised, more scorned 
and repudiated, more helpless, altogether more miserable and 
fallen than before, was left alone again. 


CHAPTER 29 

A Plea in the MarshaLsea 

Haggard anxiety and remorse are bad companions to be barred 
up with Brooding all day, and resting very little indeed at night, 
wall not arm a man against misery. Next morning, Clennam felt tliat 
Ins health was sinking, as his spints had already sunk and that the 
weight under which he bent was bearing him down 

Night after mght he had nsen from his bed of wretchedness at 
twelve or one o’clock, and had sat at his wnndow watching the sickly 
lamps m the yard, and looking upward for the first wan trace o 
day, hours before it was possible that the sky could show it to him. 
Now v/hen the mght came, he could not even persuade himself to 
undress 

For a bummg restlessness set in, an agonised impatience of the 
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prison, and a conviction tliat he going to break Ins heart and 
die there, which caused him mdescnbable suffering His dread and 
hatred of the place became so intense tliat he felt it a labour to draw 
his breadi m it Tlic sensation of being stifled sometimes so over- 
povered him, that he would stand at the window holding his tliroat 
^d gasping At tlie same time a longing for otlier air, and a yearn- 
ing to be bej ond die blind blank wall, made inm feel as if he must 
go mad With tlie ardour of die desire 
Many other prisoners had had experience of diis condition be- 
ore him, and its violence and continuity had worn diemselves out 
diey did m his Two nights and a day exhausted it 
Sts, but those grew famter and returned at lengthen- 
ing intervals A desolate calm succeeded, and the middle of the 

^eek found him settled down in the despondency of low, slow 
fever 

Cavalletto and Pancks away, he had no visitors to fear but 
and Mrs Plomish His anxiety, in reference to tliat worthy pair, 
that they should not come near him, for, in the morbid state 
0 his nerves, he sought to be left alone, and spared the being seen 
so subdued and weak He wrote a note to Mrs Plomish representing 
imself as occupied with his affairs, and bound by the necessity of 
wotmg himself to tliem, to remain for a time even without the 
pleasant interruption of a sight of her land face- As to Young John, 
who looked in daily at a certain hour, when the turnkeys were re- 
lieved, to ask if he could do anything for him, he always made a 
pretence of bemg engaged in writing, and to answer cheerfully m 
die negative. The subject of their only long conversation had 
never been revived between them Through all these changes of un- 
li^ppiness, however, it had never lost its hold on Clennam s mind 
The sixth day of the appointed week was a moist, hot, misty day. 
It seemed as thou^ the prison’s poverty, and shabbiness, and dirt. 
Were growing m the sultry atmosphere With an aching head and a 
"^eary heart, Clennam had watched the miserable night out, listen- 
mg to the fell of ram on the yard pavement, thinking of its softer 
fell upon the country earth A blurred arcle of yellow haze had 
risen up m die sky m beu of sun, and he had watched the patch it 
put upon his wall, hke a bit of the pnson’s raggedness He had 
heard die gates open, and the badly shod feet that waited outside 
shuffle in: and the sweeping, and pumping, and movmg about, 


uieir cases, as 
It came back by : 
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begin, which commenced the pnson morning. So ill and faint that 
he was obliged to rest many times in the process of getting himself 
washed, he had at length crept to his chair by the open window In 
It he sat dozing, while the old woman who arranged his room went 
through her morning’s work. 

Light of head with want of sleep and want of food (his appetite, 
and even his sense of taste, having forsaken him), he had been two 
01 three times conscious, in the night, of going astray He had 
heard fragments of tunes and songs in the warm wind, which he 
knew had no existence. Now that he began to doze in exhaustion, 
he heard tliera again, and voices seemed to address him, and he 
answered, and started 

Dozing and dreaming, without tlie pov/cr of reckonmg tune, so 
that a minute might have been an hour and an hour a mmute, some 
abiding impression of a garden stole over him - a garden of flowers, 
with a damp warm wind gently stimng their scents It required such 
a pamful effort to lift his head for the purpose of inquiring into this, 
or inquinng into anything, tiiat the impression appeared to have 
become quite an old and importunate one when he looked round 
Beside the tea-cup on his table he saw, then, a blooming nosegay a 
wonderful handful of the choicest and most lovely flowers.^ 
Nothing had ever appeared so beautiful m his sight He took 
them up and inhaled their fragrance, and he hfted them to his hot 
head, and he put them down and opened his parched hands to 
them, as cold hands are opened to receive the cheering of a fire It 
was not until he had delisted in them for some time, that he won- 
dered who had sent them; and opened his door to ask the woman 
who must have put them there, how they had come into her hands 
But she was gone, and seemed to have been long gone, for the tea 
she had left for him on the table was cold He tned to dnnk some, 
but could not bear the odour of it so he crept back to his chair by 
the open window, and put the flowers on the little round table of 
old 

"When the first faintness consequent on having moved about had 
left him, he subsided into his former state. One of the mght-tunes 
was playing m the wind, when the door of his room seemed to open 
to a hght touch, and, after a moment’s pause, a quiet figure seemed 
to stand there, with a black mantle on it It seemed to draw 
mantle off and drop it on the ground, and then it seemed to be his 
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Little Domt in her old, worn dress It seemed to tremble, and to 
clasp Its hands, and to smile, and to burst into tears 
He roused himself, and cncd out And dicn he saw, in the loving, 
pitj'ing, sorrotnng, dear face, as in a mirror, how changed he was, 
and she came towards him, and wi th her hands laid on lus breast 
to keep him in his chair, and widi her knees upon tlie floor at lus 
feet, and ttath her lips raised up to kiss him, and "uath her tears 
dropping on lum as the ram from Heaven had dropped upon tlie 
flowers, Litde Domt, a living presence, called him by his name. 

0, my best fnend' Dear Mr Clennam, don’t let me see you 
weep' Unless you weep wndi pleasure to see me I hope you do 
Your own poor child come back' ’ 

So faithful, tender, and unspoiled by Fortune In die sound of 
her voice, in die hght of her eyes, in die touch of her hands, so 
Angelically comforting and true' 

As he embraced her, she said to him, ‘ They never told me you 
■were ill,’ and drawing an arm sofdy round lus neck, laid his head 
upon her bosom, put a hand upon his head, and resting her clieek 
upon that hand, nursed him as lovingly, and God knows as mno- 
cendy, as she had nursed her fadier in that room when she had 
been but a baby, needing all the care from others that she took of 
them 

Wlien he could speak, he said, Ts it possible diat you have come 
to me"^ And in this dress 

I hoped you would like me better in this dress than any other 
I have always kept it by me, to remmd me though I wanted no 
temindmg I am not alone, you see I have brought an old fnend 
With me.’ 

Looking round, he saw Maggy m her big cap which had been 
long abandoned, with a basket on her arm as in the bygone days, 
chuckling rapturously. 

Tt was only yesterday evemng diat I came to London with my 
brother I sent round to Mrs Plomish almost as soon as we arrived, 
that I might hear of you and let you know I had come Then I 
heard that you were here. Did you happen to flunk of me m the 
night > I almost beheve you must have thought of me a little. I 
thought of you so anxiously, and it appeared so long to morrung ’ 
T have thought of you-’ he hesitated what to call her. She per- 
ceived It m an instant 
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‘You have not spoken to me by my nglit name yet. You know 
v/hat my nght name always is with you ’ 

‘I have thought of you, Little Dorrit, every day, everj^ hour, 
every minute, since I have been here ’ 

‘Have you^ Have you^’ 

He sav/ the bright delight of her face, and the flush that kindled 
m It, with a feeling of shame He, a broken, bankrupt, sick, dis- 
honoured pnsoner 

‘I v/as here before the gates were opened, but I was afraid to 
come straight to you I should have done you more harm than 
good, at first, for Ae prison v/as so familiar and yet so strange, and 
It brought back so many remembrances of my poor father, and of 
you too, that at first it overpowered me But we went to Mr 
Chivery before we came to the gate, and he brought us in, and got 
John’s room for us — my poor old room, you know — and we waited 
there a little. I brought the flowers to the door, but you didn’t hear 
me ’ 

She looked something more womanly than when she had gone 
away, and the npemng touch of the Italian sun was visible upon 
her face But, otherwise, she was quite unchanged The same deep, 
timid earnestness that he had always seen in her, and never without 
emotion, he saw still If it had a new meaning that smote him to the 


heart, the change was in his perception, not in her. 

She took off her old bonnet, hung it in the old place, and noise- 
lessly began, with Maggy’s help, to make his room as fresh and 
neat as it could be made, and to spnnkle it with a pleasant-smelhng 
water When that was done, the basket, which was filled with 
grapes and other fruit, was unpacked, and all its contents were 
quietly put away. When that was done, a moment’s whisper des- 
patched Maggy to despatch somebody else to fill the basket 
again, which soon came back replenished with new stores, from 
which a present provision of cooling dnnk and jelly, and a prospec 
tive supply of roast chicken and wine and water, were the first ex 
tracts These vanous arrangements completed, she took out her o 
needle-case to make him a curtain for his windov/, and thus, v;u 
quiet reigmng in the room, that seemed to diffuse itself through ^ 
else noisy prison, he found himself composed in his chair, wi 
Litde Domt working at his side , 

To see the modest head again bent dov/n over its task, an ® 
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nimble fingers busj^ at their old work — though she was not so ab- 
sorbed m It, but that her compassionate eyes were often raised to 
his face, and, when tliey drooped again had tears m them — to be 
so consoled and comforted, and to believe that all the devotion of 
this great nature was turned to lum in his adversity to pour out its 
inexhaustible wealth of goodness upon him, did not steady Clen- 
nam’s trembling voice or hand, or strengthen lum m his weakness 
Yet It inspired him with an mward fortitude, that rose with his love 
And how dearly he loved her now, what words can tell! 

As they sat side by side in the shadow of the wall, the shadow 
fell like hght upon him She W'^ould not let him speak much, and he 
l3y back m his chair, looking at her Now and agam she would rise 
^d give him the glass that he imght dnnk, or would smooth the 
resting-place of his head, then she would gently Tesume her seat by 
^m, and bend over her work again 

The shadow moved with tlie sun, but she never moved from his 
side, except to wait upon him The sun went down and she was 
still there. She had done her work now, and her hand, faltering on 
tlte arm of his chair smce its last tendmg of him, v^as hesitating 
there yet. He laid his hand upon it, and it clasped him with a 
tremblmg supphcation 

Dear Mr Clennam, I must say somethmg to you before I go I 
have put it off from hour to hour, but I must say it.’ 

I too, dear Litde Domt I have put off what I must say 

She nervously moved her hand towards his bps as if to stop 
him, then it dropped, trembhng, into its former place 

I am not gomg abroad agam My brother is, but I am not. He 
alwaj'^s attached to me, and he is so grateful to me now — so 
much too grateful, for it is only because I happened to be widi him 
m his lUness- that he says I shaU be free to stay where I like best, 
and to do what I like best. He only wishes me to be happj-, he 
says.’ 

There was one bnght star slunmg in tlie sky She looked up at it 
'wlule she spoke, as if it were the fer^'ent purpose of her own heart 
sluning above her 

‘You will understand, I dare say, without my telling )ou, tliat 
my brother has come home to find my dear fatlier s w ill, and to 
take possession of his proper^' He saj^, if there is a will, he is sure 
I shall be left ncli; and if there is none, that he will make me so.’ 
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He would have spoken, but she put up her trembling hand again, 
and he stopped. 

‘I have no use for money, I have no wish for it. It v/ould he of 
no value at all to me but for your sake I could not be ncli, and 
you here I must always be much worse than poor, v/ith you dis- 
tressed Will you let me lend you all I have^ Will you let me give 
It you ^ Will you let me shov/ you that I have never forgotten, that I 
never can forget, your protection of me v/hen tins v/as my home^ 
Dear Mr Clennam, make me of all the world the happiest, by saying 
Yes Make me as happy as I can be in leaving you here, by saying 
nothing to-night, and letting me go av/ay with the hope tliat you 
will think of It kindly, and that for my sake — not for yours, for 
mine, for nobody’s but minel - you v/ill give me the greatest joy I 
can expenence on earth, the )oy of knowing that I have been 
serviceable to you, and that I have paid some little of tlie great 
debt of my affection and gratitude. I can’t say v/hat I v/ish to say. 
I can’t visit you here v/here I have hved so long, I can’t think of 
you here v/here I have seen so much, and be as calm and comforting 
as I ought. My tears v/ill make their way. I cannot keep them back. 
But pray, pray, pray, do not turn from your Little Domt, now, m 
your affliction! Pray, pray, pray, I beg you and implore you with all 
my gneving heart, ray fnend — dear! — take all I have, and make it a 
Blessing to mel’ ^ 

The star had shone on her face until now, when her face sank 
upon his hand and her ov/n 

It had grown darker when he raised her m his enarcling arm, 
and softly ansv/ered her. 

‘No, darling Little Domt. No,mychild. Imustnothearofsucha 
sacrifice. Liberty and hope would be so dear, bought at such a pnee, 
that I could never support their weight, never bear the reproach of 
possessing them. But with what ardent thankfulness and love I say 
this, I may call Heaven to witness*’ 

‘And yet you will not let me be faithful to you in your affliction ^ 
‘Say, dearest Little Dornt, and yet I will try to be faithful to 
you. If, m the bygone days v/hen this was your home and when 
this v/as your dress, I had understood myself (I speak only of my- 
self) better, and had read the secrets of my own breast more dis- 
tinctly, if, through my reserve and self-mistrust, I had discerned a 
bght that I see bnghtly now v/hen it has passed far away, and my 
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weak footsteps can never overtake it, if I had tlien know'll, and told 
}ou that I loved and honoured you, not as die poor child I used to 
call you, but as a woman V'hose true hand w'ould raise me high 
o\e mv'self and make me a far liappier and better man, if I liad so 
U5ed die opportunity diere is no recalling — as I wish I had, O I 
^ ~ somediing had kept us apart dien, w'hen I wns 

IPO erately dinving, and w'hen ) ou w'ere poor, I might ha\ e met 
} our noble offer of your fortune, dearest girl, w'ldi other W'ords than 

and still have blushed to touch it. But, as it is, I must never 
touch It, never' ’ 

She besought him, more padietically and earnestly, witli her 
I e supplicatorj, hand, tlian she could liave done in any W'ords 
am disgraced enougli, my Little Domt I must not descend so 
ow as that, and cany' } ou — so dear, so generous, so good — down 
bless you, God rew'ard you* It is past ’ 

® in his arms, as if she had been his daughter, 

wajs so mucli older, so much rougher, and so much less 
worthy , even what I was must be dismissed by both of us, and you 
°ttly as I am I put tlus parting kiss upon your cheek, 
y cruid— who might have been more near to me, who never could 
3ve been more dear — a ruined man far removed from you, for 
separated from you, wliose course is run while yours is but 
Pcginnmg I have not the courage to ask to be forgotten by you in 
iPy^unnliation, but I ask to be remembered only as I am ' 

1 ne bell began to nng, warmng visitors to depart. He took her 
iPantle from the wall, and tenderly wowpped it round her. 

One other w'ord, ray Little Domt A hard one to me, but it is 
3 necessary one. The time when you and this pnson had anything 
m common, has long gone by Do you understand^’ 

‘O' you will never say to me,’ she cned, weeping bitterly, and 
holdmg up her clasped hands in entreaty, ‘that I am not to come 
back any morel You will surely not desert me so'’ 

T would say it, if I could, but I have not the courage quite to 
shut out tliig dear face, and abandon all hope of its return But do 
not Come soon, do not come ofteni This is now a tainted place, and 
I Well know the tamt of it clings to me. You Belong to much 
bnghter and better scenes You are not to look back here, my Little 
L)ornt, you are to look away to very different and much happier 
paths Again, God bless you m them' God reward you*’ 
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had fallen into very low spirits, here cried, ‘Oh 
get him into a hospital, do get him into a hospital, Mother! He’ll 
never look like hisself again, if he an’i got into a hospital And then 
the little woman as was always a spinning at her wheel, she can go 
to the cupboard witli the Princess, and say, what do you keep the 
Chicking there for? and then they can take it out and give it to 
him, and then all be happy!’ 

The interruption was seasonable, for the bell had nearly rung 
Itself out. Again tenderly wrapping her mande about her, and 
taking her on Ins arm (though, but for her visit, he was almost too 
weak to v/alk), Arthur led Little Dorrit down-stairs She was the 
last visitor to pass out at the Lodge, and the gate jarred heavily and 
hopelessly upon her 

With the funeral clang tliat it sounded into Artliur’s heart, liis 
sense of v/eakness returned. It was a toilsome journey up-stairs to 
his room, and he re-entered its dark solitary precincts in unutter- 
able misery 

When it was almost midnight, and the prison had long been 
quiet, a cautious creak came up the stairs, and a cautious tap of a 
key was given at his door It was Young John He ghded in, in his 
stockings, and held the door closed, while he spoke in a whisper 

It s against all rules, but I don’t mind I was determined to come 
through, and come to you.’ 

‘What is the matter?’ 

Nothing’s the matter, sir. I wras waiting in the court-yard fot 
Miss Domt when she came out. I thought you’d like some one to 
see that she was safe.’ 

^^ank you, thank you! You took her home, John^’ 

I saw her to her hotel. The same that Mr Domi was at Miss 
Dorrit walked all the way, and talked to me so kmd, it quite 

ocked me over. Why do you think she walked instead of riding? 

1 don’t know, John.’ 

To talk about you. She said to me, “John, you W^s always 
honourable, and if you’ll promise me that you will take care of him, 
and never let him want for help and comfort when I am not there, 
my mind will be at rest so far ” I promised her. And I’U stand by 
you,’ said John Chivery, ‘for ever*’ 

Clennam, much affected, stretched out his hand to this honest 
spint. 
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Bcfnri. I tn'rc u/ >^,Md lohn, iookmc at n, irbout comincc froin 
the door ‘cuc'^s v h u Mj'-s Diirni pave me ' 

Cltnnam shno’. }’is I’cad 

Tdl hirr,''" ropiatod John »n a distinct. tlKmeh qtiaxennc 
^'Oicc, ‘that In'? Little Dorru xnt htm her i>iid\ int’ loee ”Knu it’s 
ddnered Have I Ikio hoiiourahk, sir'* 

‘^krv, \er\’’ 

\ou tell Miss Dornt I’\e been lionoiirable, bir^’ 

■Roll indeed.’ 

'nierc’bmy hand, sir.' $n,d John, 'and I’ll stand by yon force cr' 
After a hcane squeeze, he disappeared widi tlie' same cautious 
upon die stair, crept shoeless o% cr the pa\ ement of die y ard, 
3nd, locking die gates behind him, passed out into the front wlicre 
e had left his shoes If the same u^ae had been paved vnth burning 
ploughshares," it is not at all improbable that John would liaee 
traversed it widi the same dev^otion, for the same purjiosc 


CHAPTER 30 
Closing in 


The last day of the appointed week touclied die bars of die 
Marshalsca gate Black, all night, since die gate had dashed upon 
Titde Domt, Its iron stripes were turned by the early-glowing sun 
stnpes of gold Far aslant across the aty, over its jumbled roofs, 
and through the open traceiy^ of its church towers, struck die long 
hnght rays, bars of the pnson of this lower world 

T^oughout the day die old house within the gateway remained 
untroubled by any visitors But, when die sun was low, three men 
turned in at the gateway and made for the dilapidated house 
Rigaud was the first, and walked by himself smoking Mr Baptist 
■was the second, and jogged close after lum, looking at no other 
object. Mr PancLs was the diird, and earned his hat under his arm 
for the liberation of his resave hair, the weather being extremely 
hot. They aU came together at the door-steps 

‘You pair of madmen' ’ said Rigaud, facing about ‘Don’t go yet' ’ 
‘We don’t mean to,’ said Mr Pancks 
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Giving him a dark glance in acknowledgment of Ins ansv/er, 
Pagaud knocked loudly He had charged himself with dnnk, for 
the playing out of his game, and was impatient to begin. He had 
hardly finished one long resounding knock, v/hen he turned to the 
kmockcr again and began another. That was not yet finished when 
Jeremiah Flinrvunch opened the door, and they all clanked into the 
stone hall Pugaud, thrusting Mr Flintv/inch aside, proceeded 
straight up-stairs His tv/o attendants followed him, Mr Flintwinch 
followed them, and they all came trooping into Mrs Clennam s 
quiet room Jt was in its usual state, o' cepLthat one of the windows 
v/as v/ide open, and Affery sat on its old-fashioned window-seat, 
mending a stocking. The usual articles were on the little table, the 
usual deadened fire was in the grate; the bed had its usual pall upon 
It; and the mistress of all sat on her black bier-like sofa, propped up 
by her black angular bolster that was like the headsman’s block 
Yet there was a nameless air of preparation in the room, as if R 
were strung up for an occasion From what the room derived it- 
e\ery one of its small vancty of objects being in the fb.ed spot it had 
occupied for years — no one could have said without looking 
attentively at its mistress, and that, too, v/itli a previous knowledge 
of her face. Although her unchanging black dress was in every plait 
precisely as of old, and her unchanging attitude v/as rigidly pre- 
served, a very slight additional setting of her features and contrac- 
tion of her gloomy forehead was so pov/erfully marked, that it 
marked everything about her 

‘Who are these she said, v/ondenngly, as the tv/o attendants 
entered. ‘What do these people v/ant here.^’ 

‘Who are these, dear madame, is it?’ returned Fbgaud. ‘Faitli, 
they are fnends of your son the prisoner. And what do they v/ant 
here, is it^ Death, madame, I don’t know. You will do well to ask 
them.’ 

‘You knov/ you told us at the door, not to go yet,’ said Pancks 

‘And you know you told me at the door, you didn’t mean to go, 
retorted Rigaud. ‘In a v/ord, madame, permit me to present two 
spies of tlic pnsoncr’s- madmen, but spies If you wish them to re- 
main here during our little conversation, say the word It is nothing 
to me ’ 

‘Why should I wish them to remain here^’ said Mrs Clennam 
‘What have I to do with them^’ 
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‘Then, dearest madame,’ said Rigaud, throwing himself into an 
2nn-chair so heavily that tlie old room trembled, ‘you will do well 
to dismiss them It is your affair Tliey are not my spies, not my 
rascals’ 

‘Hark' You Pancks,’ said Mrs Clennam, bending her brows upon 
him angnly, ‘you Casby’s clerk* Attend to your employer’s busi- 
ness and your own Go And take that otlier man witli you ’ 
‘Thank you, ma’am,’ returned Mr Pancks, ‘I am glad to say I 
see no objection to our both retiring We have done all wc under- 
took to do for Mr Clennam His constant anxiety has been (and it 
grew worse upon him when he became a prisoner), that this agree- 
able gentleman should be brought back here to the place from which 
he slipped away Hereheis — brought back. And 1 will say, added 
Pancks, ‘to his ill-looking face, that in my opinion ^e world 
would be no worse for his slipping out of it altogether ’ 

Your opinion is not asked,’ answered Mrs Clennam Go 
1 am sorry not to leave you in better company, ma’am, said 
Pancks, ‘and sorry, too, that Mr Clennam can’t be present It s my 
fault, that IS ’ 

Tou mean his own,’ she returned 

Ho, I mean mine, ma’ am,’ said Pancks, ‘ for it was my misfortune 
to lead him into a ruinous investment ’ (Mr Pancks sail clung to 
that word, and never said speculation ) ‘ Though I can y 

figures,’ added Mr Pancks, with an anxious countenance, that it 
ou^t to have been a good investment. I have gone over it since 
It felled, every day of ray life, and it comes out - regarded as a 
question of figuri - triumphant The present is not a ^e or 
place,’ Mr Pancks pursued, with a longing glance into his l a^ 
where he kept his calculations, ‘for entering upon h^es but 
the figures L not to be disputed Mr Clennam ought to W been 
at this moment m his carnage and pair, jid I ought to have been 

^Orth from three to five thousan poun 

Mt Pa„d=B put to htur e.«. ■»,* a geu«d ypect of confidence 
that could hatdiy have been surp^. rfhe had had *e amount m 
h.s pocket These mcontrovemble figu^ had been the occupanon 
. Viis leisure since he had lost his money, and 

of ev^ tam consolauon to dae end of hta days 

^^Howevi,’ sud Panels, 'enough of tliat. Altro, old boy, you 

have seen the figures^ and you know how they come out’ Mr 
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Baptist, wlio had not the slightest arithmetical power of compensat- 
ing himself in this way, nodded, widi a fine display of bright teetli. 

At whom Mr Fhntwinch had been looking, and to whom he then 
said 

Ohi Its you, IS it^ I thought I remembered your face, but I 
wasn t certain till I saw your teeth Ah* yes, to be sure It was tins 
officious refugee, said Jeremiah to Mrs Clennam, ‘who came 
knocking at the door on the night when Arthur and Chatterbox 
were here, and who asked me a whole Catechism of questionsabout 
Mr Blandois ’ 

It is true, Mr Baptist cheerfully admitted ‘And behold him, 
padrone! I have found him consequentementally * 

I shouldn t liave objected,’ returned Mr Fhntwinch, ‘to your 
having broken your neck consequentementally ’ 

And now, said Mr Pancks, whose eye had often stealthily 
wandered to the wmdow-seat and the stocking that was being 
mended there, I ve only one other word to say before I go If Mr 
Clennam was here — but unfortunately, though he has so far got the 
better of this fine gentleman as to return him to this place against 
his will, he IS ill and in pnson — ill and in pnson, poor fellow — if he 
was here, said Mr Pancks, taking one step aside towards the 
window-seat, and laying his right hand upon the stocking, ‘he 
would say, “Affery, tell your dreamsi’” 

Mr Pancks held up his right forefinger between his nose and the 
stocking with a gliostly air of warning, turned, steamed out and 
tov/ed Mr Baptist after him The house-door was heard to close 
upon them, their steps were heard passing over the dull pavement 
of the echoing court-yard, and still nobody had added a word. 
Mrs Clennam and Jeremiah had exchanged a look, and had then 
looked, and looked still, at Affery, who sat mending the stocking 
with great assiduity. 

Come* said Mr Fhntwinch at length, screwing himself a curve^ 
or tv/o in the direction of the window-seat, and rubbing the palms 
of his hands on his coat-tail as if he were preparing them to do 
something' ‘Whatever has to be said among us had better be begun 
to be said v/ithout more loss of time - So, Affery, my woman, take 
yourself away!’ ^ 

In a moment Affery had thrown the stocking down, started up, 
caught hold of the window-siIl with her right hand, lodged herself 
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upon the Tnndow-seat with her nght knee, and was flourislung her 
left hand, beating expected assailants off 

No, I won’t, Jeremiali — no, I won’t — no, I won’t' I won’t gol 
1 11 stay here. I’ll hear all I don’t know, and say all I know. I will, 
last, if I die for it. I will, I will, I will, I wnlU’ 

Mr Flintwinch, stiffening with indignation and amazement, 
moistened the fingers of one hand at his lips, softly descnbed a circle 
tliem in the palm of the other hand, and continued wnth a 
menacing grm to screw' himself in die direction of his wnfe, gasping 
some remark as he advanced, of wluch, in his choking anger, only 
c words, ‘Such a dose' ’ were audible 
Not a bit nearer, Jeremiah' ’ cried Affeiy', never ceasing to beat 
eair Don’t come a bit nearer to me, or I’ll rouse the neighbour- 
ood' Fll throw myself out of wnndow' I’ll scream Fire and 
mrder! I’ll wake the dead' Stop where you are, or I’ll make shrieks 
®ough to wake the dead'’ 

The determined voice of Mrs Clennam echoed ‘Stopl’ Jeremiah 
stopped already. 

k IS closmg m, Flintwnnch Let her alone. Affery, do you turn 
^gmnst me after these many years 

I do, if It’s turmng agamst you to hear what I don’t know, and 
what I know I have broke out now, and I can’t go back I am 
determmed to do it. I wiU do it, I wiU, I will, I willl If that’s 
^st you, yes, I turn agamst both of you two clever ones I told 
"^^tir when he first come home to stand up against you to 
^ It was no reason, because I was afeard of my life of you, that he 
should be All manner of dungs have been a-gomg on smce then 
3nd I won’t be run up by Jereimah, nor yet I won t be dazed ^d 
scared, nor made a party to I don’tknow what, no mor^I won t I 

^on’t, I won’t' rilupfor Arthur when he has nothing left and is dl, 

and in pnson, and can’t up for himself I ^1, 1 will, I w^, I ^Ul 
‘How do ^ou know, you heap of confosion, asked Mrs Clen- 
nam sternly, ‘that m doing what you are domg now, you are even 

nothing nghUy about ^ythtug,’ taid Ailety, ' and 

„ -trrnrd m vour life, it s when you call me a 
u ever you said a true wore m ^ » J 

v,„ / - r_„. vou tv'O clever ones have done your most to 

heap of confusion, for you i. -u j 1 

1 i- rnarried me whether Hiked It or not, and you ve 

make me such You mameu , , ^ rj Tj- 1 

led me, pretty well eversmce,suclialifeofdreammgandfnghtemng 
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as never v/as knov/n, and v/hat do you expect me to be but a 
heap of coniusion^ You v/anted to make me such, and I am such, 
buti v/on’tsubmitno longer, no,I v/on’t,I won’t, Iv/on’t,Iwon’d’ 
She v/as still beating the air against all comers 

After gazing at her m silence, Mrs Clennara turned to Rigaud 
‘You see and hear this foolish creature. Do you object to such a 
piece of distraction remaining where she is?’ 

‘I, madame,’ he replied, ‘do I? That’s a question for you ’ 

‘I do not,’ she said, gloomiljc ‘There is little left to choose now 
Fhntv/inch, it is closmg in ’ 

Mr Flintv'inch rephed by directing a look of red vengeance at 
his v/ife, and then, as if to pimon himself from fallmg upon her, 
screv/ed his crossed arms into the breast of his waistcoat, and with 
his chin very near one of his elbows stood m a comer, watching 
Rigaud in the oddest attitude Rigaud, for his part, arose from his 
chair, and seated himself on the table with Ins legs dangling In this 
easy attitude, he met Mrs Clennam’s set face, with his moustache 
going up and his nose coming dov/n 
‘Madame, I am a gentleman—’ 

‘Of whom,’ she interrupted in her steady tones, ‘I have heard 
disparagement, in connection with a French jail and an accusation 
of murder.’ 

He kissed his hand to her v/ith his exaggerated gallantry. 
‘Perfectly. Exactly Of a lady tool What absurdityl How m- 
crediblel I had the honour of making a great success then; I hope 
to have the honour of making a great success now I kiss your 
hands. Madame, I am a gentleman (I v/as gomg to observe), who 
when he says, “I will definitely finish this or thatafiair at the present 
sitting,” does defimtely finish it. I announce to you that we are 
arrived at our last sittmg on our httle busmess You do me the 
favour to follov/, and to comprehend?’ 

She kept her eyes fixed upon him with a frown. ‘Yes ’ 

‘Furdier, I am a gentleman to whom mere mercenary trade- 
bargains are unknov/n, but to v/hora money is alv/ays acceptable as 
the means of pursuing his pleasures You do me the favour to 
follov/, and to comprehend ^ ’ 

‘Scarcely necessary to ask, one would say. Yes ’ 

‘Further,! am a gentleman of the softest and sweetest disposition, 
but v/ho, if trifled v/ith, becomes enraged. Noble natures under such 
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circumstances become enraged I possess a noble nature ^^len le 
bon IS awakened — that is to say, when I enrage - the satis action o 
my animosity is as acceptable to me as money. You always o me 
the favour to follow, and to compreliend^’ 

‘Yes,’ she answered, somew'hat louder than before 
‘Do not let me derange you, pray be tranquil I have said we are 
now arrived at our last sitting Allow me to recall the two sittings 
we have held ’ 

‘It IS not necessary ’ , 

‘Death, madame,’ he burst out, ‘it’s my fency' Besides it clears 
the way The first sitting was limited I had the honour o m ' g 
your acquaintance — of presenting my letter, I am a Krug to 
hidustry,^ at your ser\uce, madame, but my polished manners a 
won me so much of success, as a master of languages, among 
compatnots who are as stiff as their owm starch is to one another, 
hut are ready to relax to a foreign gentleman of polished manimrs 
and of observing one or two little things, he glance aro^ 
room and smiled, ‘ about this honourable house, to know which was 
necessary to assure me, and to convince me that ^ ™ ® ^ 

tmguished pleasure of making the acquaintance of the lady 1 s^ght 
1 achieved this I gave my word of honour to our ear 
that I would return I gracefully departed 

face ncAer acqmeaced nor demmtcd Jhe he 

paused, and when he spoke, it as menno^ of her 

attentive frown, and the dark revelati 

bemg nerved for the occasion ^ 

‘I say, graceMly not less than 

■without alarming a lady, o c j^gaud Blandois It was also 

ph^cally IS a part seething overhanging you, to expect 

pohtic, as leavmg you wi not named But your slave is 

me agam -with a httle ai^ety return On the day not 

pohtic By Heaven, ma render myself at your house I 

named, I have again e 5 gjj^ -which, if not bought, will 

intimate that I have j highly esteem I explain myself 

compromise madame ^ thousand pounds Will you 

generally I demand - i « 

correct me? cn^ak. she replied widi constramt, ‘You dc- 

Thus tXusand pounds ’ 

mand as mucn 
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I demand at present, Two. Such are the evds of delay. But to re- 
turn once more We are not accordant, we differ on that occasion 
I am playful, playfulness is a part of my amiable character Play- 
fully, I become as one slam and hidden For, it may alone be worth 
half the sum to madame, to be freed from tlie suspicions that my 
droll idea awakens Accident and spies inter-mi\ themselves against 
my playfulness, and spoil tlie fruit, perhaps— who knows ^ only you 
and Fhntwinch — when it is )ust npe Thus, madame, I am here for 
the last time Listen* Definitely the last ’ 

As he struck his straggling boot-heels against tlie flap of the 
table, meeting her frown with an insolent gaze, he began to change 
his tone for a fierce one 

Bah* Stop an instant* Let us advance by steps Here is my Hotel- 
note to be paid, according to contract Five minutes hence we may 
be at daggers points. I’ll not leave it till tlien, or you’ll cheat me 
Pay it* Count me the money!* 

Take it from his hand and pay it, Fhntwinch,’ said Mrs Clennam 
He spirted it into Mr Flintwinch's face when the old man ad- 
vatmed to take it, and held forth his hand, repeating noisily, ‘Pay 
It Count it out* Good money* ’ Jeremiah picked the bill up, looked 
at e total v/ith a bloodshot eye, took a small canvas bag from his 
pocket, and told the amount into his hand 
Rigaud chinked the money, weighed it in his hand, threw it up 
a little way and caught it, chmked it again 

^le sound of it, to the bold Rigaud Blandois, is like the taste of 
fresh meat to the tiger Say, then, madame How much?’ 

He turned upon her suddenly with a menacmg gesture of the 
weighted hand that clenched the money, as if he were going to 
strike her with it. 

I tell you again, as I told you before, that we are not nch here, 
as you suppose us to be, and that your demand is excessive I have 
not the present means of complying with such a demand, if I had 
ever so great an incUnation.’ 


‘If* ’ cned Rigaud ‘Hear this lady with her If! Will you say that 
you have not the inclination?’ 

I will say what presents itself to me, and not what presents itself 
to you ’ 

Say It then. As to the inchnation Quick* Come to the inclina- 
tion, and I know what to do.’ 
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She ■^>,'35 no quicker, and no '•louer, in her reply ‘It ould seem 
tllat you h 2 \ c obt uned possession of a paper — or of papers — winch 
I assuredK Itave tlic inclimtion to rcco\ cr ’ 

Rigaudj a loud laugh, drummed his heels aejainst the tabic, 
2nd dunked lus monej\ *I dunk so^ I belicce }Ou there’’ 

"The paper tnighr be ac ordi, to me, a sum of monev I cannot say 
hoT, mud), or hor\ little ’ 

^Hiat die Devil ’’ he asled s.nagelj ‘Not after a week’s grace to 
consider-’ 

No' I vali not out of mt scanu means - for I tell 3 011 again, wc 
are poor here, and nor nch — J tcill not offer 003' price for a poccer 
Aat I do not know the worsi and the fullest cMcnr of Tins is the 
™rd dme of 3 our iiinting and dircatening You must speak ev- 
P^cid}', or \ ou mac go v here ou ^nll, ancT do what 3'ou will It is 
better to be torn to pieces at a spnng, dian to be a mouse at the 
capnee of such a cat ’ 

He looked at her so hard wndi those e 3 'es too near togetlier that 
me sinister sight of each, crossing that of die odier, seemed to make 
me bndge of his hooked nose crooked After a long surve}’’, he said, 
the further setting off of his infernal smile 
You are a bold woman’’ 

I am a resolved woman ’ 

You always were Yldiat^ She always was, is it not so, m3' litde 

Fhntwmch^’ 

^Itntwincli, say nothing to lum It is for him to say, here and 
now, all he can, or to go hence, and do all he can You know dus 
to be Our determmation. Leave him to his action on it 

She did not shnnk imder his evil leer, or avoid it. He turned it 
upon her agam, but she remained steady at the point to which she 
had fixed herself He got off the table, placed a chair near the sofa, 
sat down in it, and leaned an arm upon the sofa close to her own, 
which he touched with his hand Her face was ever frowning, 
attentive, and settled 

*It IS your pleasure then, madarne, that I shall relate a morsel of 
family history m this htde family society,’ said Rigaud, with a 
warning play of his lithe fingers on her arm I am something of a 
doctor Let me touch your pulse.’ 

She suffered him to take her wmst m his hand Holding it, he pro- 
ceeded to say 
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‘A history of a strange raarnage, and a strange mother, and a re- 
venge, and a suppression - Aye, aye, aye^ This pulse is beating 
curiously! It appears to me that it doubles while I touch it- Are 
these the usual changes of your malady, madame.^’ 

There v/as a struggle in her maimed arm as she twisted it away, 
but there was none in her face On his face there was his own snule. 

T have lived an adventurous life. I am an adventurous character 
I have known many adventurers; interesting spints — amiable 
society! To one of them I owe my knowledge and my proofs - 1 
repeat it, estimable lady — proofs - of the ravishing little family 
history I go to commence. You will be charmed with it But, bah! 
I forget. One should name a history. Shall I name it the history of a 
housed But, bah, again. There are so many houses Shall I name it 
the history of this house 

Leaning over the sofa, poised on two legs of his chair and his 
left elbow, that hand often tapping her arm to beat his words home, 
his legs crossed; his nght hand sometimes arranging his hair, some- 
times smoothing his moustache, sometimes striking his nose, 
always threatening her whatever it did; coarse, insolent, rapacious, 
cruel, and powerful, he pursued his narrative at his ease 

‘In fine, then, I name it the history of this house. I commence it 
There live here, let us suppose, an uncle and nephew The uncle, a 
rigid old gendeman of strong force of character, the nephew, 
habitually timid, repressed, and under constramt ’ 

Mistress Affery, fixedly attentive in the window-seat, bitmg the 
rolled up end of her apron, and trembling from head to foot, here 
cned out, ‘Jeremiah, keep off from me! I’ve heerd, in my dreams, of 
Arthur’s father and his uncle He’s a talking of them It was before 
my time here, but I’ve heerd in my dreams that Arthur’s father was 
a poor, irresolute, frightened chap, who had had everything but his 
orphan life scared out of him v/hen he was young, and that he had 
no voice in the choice of his wife even, but his uncle chose her. 
There she sits* I heerd it in my dreams, and you said it to her own 
self.’ 

As Mr Flmtv/mch shook his fist at her, and as Mrs Clcnnam gazed 
upon her, Rigaud kissed his hand to her 

‘ Perfectly right, dear Madame Flintwinch You have a genius for 
dreaming ’ 

‘I don’t v/ant none of your praises,’ returned Affery. ‘I don t 
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want to have notlung at all to sa)' to you But Jeremiah said tliey 
was dreams, and I’ll tell ’em as such* ’ Here she put her apron in her 
mouth again, as if she were stopping somebody else’s moudi— per- 
haps Jeremiah’s, which was cliattenng with threats as if he were 
gnmly cold 

Our beloved Madame Flmtwmch/ said Rigaud, ‘developing all 
of a sudden a fine susceptibility and spintuality, is nght to a marvel 
Yos So runs the history Monsieur, the uncle, commands the 
nephew to marry Monsieur says to him in effect, “My nephew, I 
mtroduce to you a lady of strong force of character, like myself a 
tesolved lady, a stem lady, a lady who has a will that can break the 
weak to powder, a lady without pity, without love, implacable, 
reveijgefulj cold as the stone, but raging as the fire.” Ah! what 
fortitude' Ah, what supenonty of intellectual strengthi Tmly, a 
proud and noble character that I describe in the supposed words of 
Monsieur, the imcle Ha, ha, ha' Death of my soul, I love tlie sweet 
ladyh 

Mrs Clennam’s face had changed There was a remarkable dark- 
ness of colour on it, and the brow was more contracted ‘Madame, 
madame,’ said Rigaud, tapping her on the arm, as if his cruel hand 
Were sounding a musical mstrument, *I perceive I mterest you I 
perceive I awaken your sympathy. Let us go on ’ 

The droopmg nose and the ascending moustache had, however, 
to be hidden for a moment with the white hand, before he could go 
on, he enjoyed the effect he made so much- 

The nephew, being, as the lucid Madame Flintwmch has re- 
marked, a poor devil who has had everything but his orphan life 
frightened and fermshed out of him - the nephew abases his head, 
and makes response “My uncle, it is to you to command Do as you 
Will' ” Monsieur, the uncle, does as he will It is what he always does 
The auspiaous nuptials take place, the newly married come home 
to this charming mansion; the lady is received, let us suppose, by 
Flintwinch Hey, old mtnguer'^ 

Jerenuah, with his eyes upon lus mistress, made no reply. Rigaud 
looked firom one to the other, struck his ugly nose, and made a 
clucking with his tongue. 

‘Soon die lady makes a singular and exciting discovery There- 
upon, full of anger, full of jealou^, full of vengeance, she forms - 
see you, madame! - a scheme of retnbution, the weight of which 
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she ingeniously forces her crushed husband to bear himself, as well 
as execute upon her enemy. What supcnor intelligence’’ 

‘Keep off, Jeremiah!’ cried the palpitating Affery, taking her 
apron from her mouth again ‘But it was one of my dreams, that 
you told her, when you quarrelled witli her one winter evening at 
dusk — there she sits and you looking at her — tliat she oughtn’t to 
have let Arthur when he come home, suspect his father only, diat 
she had always had the strength and the power, and tliat she ought 
to have stood up more to Arthur, for lus fadier. It was in the same 
dream where you said to her that she was not — not something, but 
I don’t know what, for she burst out tremendous and stopped you 
You know the dream as well as I do Wlien you come down-stairs 
into the kitchen with die candle in your hand, and hitched my 
apron off my head Wlien you told me I had been dreaming Wlien 
you wouldn’t believe die noises ’ After this explosion Affery put 
her apron into her mouth again, always keeping her hand on die 
wmdow-sill and her knee on die window-seat, ready to cry out or 
jump out if her lord and master approached 
Rigaud had not lost a word of this 

‘Haha’’ he cned, lifting his eyebrows, folding his arms, and 
leaning back in his chair ‘Assuredly, Madame Flintwinch is an 
oracle’ How shall we interpret the oracle, you and I and the old 
mtnguer^ He said that you were not — ^ And you burst out and 
stopped him’ What was it you were not^ What is it you are not^ 
Say then, madame’ ’ 

Under this feroaous banter, she sat breadimg harder, and her 
mouth was disturbed Her bps quivered and opened, in spite of her 
utmost efforts to keep them sull 

‘Come then, madame’ Speak, then’ Our old intnguer said that 
you were not — and you stopped him. He was going to say that 
you were not— what? I know already, but I want a httle confidence 
from you How, then^ You are not what?’ 

She tned again to repress herself, but broke out vehemently, 
‘Not Arthur’s mother’ ’ 

‘Good,’ said Rigaud ‘You are amenable,’ 

With the set expression of her face afl tom away by the explosion 
of her passion, and with a burstmg, from every rent feature, of the 
smouldering fire so long pent up, she cned out- ‘I will teU it my- 
self! I will not hear it from your lips, and with the taint of your 
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wdedness upon it. Since u must be seen, T ^v^ll lia\c it seen bj the 
bglit I stood in Kot another v ord Hear me' ' 

‘Unless }ou arc a more obstinate and more persisting woman 
than c%cn I Inow }ou to be,’ Mr Flintttinch interposed, ‘you had 
better lca\e Mr Rigaud, Mr Blandois, ^^r Beelzebub, to tell it m liis 
oun v'zy MTiat does it signify when he knows all about it^’ 

‘He does not know all about it ’ 

He knov.s all he cares about it,’ Mr riintv incli testily urged 
‘He docs not Imou meJ 

^Tiat do vou suppose he cares for you, you conceited woman ^ 
said Mr Flintteinch 

I tell you, Flmtvnnch, I will speak I tell you when it has come 
to this, I Will tell it tilth my own lips, and will express m>self 
throughout it MHiat' Have 1 suffered nodiing in tins room, no 
deprivation, no impnsonmcnt, that I should condescend at last to 
contemplate myself in sucli a glass as t/iat Can you see him*^ Can 
you hear lum^ If your wife were a hundred times the ingrate tliat 
she IS, and if I were a tliousand times more hopeless tlian I am of 
inducing her to be silent if this man is silenced, I would tell it 
myself, before I would bear the torment of the heanng it from 
him.’ 


Bigaud pushed his chair a little back, pushed lus legs out straig t 
before him, and sat wntli lus arms folded over against her. ^ 
‘You do not know what it is,’ she went on addressuig him, to 
be brought up stnedy and straitly. I was so brought up Mme was 
no hght youth of smfhl gaiety and pleasure, khne were days of 
'P.'holesome repression, punishment, and fear The corruption of 
our hearts, the evil of our w^ys, the curse that is upon uj the 
terrors that surround us - these were them^ of my childhood 
They formed my character, and fiUed me with an abhorrence of 
evil-doers Wlien old Mr Gilbert Clenn^ proposed lus orphan 
nephew to my father for my husband, my father impressed upon me 
tV,ov u been, hke mine, one of severe restramt 

He tdd m'^"AafSdes disapbne his spmt had undergone, he 
had Wed m a served house, where noMg and gaiety were un- 
Imown, and where every day was a day of toil and mal like the last. 
He told nte that he had been a long before ta uncle 

I, J 1 laario-M huH as 006, 30(1 that trom his school-days to 
tot ht;° to Se's roof has been a sanctuaty to him from *e 
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she ingeniously forces her crushed husband to bear himself, as ■well 
as execute upon her enemy What superior intelligence*’ 

‘Keep off, Jeremiah*’ cned the palpitating Affery, taking her 
apron from her mouth again. ‘ But it was one of my dreams, that 
you told her, when you quarrelled with her one winter evening at 
dusk - there she sits and you looking at her - that she oughtn’t to 
have let Arthur when he come home, suspect his father only, that 
she had always had the strength and ^e power, and that she ou^t 
to have stood up more to Arthur, for his father. It was in the safne 
dream where you said to her that she was not - not something, but 


I don’t know what, for she burst out tremendous and stopped you 
You know the dream as well as I do When you come down-stairs 
into the kitchen "with the candle in your hand, and hitched my 
apron off my head Wlien you told me I had been dreaming When 
you wouldn’t believe the noises.’ After this explosion ALffery put 
her apron into her mouth again, always keeping her hand on the 
vnndow-sill and her knee on the window-seat, ready to cry out or 
jump out if her lord and master approached 

Rigaud had not lost a v/ord of dus 

‘Hahal’ he cried, lifting his eyebrows, folding his arms, and 
leaning back in his chair ‘Assuredly, Madame Fhntwinch is an 
oracle* How shall v/e interpret the oracle, you and I and ihe old 
intnguer^ He said that you were not — ? And you burst out and 
stopped him* What was it you were not^ WTiat is it you are not^ 
Say then, madamel’ 


Under this feroaous banter, she sat breathing harder, and her 
mouth was disturbed. Her bps quivered and opened, in spite of her 
utmost efforts to keep them still 

‘Come then, madame! Speak, then! Our old inmguer said that 
you were not — and you stopped him He was going to say that 
you v/cre not- v/hat? I know already, but I want a little confidence 
from you How, then ^ You are not what^’ 

She tried again to repress herself, but broke out vehement yi 
‘Not Ardiur’s mother!’ 


Good,’ said Rigaud ‘You are amenable ’ 

With the set expression of her face all tom away by die explosion 
of her passion, and with a bursting, from every rent feature, of ® 
smouldering fire so long pent up, she cned out* ‘I will tell it my- 
self! I v/ill not hear it from your lips, and with the taint of your 


‘do KOT rORGET’ 

and accuse them — were they not mimsiers and sen ants An 
not I, unworthy and far-rcmo\ ed from diem, sm to . 

When she pleaded to me her youdt, and Ins uTetclicd and 

(that was her phrase for the Mrtuous training he ta ’ e 

the desecrated ceremony of mamage there had secret \ 
between them, and die terrors of want and shame that in or er 
whelmed diem bodi when I was first appointed to be t le instru 
mem of dieir punishment, and the lore (for she said die wor to 
me, dowm at my feet) in w'hich she had abandoned inm an c t nm 
to me, was it my enemy diat became my footstool, w ere lej t ic 
words of my wrath that made her shnnk and quiverl Not unto me 
the strength be asenbed, not unto me the w'nnging of the cxpia- 
Uonl’ 

Many -years had come and gone since she had had die free use 
even of her fingers, but it was noticeable that she had already more 
than oncK struck her clenched hand vigorously upon the table, and 
^ that when she said tliese words she raised her whole arm in die air, 
as though It had been a common action widi her 
'And what was the repentance diat "was extorted from the hard- 
ness of her heart cind the blackness of her depravity^ I, vindictive 
and implacable^ It may be so, to such as you who know no 
righteousness, and no appointment except Satan’s. Laugh, but I will 
be known as 1 know myself, and as Flintwinch knows me, though 
tt IS only to you and this half-witted woman.’ 

Add, to yourself, raadame,’ said Rigaud. ‘I have my little sus- 
picions that madame is rather solicitous to be justified to herself. 

It is false. It IS not so I hai'e no need to be,* she said, with great 
and anger. 

Truly > ’ retorted Rigaud ‘ Hah' ’ 

‘I asl^ what wms the pemtence, in works, that was demanded of 
her^ “You have a child, I have none. You love that child Give 
to me. He shall believe himself to be my son, and he shall be 
bebeved by every one to be my son To save you from exposure, 
his fether shall swear never to see or communicate with you more, 
to save him from being snapped by his uncle, and to save 
>our child from bemg a beggar, you shall swear never to see or 
communicate with either of them more. That done, and your pre- 
sent means, derived from my husband, renounced, I charge myself 
Widi your support. You may, with your place of retreat unknown. 
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contagion of the irreligious and dissolute When, within a twelve- 
month of our mamage, I found my husband, at that time when my 
father spoke of him, to have sinned against the Lord and outraged 
me by holding a guilty creature in my place, was I to doubt that it 
had been appointed to me to make the discovery, and that it was 
appomted to me to lay the hand of punishment upon that creature 
of perdition^ Was I to dismiss in a moment — not my own wrongs - 
what was II but all the rejection of sin, and all the war against it, m 
which I had been bred ? ’ 

She laid her wrathful hand upon the watch on the table 

‘No' “Do not forget ” The initials of those words are within 
here now, and were within here then I was appointed to find the 
old letter that referred to them, and that told me what they meant, 
and whose work they were, and why they were worked, lying v/ith 
this watch in his secret drawer. But for that appointment there 
would have been no discovery. “Do not forget” It spoke to me like 
a voice from an angry cloud Do not forget the deadly sin, do not 
forget the appointed discovery, do not forget the appomted suffer- 
ing I did not forget Was it my own wrong I remembered^ Mme* 
I was but a servant and a minister. What power could I have over 
them, but that they were bound in the bonds of their sin, and de- 
hvered to mel’ 


More than forty years had passed over the grey head of this 
determined v/oman, smce the time she recalled More than forty 
years of strife and struggle with the whisper that, by whatever 
name she called her vindictive pnde and rage, nothmg through a 
eternity could change their nature Yet, gone those more than forty 
years, and come this Nemesis now looking her in the face, she sul 
abided by her old impiety — still reversed the order of Creation, an 
breathed her own breath into a clay image of her Creator. Verily) 
venly, travellers have seen many monstrous idols in many coun- 
tries, but no human eyes have ever seen more daring, gross, an 
shocking images of the Divine nature than we creatures of the dust 
make in our own likenesses, of our own bad passions 

‘ V'hcn I forced him to give her up to me, by her name and place 
of abode,' she went on in her torrent of indignation and defence, 
‘tv hen I accused her, and she fell hiding her face at my feet, was ij 
my injury that I asserted, were they my reproaches that I poure 
upon her? Those who were appointed of old to go to wicked kings 
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3nd accuse them — v/ere they not ministers and servants^ And had 
not I, unt\'ortliy and far- removed from them, sin to denounce^ 
When she pleaded to me her youth, and his vxetched and hard life 
(that was her phrase for the virtuous traimng he had behed), and 
the desecrated ceremony of mamage tliere had secretl}' been 
bern'een them, and the terrors of want and shame that had over- 
whelmed them bodi when I w'-as first appointed to be die instru- 
ment of diexr punishment, and the love (for she said the word to 
me, down at my feet) in which she had abandoned him and left him 
to me, was it my enemy that became my footstool, were they the 
words of /ry wrath that made her shrink and quiver* Not unto me 
the strength be ascribed, not unto me the wringing of the expia- 
tion*’ 

Many years had come and gone smce she had had the free use 
m^en of her fingers, but it was noaceable that she bad already more 
than once struck her clenched hand vigorously upon the table, and 
that when she said these words she raised her whole arm m the air, 

Aough It had been a common action with her. 

And what was the repentance that was extorted from the hard- 
ness of her heart tind the blackness of her depravity I, vindictive 
and implacable*' It may be so, to such as you who know no 
^aghteousness, and no appointment except Satan’s. Laugh, but I will 
he known as I know myself, and as Flintwmch knows me, though 
R IS only to you and this half-witted woman ’ 

‘Add, to yourself, madame,’ said Rigaud ‘I have my httle sus- 
picions that madame is rather sohcitous to be justified to herself. 

‘It IS false. It IS not so. I have no need to be,’ she said, with great 
^srgy and anger. 

‘Truly?’ retorted Rigaud ‘Hahk 

‘I ask, what was the pemtence, m works, that was demanded of 
her? “You have a child; I have none. You love that child Give 
him to me. He shall beheve himself to be my son, and he shall be 
believed by every one to be my son To save you from exposure, 
his fether shall swear never to see or commumcate with you more, 
equally to save bun from bemg stopped by his uncle, and to Save 
your child from being a beggar, you shall swear never to see or 
communicate with either of them more. That done, and your pre- 
sent means, derived from my husband, renounced, I charge myself 
with your support. You may, with your place of retreat unknown. 
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returned, ‘I would stay in it to justify myself against my righteous 
motives being classed v/ith those of slabbers and thieves.’ 

Rigaud snapped his fingers tauntingly in her face. ‘ One thousand 
guineas to the little beauty you slowly hunted to death One 
thousand guineas to tlie youngest daughter her patron might have 
at fifty, or (if he had none) brother’s youngest daughter, on her 
coming of age, “as the remembrance his disinterestedness may 
like best, of his protection of a friendless young orphan girl ” Two 
thousand guineas What' You wall never come to die money 
‘ That patron,’ she was vehementl}’^ proceeding, when he checked 
her- 

‘Names' Call him Mr Frederick Dorrit. No more evasions ’ 
‘That Frederick Dornt v/as the beginning of it all If he had 
not been a player of music, and had nor kept, in tliose days of his 
youth and prospenty, an idle house where singers, and players, 
and such-hke children of Evil turned their backs on the Light and 
their faces to the Darkness, she might have remamed in her lowdy 
station, and might not have been raised out of it to be cast down 
But, no. Satan entered into that Frederick Domt, and counselled 
him that he was a man of innocent and laudable tastes who did kind 
actions, and that here was a poor girlwithavoicefor singingmusic 
with Then he is to have her taught Then Arthur’s father, who has 
all along been secretly pining in the W'ays of virtuous ruggedness 
for those accursed snares which are called the Arts, becomes 
acquamted wdth her. And so, a graceless orphan, training to be a 
smgmg girl, cames it, by that Frederick Domt’s agency, against 
me, and I am humbled and deceived! — Not I, that is to say,’ she 
added quickly, as colour flushed into her face, ‘a greater than I 
What am I ^ ’ 

Jeremiah Flmtwinch, who had been gradually screwing himself 
towards her, and who was now very near her elbow without her 
knowang it, made a specially wry face of objection when she said 
these words, and moreover twitched his gaiters, as if such preten- 
sions were equivalent to httle barbs in his legs 

‘Lastly,’ she continued, ‘for I am at the end of these things, and 
I will say no more of them, and you shall say no more of them, and 
all that remains wall be to determine whether the knowledge of 
them can be kept among us who are here present, lastly, when I 
suppressed that paper, wath die knowledge of Arthur’s father - 
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]Bm not ^Ith his consent, }ou said ^^r Flints mcli 

10 said vsitli his consent" She started to find Jeremiah so 
hack her Jicad, looking at him vnili some rising 
s^st ou were often cnougli ben^ecn us when lie would have 
h d I would not, to ha\e contradicted me if I 

a sai , consent I say, when I suppressed that paper, I 

a e no effort to dcstros it, but kept it by me, here in tins house, 
fath^ of the Gilbert property being left to Arthur's 

time, wnthout unsettling more than die tv/o 
ha\ ' ^ade a pretence of finding it. But, besides diat 1 must 
s ^ such pretence bjr a direct falsehood (a great re- 

p nsi 1 It}), I have seen no new^ reason, in all die time I have been 
resi 1 hnng it to IighE It was a rewarding of sm, die wrong 

t o a delusion I did what I was appointed to do, and I have 
eo diese four walls, what I was appointed to under- 

en the paper w^s at last destroyed ~ as I thought — in my 
rwence, she had long been dead, and her patron, Frederick Domt, 

and imbecile He had no daughter 
2 ound the niece before then; and what I did for her, was 
tter^for her far dian the money of which she would have had no 
goo She added, after a moment, as though she addressed the 
watch She herself was innocent, and I might not have forgotten 
to relmquish it to her at my death ’ and sat looking at it. 

, ^Ball I recall something to you, wortliy madame^' said Rigaud 
he little paper vras in this house on the night when our fnend 
the prisoner — jail-cotnrade of my soul — came home from foreign 
countnes Shall I recall yet something more to you^ The little 
^gtng~bird that never was fledged, was long kept in a cage by a 
guardian of your appomting, well enough knowm to our old in- 
tnguer here Shall we coax our old intriguer to tell us when he saw 
him last^’ 

T’ll tell you* ’ cned Affer}', unstoppmg her mouth. T dreamed it, 
first of all my dreams Jeremiah, if you come a-mgh me now, I’U 
scream to be heard at St Paul’s* Tlie person as this man has spoken 
of, v^'as Jeremiah’s own twm brother, and he was here in the dead 
of the night, on the night when Arthur come home, and Jeremiah 
v,rth his own hands give him this paper, along with I don’t know 
what more, and he took it away in an iron box - Help* Murder* 
Save me from Jere-rm-ah*’ 
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Mr Flintwinch had made a run at her, but Rigaud had caught 
him m his arms midv/ay. After a moment’s wrestle with him, 
Fhntwinch gave up, and put his bands in his pockets. 

‘What!’ cried Rigaud, rallying him as he poked and jerked mm 
back with his elbov/s, ‘assault a lady with such a genius for dream- 
ing! Why, she’ll be a fortune to you as an exhibition 

All that she dreams comes true Ha, ha, ha' You’re so like him. 
Little Flintv/inch- So like him, as I knew him (when I first spoke 
English for him to the host) in the Cabaret of the Three Billiard 
Tables, m the little street of the high roofs, by the wharf at Antwerp! 
Ah, but he was a brave boy to dnnk- Ah, but he was a brave boy to 

smoke' Ah, but he lived in a sweet bachelor-apartment — furnished, 

on the fifth floor, above the wood and charcoal merchant’s, and the 
dress-maker’s, and the chair-maker’s, and the maker of tubs - 
where I knev/ him too, and where, v ith his cognac and tobacco, he 
had tv/elve sleeps a day and one fit, until he had a fit too much, and 
ascended to the skies Ha, ha, ha' What does it matter hov/ 1 took 
possession of the papers in his iron box^ Perhaps he confided it to 
my hands for you, perhaps it v/as locked and my curiosity was 
piqued, perhaps I suppressed it. Ha, ha, ha' What does it matter, so 
that I have it safe^ We are not particular here, hey, Fhntwinch^ 
Wc are not particular here, is it not so, madame.^’ 

Retiring before him with vicious counter-jerks ofhis own elbows, 

Mr Flintv/inch had gotbackintohiscomer,wherehenow stood with 

his hands in his pockets, taking breath, and returning Mrs Clennam s 
stare. ‘Ha, ha, ha! But what’s this^’ cned Rigaud Tt appears as if 
you don’t know, one the other. Permit me, Madame Clennam who 
suppresses, to present Monsieur Fhntwinch who intngues ’ 

Mr Fhntwincli, unpocketing one ofhis hands to scrape his jaw, 
advanced a step or so in that attitude, still returning Mrs Clennam s 
look, and thus addre-ssed her. 

‘Now, I know v/hat you mean by opening your eyes so v/ide at 

me, but you needn’t take the trouble, because I don’t care for it 

I’ve been telling you for hov/ many years that you’re one of the 

most opmiated and obstinate of v/omen That’s whatyoe are You 

call voursclf humble and sinful, but you are the most Bumptious 

of your sex That’s what you are I have told you, over and over 

aixaio when we have had a ntT, that you v/anted to make everything 

down before you, but I v/ouldn't go dov/n before you - that you 
g-’ 
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P'anted to su'allow up cs cr\''ljody a!i\ e hut I wouldn’t ho svnllowod 
up alive N'vHiy didn’t you destrON tiio paper v'licn )OU fu^t laid 
nands upon ir> } advised you to, but no, it’s not \oiir v'ay to take 
advice You must 1 -ecp it forsooth Porliaps you ma\' carr}' u out 
at some oilier time, forsooth As if I didn’t Know better (Inn that’ 
dunk I see your pride carrving n out, with a chance of being 
suspected of liaving kept it by vou But lint’s tiic way you cheat 
yourself Just as you cheat j ourself into making out that you didn’t 
oall this business because you tverc’ a rigorous woman, all slight, 
spite, and power, and un forgiveness, but because you were a 
s^ant and a minister, and were appointed to do it Wlio arc you, 
tyou should be appointed to do it^ That may be your religion, 
'^tlt smy gammon. And to tell you all the truth wliilc T am about 
% said MrFlmtwmch, crossing iiis arms, and becommg tlie express 
image of irascible doggedness, ‘I have been rasped — rasped tliese 
orty years — by your taking such high ground even with me, who 
ov /3 better, the effect of it being coolly to put me on low ground 
^ mire you very much, you are a woman of strong head and 
gteat talent, but die strongest head, and the greatest talent, can t 
a man for forty years widiout making him sore. So I don t care 
your present eyes Now, I am coming to the paper, and mark 
’^hat I say You put it away somewhere, and you kept your own 
counsel where You’re an active woman at that time, and if you 
lyant to get that paper, you can get it But, mark There comes a 
time when you are struck into what you are now, an en 1 you 
to get that paper, you can’t get it So it h^, long years, in ite 
hiding-place At last, when we are expecting A^iur 
day, and when any may bring him home, ^d it s 
®ay what rumma^ng he may make about die 
you five thous^ mnes, if you can’t get at at, to let me get at it, 
that It may be put m the fire But no - no one but you knows where 
11- II .^ourself whatever humble names 

you “jt tSll'y^tVamaie Luofer m appeote for powl On a 

Sunday ;rght, 

en w en ^ gt jQig tme when his father sent that 

well ^at the the rest of the story being then all 

atch jq-Qt Forget the suppression Make restitution’ 

have frightened you a bit, and the paper shall be 



I.ITTLE DORKIT 


852 

bumt after all. So, before that jumping jadc and Jezebel,’ Mr Flint- 
vnnch grinned at bis wife, ‘has got you into bed, you at last tell tae 
where you have put the paper, among the old ledgers in the cellars, 
where Arthur himself went prowling the very next morning But 
It’s not to be burnt on a Sunday night No; you are strict, you are, 
v/e must wait over twelve o’clock, and get into Monday Now, all 
this IS a swallowing of me up alive that rasps me; so, feeling a little 
out of temper, and not being as stnet as yourself, I take a look 
at tlic document before twelve o’clock to refresh my memory as to 
Its appearance — fold up one of the many yellow old papers m the 
cellars like it — and afterwards, v/hen v/e have got into Monday 
morning, and I have, by the light of your lamp, to walk from you, 
lying on that bed, to this grate, make a little cxcliange like tlie con- 
juror, and burn accordingly. My brotlier Ephraim, the lunatic- 
keeper (I Wish he had had himself to keep m a strait-waistcoat), ha 
had many jobs since die close of the long job he got from you, but 
had not done v/ell His wife died (not that that was much, mine 
might have died instead, and welcome), he speculated unsuccessfully 
m lunatics, he got into difficulty about over-roasting a patiend to 
bring him to reason, and he got into debt. He was going out of the 
way, on what he had been able to scrape up, and a tnde from me 
He was here that early Monday morning, waiting for the tide, m 
short, he was going to Antwerp, where (I am afraid you H 
shocked at my saying, And be damned to lum*) he made the 
acquaintance of this gendeman He had come a long way, and, 
thought then, was only sleepy, but, I suppose now, was drunk 
When Arthur* s mother had been under the care of him and his wife, 
she had been always wntmg, incessantly writing, — mostly letters 
of confession to you, and Prayers for forgiveness My brother 
had handed, from time to time, lots of these sheets to me I diouglR 
I might as well keep them to myself as have them swallowed up 
alive too, so I kept them in a box, looking over them when I fek 
in the humour- Convinced that it was advisable to get the paper 
out of the place, with Arthur coming about it, I put it into this same 
box, and I locked the whole up with two locks, and I trusted it to 
brother to take away and keep, till I should write about it I did 
wnte about it, and never got an answer. I didn’t know what to 
make of it, till this gendeman favoured us with lus first visit Of 
course I began to suspect how it was, then, and I don’t want his 
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word for it now to understand how he gets hts knowledge from my 
papers^ and your paper, and my brother’s cognac and tobacco talk 
(I wish he’d had to gag himself) Now, I have only one thing more 
to say, you hammer-headed woman, and that is, that I haven’t 
altogether made up my mmd whether I imght, or might not, have 
given you any trouble about the codicil I think not, and that 
should have been quite satisfied with knowing I had got the better 
of you, and that I held the power over you In the present state of 
circumstances, I have no more explanation to give you till this tune 
to-morrow night So you may as well,’ said Mr Fhntwinch, ter- 
ttunating his oration® with a screw, 'keep your eyes open at some- 
ody else, for it’s no use keepmg ’em open at me ’ 

She slowly withdrew them when he had ceased, and dropped her 
orehead on her hand Her other hand pressed hard upon the table, 

and again the curious stir was observable m her, as if she were gomg 
to rise 

This box can never brmg, elsewhere, the price it ‘will bring here, 
hs knowledge can never be of the same profit to you, sold to any 
other person, as sold to me But I have not the present means of 
taismg the sum you have demanded I have not prospered What 
you take now, and what at another time, and how am I to be 
assured of your silence?’ 

'My angel,’ said Rigaud, ‘I have said what I will take, and time 
presses Before coming here, I placed copies of the most important 
of these papers in another hand Put off the tune till the Marshalsea 
gate shall be shut for the mght, and it will be too late to treat The 
pnsoner will have read them ’ 

She put her two hands to her head agam, uttered a loud exclama- 
tion, and started to her feet She staggered for a moment, as if she 
would have fallen, then stood firm 

‘Say what you mean Say what you mean, man'’ 

Before her ghostly figure, so long unused to its erect attitude, and 
so stiffened in it, Rigaud fell back and dropped his voice It was, to 
all the three, almost as if a dead woman had risen 

‘Miss Domt,’ answered Rigaud, the little niece of Monsieur 
Frederick, whom I have Known across tlie water, is attaclied to tlic 
pnsoner Miss Domt, little niece of Monsieur Frederick, watches 
at this moment over the prisoner, xiho is ill For her I n idi my oum 
hands left a packet at die pnson, on mj' way here, widi a letter of 
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instructions, *‘fbr his sake” — she will do anything for his sake - to 
keep It without breaking the seal, in case of its being reclaimed be- 
fore the hour of shutting up to-night - if it should not be re- 
claimed before the nnging of the pnson bell, to give it to him, and 
it encloses a second copy for herself, which he must give to her. 
What! I don’t trust myself among you, now we have got so far, 
without giving my secret a second hfe. And as to its not bnngmg 
me, elsewhere, the price it wall bnng here, say then, madame, have 
you limited and settled the pnce the httle niece wall give - for his 
sake — to hush it up? Once more I say, time presses. The packet not 
reclaimed before the ringing of the bell to-night, you cannot buy 
I sell, then, to the httle girl! ’ 

Once more the stir and struggle in her, and she ran to a closet, 
tore the door open, took down a hood or shawl, and wrapped it 
over her head. Affery, v/ho had watched her in terror, darted to 
her in the middle of the room, caught hold of her dress, and went 
on her knees to her. 

‘Don’tj don’t, don’t* What are you doing? Where are you go* 
ing^ You’re a fearful woman, but I don’t bear you no lU-wiH I can 
do poor Arthur no good now, that I see, and you needn’t be 
afraid of me I’ll keep your secret. Don’t go out, you’ll fall dead m 
the street Only promise me, that, if it’s the poor thing that’s kept 
here secretly, you’ll let me take charge of her and be her nurse 
Only promise me that, and never be afraid of me ’ 

Mrs Clennam stood still for an instant, at the heiglit of her rapid 
haste, saying m stem amazement* 

‘Kept here^ She has been dead a score of years or more. Ask 
Fhntv/inch — ask him. They can both tell you that she died when 
Arthur v/cnt abroad ' 

‘So much the worse,’ said Affery, v/ith a shiver, ‘for she haunts 
the house, then Who else rustics about it, making signals by drop- 
ping dust so softly? Wlio else comes and goes, and marks the walls 
with long crooked touches vdien v/c are all a-bed ^ WIio else holds 
the door sometimes? But don’t go out - don't go out* Mistress, 
you’ll die m the strcctl’ 

Her mistress only disengaged her dress from die beseeching 
hands said to Rigaud, 'Wait here ull I come back** and ran out of 
the room. Tliey saw her, from the wandow, nm waldly through die 
court-yard and our at the gateway. 
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Fora few moments tiicy stood motionless AlFery w-ns die first 
to mo\e, and slie, wnngmg lier hands, pursued her mistress Next, 
Jeremiali Flmitvindi, slowly backing to the door, wuth one hand 
^n a pocket, and the odier nibbing his chin, twisted himscir out in 
his reticent wa\ . speeclilessi\'’ Rigaud, left alone, composed himself 
upon the "mndovr'-seat of the open window, in the old Marseilles- 
Jail attitude. He laid his cigarettes and fire-box ready to his hand, 
and fell to smoking i 

‘Wlioof Almost as dull as the infernal old jail Warmer, but 
almost as dismal Wait till she conics back? Yes, ccrtainlyj but 
where is she gone, and how long wull she be gonc^ No matter' 
^gaud Lagnier Blandois, my amiable subject, you will get your 
money You will ennch yourself You have lived a gentleman, you 
Will die a gentleman You triumph, my little boy, but it is your 
character to tnumph \Xnioof!’ 

Fn the hour of lus tnumph, Ins moustaclie went up and his nose 
came down, as he ogled a great beam over his head witli particular 

satisfaction 


CHAPTER 31 

Closed 

The sun had set, and the streets were dim in the dusty twibght, 
when the figure so long unused to them burned on its way In the 
immediate neighbourhood of the old house it attracted little atten- 
tion, for there were only a few straggling people to notice it, but, 
ascendmg from the nver by the crooked ways that led to London 
Bndge, and passmg mto the great mam road, it became surrounded 

by astomshment. , <■ r r 1 

Resolute and wild of look, rapid of foot and yet weak and im- 

certain conspicuously dressed in its black garments and with its 
humed head-covenng, gaunt and of an uneartlily paleness, it pressed 
forward, taking no more heed of the throng than a sleep-walker 
More remarkable by bemg so removed from the crowd it was 
among than if it had been lifted on a pedestal to be seen, the figure 
attracted all eyes Saunterers pneked up their attention to observe 
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It, busy people, crossing it, slackened tlieir pace and turned their 
heads, companions pausing and standing aside, whispered one 
another to look at this spectral woman who was coming by, and 
the sweep of the figure as it passed seemed to create a vortex, 
drawing the most idle and most curious after it 

Made giddy by tlie turbulent irruption of tins multitude ofstanng 
faces into her cell of years, by the confusing sensation of being m 
the air, and the yet more confusing sensation of being afoot, by the 
unexpected changes in half-remembered objects, and the want of 
likeness between the controllable pictures her imagination had often 
drawn of the life from which she was secluded and the overwhelm* 
ing rush of the reality, she held her way as if she were environed by 
distracting thoughts, radier titan by external humanity and observa- 
tion But, having crossed the bridge and gone some distance 
straight onward, she remembered that she must ask for a direction, 
and It was only then, when she stopped and turned to look about 
her for a promising place of inquiry, that she found herself sur- 
rounded by an eager glare of faces 

‘Why are you encircling me^^’ she asked, trembling 
None of those who were nearest answered, but from the outer 
ring there arose a shrill cry of ‘’Cause you’re mad** 

I am sure as sane as any one here. I want to find the Marshalsea 
prison ’ 

The shnll outer circle again retorted, ‘Then that ’ud show you 
v/as mad if nothing else did, ’cause it’s nght opposite'* 

A short, mild, quiet-looking young man made his way through 
to her, as a whooping ensued on this reply, and said. ‘Was it the 
Marshalsea you wanted? Im going on duty there Come across 
with me ’ 

She laid her hand upon his arm, and he took her over the way, 
the crowd, rather injured by the near prospect of losing her, press- 
ing before and behind and on either side, and recommending an 
adjournment to Bedlam.^ After a momentary whirl in the outer 
court-yard, the prison-door opened, and shut upon them In the 
Lodge, which seemed by contrast with the outer noise a place of 
refuge and peace, a yellow lamp was already striving with the prison 
shadows. 

‘Why, John'* said tlie turnkey who admitted them ‘What 
is it^’ 
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‘Noilimg, fatljcr, only iliis ladv not knowing her way, and being 
badgered b} tlie boys WHio did you want, ma’am 
Miss Domt Is she here?’ 

The young man became more interested ‘Yes, she is here What 
might your name be^’ 

Mrs Clennam ’ 

Mr Clennam’s mother^’ asked tlie young man 
She pressed her lips together, and liesitatcd ‘Yes She had better 
be told It IS his mother ’ 

^ou see,’ said die ) oung man, ‘ die Marshal’s family living in die 
countT}' at present, the Marshal has given Miss Domt one of the 
rooms in his house to use when she likes Don’t you think you 
had better come up diere, and let me bring Miss Domt^’ 

She signified her assent, and he unlocked a door and conducted 
her up a side staircase into a dwelling-house above He showed her 
tnto a darkening room, and left her Tlie room looked down into 
the darkenmg pnson-yard, widi its inmates strolbng here and there, 
leamng out of windows communing as much apart as diey could 
’i^tth friends who were going away, and generally weanng out their 
imprisonment as they best might that summer evening The air was 
heav)f and hot, the closeness of the place, oppressive, and from 
without there arose a rush of free soimds, like the jarrmg memory 
of such things m a headache and heartache She stood at the window, 
bewildered, looking down into tins pnson as it were out of her own 
different pnson, when a soft word or two of surpnse made her start, 
mid Little Domt stood before her 

‘Is It possible, Mrs Clennam, that you are so happily recovered 
as-’ 

Little Domt stopped, for tliere was neither happiness nor health 
in the face that turned to her 

‘This is not recovery, it is not strength; I don’t know what it 
IS ’ "With an agitated wave of her hand, she put all that aside ‘You 
have a packet left with you which you were to give to Arthur, if it 
was not reclaimed before this place closed to-night.’ 

‘Yes ’ 

‘I redaim it ’ 

Litde Domt took it from her bosom, and gave it mto her hand 
which remamed stretched out after receiving it ’ 

‘Have you any idea of its contents 
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' ^ new power of mo^'eraent 

in er, w ic , as she said lierseff, was not strength, and which was 
nnrca w 00 . upon, as though a picture or statue had been animated, 

Eittle Dornt answered ‘No.’ 

‘ Read them ’ 

Lutle Dornt took the packet from the still outstretched hand, 
an ro 'e t e seal. Mrs Clennam then gave Jier tlic inner packet that 

^ and held the other The shadow of die 

wa an ® ^ pnson buildings, which made the room sombre at 
noon, ma e it too dark to read tliere, with the dusk deepening 
apaix, save in the window. In the windov’’, where a little of the 
Unght summer evening sky' could shine upon her, Little Domt 
stoo , an read. After a broken exclamation or so of wonder and 
ot terror, she read in silence When she had f nished, she looked 
round, and her old mistress bowed herself before her 

^ You know, nov/, what I have done ’ 

I think so. I am afraid so; though my mind is so hurried, and so 
sorry, and has so much to pity that it has not been able to follow all 
I have r^d,’ said Little Domt tremulously. 

1 will restore to you what I have withheld from you Forgive 
me Can you forgive me 

I can, and Heaven knov/s I do ^ Do not kiss my dress and kneel to 
me you are too old to kneel to me, I forgive you freely withoutthat.’ 

1 have more yet to ask ’ 

‘Not in Aat posture,’ said Little Dorrit. ‘It is unnatural to see 
3^ur ^ey air lower than mine Pray rise, let me help you.’ With 

that she ra^d her up and stood rather shnnktng from her, but 
looking at her earnestly ^ 

‘The great petition that I make to you (there is another which 
grov/s out of tt), the great supplication that I address to your 
meraM and gentle h^rt, is, that you will not disclose this to 
Arthm until I em dead If you thmfc. when you have had tune for 
constdeiatton, that tt can do him any good to know ,t while I am 
yetahve, then tell him. But you will not thmk that; and m such case, 
vdll you promise me to spare me until I am dead>’ 

‘I am so Sony and what I have read has so ^confused my 
thoughts,’ returned Little Domt, ‘that I can scarcly give you a 
steady answer. If I should be quite sure that to be acquainted with 
It Will do Mr Clennam no good-’ 
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I know you are attached to him, and -will make him the first con- 
^ *■ that he should be the first consideration I ask 

iDP f f regarded him, and soil findmg that you may spare 
'I^IP ^ shall remain on earth, will you do it^’ 

God bless you!’ 

Littlf>^‘n°°*^ shadow so that she was only a veiled form to 

those th hght, but the sound of her voice, in saying 

by em ^ Stateful words, was at once fervent and broken — broken 
limbs ^ unfamiliar to her frozen eyes as acoon to her frozen 


Icanb^ tviU wonder, perhaps,’ she said in a stronger tone, ‘that 
to the ^ known to you whom I have wronged, than 

She n ^1-°^ *1 ^nemy who wronged me — For she did wrong me* 
nie A gnevously agamst the Lord, but she wronged 

mam -^^^^ur s father was to me, she made him From our 

SCO ^ dread, and that she made me I was the 

^tirge of both, and that is referable to her You love Arthur (I 
dav ^ blush upon your face, may it be the datyn of happier 
^ys to both of you!), and you will have thought already that he is 
merciful and kmd as you, and why do I not trust myself to him 
s^n as to you Have you not thought so ^ ’ 

o thought,’ said Little Domt, ‘ can be qmte a stranger to my 
sprmgs out of the knowledge that Mr Clennam is always 
^ e rehed upon for bemg kmd and generous and good ’ 

I do not doubt it. Yet Arthur is, of the whole world, the one 
person from whom I would conceal this, while I am m it I kept 
over him as a child, m the days of his first remembrance, my re- 


straming and correctmg hand. I was stem with him, knowing that 
die transgressions of the parents are visited on their offspnng, and 
diat there was an angry mark upon him at his birth I have sat with 
bim and his father, seeing the weakness of his fatlier yearmng 
to unbend to him, and forcing it back, that the child might work out 
his release in bondage and hardship I have seen him, with his 
mother’s face, looking up at me m awe from his little books and 
trying to soften me with his mother’s ways that hardened me ’ 

Tlie shrinking of her auditress stopped her for a moment m her 
flow of words, delivered in a retrospecuve gloomy voice. 

‘ For h.s good Not for die satisfaction of my in, uty What was I 
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and what was the worth of that, before the curse of Heaven' I 
have seen that child grow up, not to be pious m a chosen v/ay (his 
mother’s influence lay too heavy on him for tliat), but still to be 
)ust and upright, and to be submissive to me He never loved me, as 
I once half-hoped he might — so frail we are, and so do the corrupt 
affections of the flesh war with our trusts and tasks, but he alv/ays 
respected me and ordered himself dutifully to me He does to tins 
hour With an empty place in his heart that he has never known the 
meaning of, he has turned av/ay from me and gone his separate road; 
but even that he has done considerately and with deference These 
have been his relations tov/ards me Yours have been of a much 
shghter kind, spread over a much shorter time When you have sat 
at your needle in my room, you have been in fear of me, but you 
have supposed me to have been doing you a kindness, you are 
better informed now, and know me to have done you an injury 
Your misconstruction and misunderstanding of the cause in v/hich, 
and the motives with which, I have worked out this work, is lighter 
to endure than his would be I would not, for any worldly recom- 
pense I can imagine, have him in a moment, however blindly, throw 
me dov/n from the statton I have held before him all his life, and 
change me altogether into something he would cast out of his re- 
spect, and think detected and exposed. Let him do it, if it must be 
done, when I am not here to see it Let me never feel, while I am 
still ahve, that I die before his face, and utterly perish away from 
him, hke one consumed by lightrung and sv/allowed by an earth- 
quake.’ 

Her pnde was very strong in her, the pain of it and of her old 
passions was very sharp with her, when she thus expressed herself 
Not less so, when she added* 

‘Even now, I seeyoK shrink from me, as if I had been cruel.’ 
Little Dorrit could not gamsay it. She tried not to show it, but 
she recoiled with dread from the state of ramd that had burnt so 
fiercely and lasted so long It presented itself to her, with no 
phistry upon it, in its own plain nature. 

‘I have done,’ said Mrs Clennara, ‘ v/hat it was given to me to do 
I have set myself against evil, not agamst good. I have been an 
instrument of severity agamst sm. Have not mere sinners like myseh 
been commissioned to lay it low m all time^’ 

‘In all time?’ repeated Little Dornt. 
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‘Even if my own wrong had prevailed with me, and my own 
vengeance had moved me, could I have found no justification^ 
None m the old days when the innocent perished with tlie guilty,^ 
a thousand to one ^ \\nien the wrath of the hater of the unnghteous 
was not slaked even in blood, and yet found favour^’ 

‘ 0 , Mrs Clennara, Mrs Clennam/ said Little Domt, ‘angry 
feehngs and unforgiving deeds are no comfort and no guide to you 
and me. My hfe has been passed m this poor prison, and my teach- 
ing has been very defective; but let me implore you to remember 
later and better days Be guided only by the healer of the sick, the 
i^er of the dead, die friend of all who were afflicted and forlorn, 
patient Master who shed tears of compassion for our infirmities 
We cannot but be nght if we put all the rest away, and do every- 
^Inng in remembrance of Him Tliere is no vengeance and no inflic- 
tion of suffering in His life, I am sure There can be no confusion in 
following Him, and seeking for no other footsteps, I am certain ’ 
In the softened light of the wmdow, looking from the scene of 
her early trials to the shming sky, she was not in stronger opposi- 
tion to the black figure in the shade than the life and doctrine on 
which she rested were to that figure’s history It bent its head low 
3gain, and said not a word. It remained thus, until the first warning 
bell began to rmg 

‘Hark!’ cried Mrs Clennam startmg, ‘I said I had another peti- 
tion It IS one that does not admit of delay The mart who brought 
you this packet and possesses these proofs, is now waiting at my 
house to be bought off I can keep this from Arthur, only by buy- 
ing him off He asks a large sum, more than I can get together to 
pay him without having time He refuses to make any abatement, ' 
because his' threat is, that if he fells with me, he will come to you 
Will you return with me and show him that you already know it^ 
Will you return with me and try to prevail with him^ Will you come 
and help me with him ^ Do not reftise what I ask in Arthur’s name, 
though I dare not ask it for Artliur’s sake' ’ 

Little Domt yielded willmgly She glided away mto the prison 
for a few moments, returned, and said she was ready to go They 
Went out by another staircase, avoiding the lodge, and conung into 
the front court-yard, now all quiet and deserted, gained the street 
ft was one of those summer evenings when there is no greater 
darkness than a long twihght The vista of street and bndge was 
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plain to see, and the sky was serene and beautiful People stood and 
sat at their doors, playing with children and enjoying the evening, 
numbers were walking for air, the worry of die day had almost 
womed itself out, and few but themselves were hurried As they 
crossed the bndge, the clear steeples of the many churches looked 
as if they had advanced out of the murk that usually enshrouded 
them, and come much nearer. The smoke that rose into the sky had 
lost Its dingy hue and taken a brightness upon it The beauties of 
the sunset had not faded from the long light films of cloud that lay 
at peace in the horizon. From a radiant centre, over the whole 
length and breadth of the tranquil firmament great shoots of light 
streamed among the early stars, like signs of the blessed later 
covenant of peace and hope that changed the crown of thorns into a 
glory 

Less remarkable, now that she was not alone and it was darker, 
Mrs Clennam burned on at Little Domt’s side, unmolested They 
left the great thoroughfare at the turning by which she had entered 
It, and wound their way down among the silent, empty, cross- 
streets. Their feet were at the gateway, when there was a sudden 
noise like thunder. 

‘What was that* Let us make haste in,’ cned Mrs Clennam 

They were in the gateway. Little Domt, with a piercing cry, held 
her back 

In one swift instant the old house was before them, with the man 
lying smoking in the window, another diundenng sound, and it 
heaved, surged outward, opened asunder in fifty places, collapsed, 
and fell Deafened by the noise, stifled, choked, and bhnded by the 
dust, they hid their faces and stood rooted to the spot The dust 
storm, dnving between them and the placid sky, parted for a 
moment and showed them the stars As they looked up, wildly cry- 
ing for help, the great pile of chimneys, which was then alone left 
standing like a tower in a whirlwind, rocked, broke, and hailed it- 
self down upon the heap of ruin, as if every tumbling fragment were 
intent on burying the crushed wretch deeper 

So blackened by the flying particles of rubbish as to be unrecog- 
nisable, they ran back from the gateway into the street, ciying and 
shrieking There, Ivirs Clennam dropped upon the stones, and she 
never from that hour moved so much as a finger again, or had the 
power to speak one word For upwards of three years she reclined 
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m a -wheeled chair, looking attentively at those about her and ap- 
peanng to understand -what they said, but the rigid silence she had 
so long held vras evermore enforced upon her, and except tltat she 
could move her e\ es and faintlj express a negative and affirmative 
with her head, she hved and died a statue. 

Afferj' had been lookmg for tliem at the pnson, and had caught 
sight of tliem at a distance on the bndge She came up to receive 
her old mistress in her arms, to help to carrj' her into a neighbour- 
ing house, and to be faithful to her The mystery of tlie noises was 
out now, Affer}'', like greater people, had always been right in her 
facts, and alv'ays wrong in tlie tlieones she deduced from tliem 

When the storm of dust had cleared away and the summer night 
was calm agam, numbers of people choked up ever}’’ avenue of 
access, and parties of diggers were formed to reheve one another m 
•^SSing among the ruins There had been a hundred people in the 
house at die time of its fall, there had been fifty, there had been 
fifteen, there had been two Rumour finally setded the number at 
two, the foreigner and Mr Fhntwinch 

The diggers dug all through die short night by flanng pipes of 
gas, and on a level -widi the early sun, and deeper and deeper below 
It as It rose into its zenith, and aslant of it as it dechned, and on a 
level with it again at it departed Sturdy digging, and shovellmg, 
^d carrymg away, m carts, barrows, and baskets, went on without 
toterrnission, by mght and by day, but it "was mght for the second 
tune when they found the dirt}’ heap of rubbish that had been the 
foreigner before his head had been sluvered to atoms, like so much 
glass, by the great beam that lay upon him, crushing him. 

Still, they had not come upon Flmtwmch yet, so the sturdy 
'ftgging and shovelling and carrying away went on -witliout mter- 
^'tussion by mght and by day It got about that the old house had 
had famous cellarage (which indeed -was true), and that Fhntwmch 
had been m a cellar at the moment, or had had time to escape mto 
one, and that he -was safe under its strong arch, and even diat he had 
been heard to cry, in hollow, subterranean, suffocated notes, ‘Here 
I amr At the opposite extrermty of the town it -was even known that 
the excavators had been able to open a commumcation -with him 
through a pipe, and that he had received both soup and brandy by 
that channel, and that he had said ’with admirable fortitude that he 
was All right, my lads, -with the exception of his collar-bone. But the 
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digging and shovelling and carrying away went on without mter- 
nussion, until the rums were all dug out, and the cellars opened to 
the light, and still no Flintv/inch, living or dead, all nght or all 
wrong, had been turned up by pick or spade. 

It began then to be perceived that Fhntwinch had not been there 
at the time of the fall, and it began then to be perceived that he had 
been rather busy elsewhere, converting secunues into as much 
money as could be got for them on the shortest notice, and turning 
to his own exclusive account his authority to act for the Firm. 
Affery, remembermg that the clever one had said he would explain 
himself further in four-and-twenty hours’ time, determined for her 
part that his taking himself off within that penod with all he could 
get, was the final satisfactory sum and substance of his promised ex- 
planation, but she held her peace, devoutly thankful to be quit of 
him As It seemed reasonable to conclude that a man who had never 
been buned could not be unbuned, the diggers gave him up when 
their task was done, and did not dig down for him into the depths of 
the earth. 

This was taken in ill part by a great many people, who persisted 
in beheving that Flintwmch was lying somewhere among die 
London geological formation. Nor was their belief much shaken by 
repeated intelligence which came over in course of time, that an old 
man who wore the tie of his neckcloth under one ear, and who was 
very v/ell known to be an Englishman, consorted with the Dutch- 
men on the quaint banks of the canals of the Hague and in the 
dtmking-shops of Amsterdam, under the style and designation of 
Mynheer von Flyntevynge 


CHAPTER 32 


Going 


Arthur continuing to he very ill in the Marshalsea, and Mr Rugg 
descrying no break in the legal sky affording a hope of his enlarge- 
ment, Mr Panel's suffered desperately from self-reproaches If R 
had not been for those infallible figures v/hich proved that Arthur, 
instead of pining in impnsonmcnt, ought to be promenading m a 
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carnage and pair, and diat Mr Pancks, instead of being restncted to 
his clerkly u-ages, ought to have from tliree to five tliousand pounds 
of his ov, n at his immediate disposal, that unhappy anthmetiaan 
^ould probably lia\ e taken to lus bed, and there have made one of 
tile many obscure persons who turned tlieir faces to the wall and 
died, as a last sacnfice to die late Mr Merdle’s greatness Solely sup- 
ported by his unimpugnable calculations, Mr Pancks led an un- 
happy and restless life, constandy carrymg his figures about widi 
him in his hat, and not only going over them lumself on every pos- 
sible occasion, but entreating every human being he could lay hold 
of to go over them vndi him, and observe what a clear case it was 
I^own in Bleedmg Heart Yard diere was scarcely an inhabitant of 
note to whom Mr Pancks had not imparted his demonstration, and, 
^ figures are catclung, a kind of cyphenng measles broke out in 
that locahty, under the influence of which the whole Yard was hght- 
headed 

The more resdess Mr Pancks grew in his mind, the more im- 
patient he became of the Patnarch In their later conferences his 
Snorting had assumed an imtable sound which boded the Patnarch 
no good, likewise, Mr Pancks had on several occasions looked 
harder at the Patnarclial bumps than was qmte reconcilable with 
the fact of his not being a painter, or a peruke-maker m search of 
the living model 

However, he steamed m and out of lus htde back Dock according 
^ he was wanted or not -wanted in the Patnarchal presence, and 
business had gone on m its customary course. Bleeding Heart Yard 
hsd been harrowed by Mr Pancks, and cropped by Mr Casby, at 
the regular seasons, hlr Pancks had taken all the dnidgery and all 
die dirt of the business as his share, Mr Casby had taken all tlie 
profits, all the ethereal vapour, and all the moonslune, as his share, 
^rid, irt the form of words whicli that benevolent beamey generally 
employed on Saturday evenmgs, when he twirled his fat thumbs 
striking the week’s balance, ‘everything had been satisfactory 
to all parties — all parties — satisfactory, sir, to all parties ’ 

The Dock of the Steam-Tug, Pancks, had a leaden roof, wluch, 
frying m the veiy^ hot sunshme, may have heated the vessel Be that 
3s It may, one glowing Saturday evenmg, on being hailed by the 
lumbenng bottle-green ship, the Tug instantly came working out 
of the Dock m a higlily heated condition 
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‘Mr Pancks,’ was the Painarchal remark, ‘you have been remiss, 
you have been remiss, sir.’ 

‘What do you mean by that^’ was die short rejoinder 
The Patnarchal state, always a state of calmness and composure, 
was so particularly serene tliat evening as to be provokung Every- 
body else v/ithin the bills of mortality v^as hot, but the Patriarch 
v;as perfectly cool Everj^body was thirsty, and the Patriarch was 
dnnkjng There was a fragrance of limes or lemons about him; and 
he made a drink of golden sherry, vEich shone in a large tumbler 
as if he were dnnking the evening sunshine. This was bad, but not 
the worst The worst was, that with his big blue eyes, and his 
pohshed head, and his long white hair, and his bottle-green legs 
stretched out before him, terminating in his easy shoes easily crossed 
at the instep, he had a radiant appearance of having in his extensive 
benevolence made the dnnk for Ae human species, while he himself 
wanted nothing but his own milk of human kindness 

Wherefore, Mr Pancks said, ‘What do you mean by that^’ and 
put his hair up v/ith both hands, in a luglily portentous manner 
‘I mean, Mr Pancks, that you must be sharper with the people, 
sharper with the people, much sharper with the people, sir. You 
don’t squeeze them. You don’t squeeze them Your receipts are not 
up to the mark. You must squeeze them, sir, or our connection wiH 
not continue to be as satisfactory as I could wish it to be to all 
parties All parties ’ 

* Don't I squeeze ’em?’ retorted Mr Pancks ‘What else am I 
made for?’ 

‘You are made for nothing else, Mr Pancks You are made to do 
your duty, but you don’t do your duty. You are paid to squeeze, 
and you must squeeze to pay.’ The Patriarch so much surpnsed 
himself by this bnlliant turn, after Dr Johnson,^ which he had not 
in the least expected or intended, that he laughed aloud, and re- 
peated v/ith great satisfaction, as he twirled his thumbs and 
nodded at his youthful portrait, ‘Paid to squeeze, ^ir, and must 
squeeze to pay.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Pancks ‘Anything more^’ 

‘Yes, sir, yes, sir Something more You will please, Mr Pancte, 
to squeeze the Yard again, the first thing on Monday morning ^ 
‘ Oh' ’ said Pancks, ‘Ain’t that too soon ^ I squeezed it dry to-day, 
‘Nonsense, sir Not near the mark, not near the mark ’ 
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‘ Oh> ’ said Pancksj watching him as he benevolently gulped down 
a good draught of his mixture. ‘Anything more?’ 

‘Yes, sir, yes, sir, somethmg more I am not at all pleased, Mr 
Pancks, with my daughter, not at all pleased Besides calhng much 
too often to mquure for Mrs Clennam, Mrs Clenitam, who is not 
)ust now in arcumstances that are by any means calculated to — to 
be satisfactory to all parties, she goes, Mr Pancks, unless I am much 
deceived, to mqmre for Mr Clennam in )ail In jail ’ 

‘He’s laid up, you know,’ said Pancks ‘Perhaps it’s kmd ’ 
‘Pooh, pooh, Mr Pancks She has nothing to do with that, 
nothing to do with that I can’t allow it Let him pay his debts and 
tome out, come out, pay his debts, and come out ’ 

Although Mr Pancks’s hair was standmg up like strong wire, he 
gave It another double-handed unpulse m the perpendicular direc- 
tion, and smiled at his proprietor m a most ludeous manner 

You will please to mention to my daughter, Mr Pancks, that I 
tan’t allow it, can’t allow it,’ said the Patnarch blandly. 

Oh'’ said Pancks ‘You couldn’t mention it yourselP’ 

‘No, sir, no, you are paid to mention it,’ the blundenng old 
booby could not resist the temptation of trying it agam, ‘and you 
must mention it to pay, mention it to pay.’ 

Oh!’ said Pancks ‘Anything more^’ 

Yes, sir It appears to me, Mr Pancks, that you yourself are too 
often and too much in that direction, that direction I recommend 
you, Mr Pancks, to dismiss from your attention both your own 
losses and other people’s losses, and to mind your busmess, mind 
your business ’ 

blr Pancks acknowledged this recommendation widi sucli an 
®Oiaordmanly abrupt, short, and loud utterance of die mono- 
sj'llable ‘Oh'’ that even the unwieldy Patnarch moved his blue 
oyes in something of a hurry, to look at him Mr Pancks, with a sniff 
of corresponding intensity, dien added, ‘Anything more ^ ’ 

‘Not at present, sir, not at present I am going,’ said the Patnarch, 
finishing his mixture, and nsing widi an amiable air, ‘to take a 
bttle stroll, a little stroll Perhaps I shall find you here when I come 
back If not, sir, duty, duty, squeeze, squeeze, squeeze, on Monday, 
squeeze on Monday!’ 

Mr Pancks, after anodier stiffening of his hair, looked on at the 
Patnarclial assumption of the broad-bnmmed hat, with a momentary 
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appearance of indeasion contending with a sense of injury. He 
was also hotter than at first, and breathed harder. But he suffered 
Mr Casby to go out, without offenng any further remark, and then 
took a peep at him over the little green windovz-blinds. ‘I thought 
so,’ he observed. ‘J knew v/here you were bound to Good^’ He 
then steamed back to his Dock, put it carefully in order, took down 
his hat, looked round the Dock, said ‘Good-bye*’ and puffed 
away on his ov/n account He steered straight for Mrs Plomish’s 
end of Bleeding Heart Yard, and arnved there, at the top of the 
steps, hotter than ever. 

At the top of the steps, resisting Mrs Plomish’s invitations to 
come and sit along with father in Happy Cottage — v/hich to his 
relief were not so numerous as they would have been on any other 
night than Saturday, when the connection who so gallantly sup- 
ported the business with everything but money gave their orders 
freely — at the top of the steps Mr Pancks remained until he beheld 
the Patnarch, v/ho alv/ays entered the Yard at the other end, slowly 
advanang, beaming, and surrounded by suitors Then Mr Pancks 
descended and bore down upon him, with his utmost pressure of 
steam on 

The Patriarch, approaching with his usual benignity, was sur- 
prised to see Mr Pancks, but supposed him to have been stimulated 
to an immediate squeeze instead of postponing that operation until 
Monday. The population of the Yard were astonished at the meet- 
ing, for the two powers had never been seen there together, within 
the memory of the oldest Bleeding Heart. But they v/ere overcome 
by unutterable amazement when Mr Pancks, going close up to the 
most venerable of men and halting in front of the bottle-green 
v/aist-coat, made a trigger of his nght thumb and forefinger, applied 
the same to the bnm of the broad-bnmmed hat, and, with singular 
smartness and precision, shot it off the polished head as if it had 
been a large marble 

Having taken this little liberty with the Patriarchal person, Mr 
Pancks further astounded and attracted the Bleeding Hearts by 
saying in an audible voice, ‘Now, you sugary swindler, I mean to 
have It out with you!’ 

Mr Pancks and the Patnarch were instantly the centre of a press, 
all eyes and ears, windows were thrown open, and door-steps were 
thronged. 
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‘What do }Ou pretend to be^’ said Mr Pancks ‘W^iat’s your 
moral game^ Wliat do you go in for^ Benevolence, an't it^ You 
benevolent'’ Here Mr Pancks, apparently widiout the intention of 
hitting lum, but merch to relieve his mind and expend his super- 
fluous power in wholesome Cvcrase, aimed a blow'' at tlie bumpy 
head, wduch the bumpy head ducked to avoid This singular per- 
formance v/as repeated, to the ev'cr-increasing admiration of the 
spectators, at the end of ev'eiy' succeeding article of Mr Pancks’s 
oration 

‘I have discliarged mj self from your service,' said Pancks, ‘diat 
1 may tell you what } ou are. You’re one of a lot of impostors tliat 
are the V orst lot of all the lots to be met wndi Speaking as a sufferer 
by both, I don’t know diat I wouldn’t as soon have the Merdle lot 
as your lot You’re a driver in disguise, ^ screwer by deputy, a 
wnnger, and squeezer, and shaver by' substitute You’re a philan- 
thropic sneak. You’re a shabby deceiver' ’ 

(The repeunon of the performance at this point w'as received 
■^tli a burst of laughter ) 

‘Ask these good people who’s the hard man here They’ll tell 
you Pancks, I believe,’ 

"Rus v/as confirmed with cnes of ‘ Certainly,’ and ‘Hear!’ 
hut I tell you, good people — Casby I This mound of meekness, 
dus lump of love, this botde-green smiier, this is your dnver'’ said 
Pancks ‘If you want to see the man who would flay you ahve — 
here he is' Don’t look for him in me, at thirty shilhngs a week, but 
look for him in Casby, at I don’t know how' much a year* 

Good!’ cried sev'eral voices ‘Hear Mr Pancks* 

Hear Mr Pancks^’ cried that genrieman (after repeating the 
popular performance). ‘Yes, I should think so* It’s almost time to 
hear Mr Pancks Mr Pancks has come dowm into the Yard to-night 
On purpose that you should hear him Pancks is only the W^orks, 

buthere’sthe Wmderl’ 

The audience would have gone over to Mr Pancks, as one man, 
Woman, and child, but for tlie long, grey, silken locks, and the 

hroad-bnmmed hat. 

Here’s the Stop,’ said Pancks, ‘ diat sets the time to be ground. 
And there is but one tune, and its name is Grmd, Grmd, Grind I 
Here s the Proprietor, and here’s his Grubber Why, good people, 
when he comes smoothly spuming through the Yard to-mght, like 
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a slow-going benevolent Humming-Top, and when you come about 
him with your complaints of the Grubber, you don’t know what a 
cheat the Proprietor is! What do you think of his showing himself 
to-mght, that I may have all the blame on Monday? What do you 
think of his having had me over die coals tins very evening, because 
I don’t squeeze you enough ^ What do you think of my being, at tlie 
present moment, under special orders to squeeze you dry on Mon- 
day?’ 

The reply was given in a murmur of ‘Shame!’ and ‘Shabby! 
‘Shabby^’ snorted Pancks ‘Yes, I should think so! Tlie lot diat 
youi Casby belongs to, is the shabbiest of all the lots. Setting dieir 
Grubbers on, at a wretched pittance, to do what they’re ashamed 
and afraid to do and pretend not to do, but what they will have 
done, or give a man no rest! Imposing on you to give their Grub- 
bers nothing but blame, and to give them nothing but credit* Why, 
die worst-looking cheat in all diis town who gets the value of 
eighteenpence under false pretences, an’t half such a cheat as diis 
sign-post of The Casby’s Head here!’ 

Cries of ‘That’s true!’ and ‘No more he an’t!’ 

‘And see what you get of diese fellows, besides,’ said Pancks. 
‘ See what more you get of these precious Humming-Tops, revolv- 
ing among you with such smoothness that you’ve no idea of die 
pattern painted on ’em, or the little window in ’em I wish to call 
your attention to myself for a moment I an’t an agreeable style of 
chap, I know diat veiy well ’ 

The auditory were divided on this point, its more uncompromis- 
ing members crying, ‘No, you are not,’ and its politer materials, 
‘Yes, you are ’ 

‘I am, in general,’ said Mr Pancks, ‘a dry, uncomfortable, dreary 
Plodder and Grubber Tliat’s your humble servant There’s his 
full-lcngdi portrait, painted by himself and presented to you, 
warranted a likeness! But what’s a man to be, with such a man as 
diis for his Proprietor? What can be expected of him ^ Did anybody 
ever find boiled mutton and caper-sauce growing in a cocoa-nut 

None of the Bleeding Hearts ever had, it was clear from die 
alacrity of their response 

‘Well,’ said Mi Pancks, ‘and neidier will you find in Grubbers 
like myself, under Proprietor like this, pleasant qualities. I ve been 
a Grubber from a boy What has my life been? Fag and grind, fag 
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and gnnd, turn the wheel, turn the wheel! I haven't been agreeable 
to myself, and I haven’t been likely to be agreeable to anybody else 
If I was a shilling a week less usefhl in ten j^ears’ tune, this impostor 
■would give me a shilling a week less, if as useful a man could be got 
at Sixpence cheaper, he would be taken in my place at sixpence 
cheaper Bargain and sale, bless you* Fixed principles’ It’s a mighty 
fine sign-post, is The Casby’s Head,’ said Mr Pancks, surveying it 
With an^rthing rather than admiration, ‘but the real name of the 
House is the Sham’s Arms Its motto is, Keep the Grubber always 
at It, Is any gentleman present,’ said Mr Pancks, breakmg of! and 
looking round, ‘acquainted with the English Grammar 
Bleedmg Heart Yard was shy of claiming that acquaintance 
It’s no matter,’ said Mr Pancks, ‘I merely wish to remark that 
the task this Proprietor has set me, has been never to leave off con- 
jngatmg the Imperative Mood Present Tense of the verb To keep 
always at it. Keep thou always at it Let him keep always at it. 
I^p we or do we keep always at it. Keep ye or do ye or you keep 
always at it Let them keep always at it Here is your benevolent 
Patnarch of a Casby, and there is his golden rule. He is uncom- 
monly improvmg to look at, and I am not at all so He is as sweet as 
hmiey, and I am as dull as ditch-wmter. He provides the pitch, and 
handle it, and it sticks to me Now,’ said Mr Pancks, closing upon 
lus lafe Proprietor again, from whom he had withdrawn a httle for 

better display of him to the Yard, ‘as I am not accustomed to 
Speak m public, and as I have made a rather lengthy speech, all cir- 
^^^nnstances considered, I shall bring my observations to a close by 
requesting you to get out of this ’ 

"Phe Last of the Patnarchs had been so seized by assault, and re- 
Tnred so much room to catch an idea in, and so much more room 
^0 turn It in, that he had not a word to offer m reply He appeared 
to be meditating some Patnarchal way out of his dehcate position, 
when Mr Pancks, once more suddenly appl3ting the trigger to his 
hat, shot It off again with his former dextenty. On the precedmg 
occasion, one or two of the Bleedmg Heart Yarders had obsequiously 
pjcked It up and handed it to its owner, but Mr Pancks had now so 
Hr impressed his audience, that the Patnarch had to turn and stoop 
for It himself 

Quick as bghtmng, Mr Pancks, who, for some moments, had 
had his nght hand m his coat pocket, whipped out a pair of shears, 
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swooped Upon the Patriarch behind, and snipped off short the sacred 
locks that flowed upon his shoulders. In a paroxysm of animosity 
and rapidity, Mr Pancks then caught the broad-brimmed hat out of 
the astounded Patriarch’s hand, cut it down into a mere stewpan, 
and fixed it on the Patnarch’s head 

Before the fnghtful results of this desperate action, Mr Pancks 
himself recoiled in consternation A bare-polled, goggle-eyed, big- 
headed lumbering personage stood staring at him, not in the least 
impressive, not in the least venerable, who seemed to have started 
out of the earth to ask what was become of Casby. After stanng at 
this phantom m return, in silent awe, Mr Pancks threw down his 
shears, and fled for a place of hiding, where he might he sheltered 
from the consequences of his crime Mr Pancks deemed it prudent 
to use all possible despatch in making off, though he was pursued 
by nothing but the sound of laughter in Bleeding Heart Yard, 
npphng through the air and makmg it nng again 


CHAPTER 33 
/ 

The changes of a feVered room are slow and fluctuating, but the 
changes of the fevered world are rapid and irrevocable. 

It was Little Domt’s lot to wait upon both kinds of change The 
Marshalsea walls, during a portion of every day, again embraced 
her in their shadows as their child, while she thought for Clennam, 
worked for him, watched him, and only left him, still to devote her 
utmost love and care to him Her part in the hfe outside the gate 
urged Its pressing claims upon her too, and her patience untiringly 
responded to them Here was Fanny, proud, fitful, whimsical, fur- 
ther advanced in that disqualified state for going into society which 
had so much fretted her on the evening of the tortoise-shell knife, 
resolved always to want corafor^ resolved not to be comforted, 
resolved to be deeply wronged, and resolved that nobody should 
have the audaaty to think her so Here was her brother, a weak, 
proud, tipsy, young old man, shakmg from head to foot, talking 
as indistmcdy as if some of the money he plumed himself upon had 
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got into his moutlt and couldn’t be got out, unable to -n^lk alone 
tn anv act of his life, and patronising the sister whom he selfishly 
loied (lie alv.'a^s had diat negative merit, ill-starred and ill- 
launched Tip') because he sutlered her to lead him Here was Mrs 
Merdle in gauz\ mourning - the onginal cap wliereof had possibly 
been rent to pieces in a fit of grief, but had certainly yielded to a 
highly becoming article from the Pansian market — warnng with 
Fanny foot to foot, and breasting her with her desolate bosom every 
hour in the day Here was poor Mr Sparkler, not knowing how to 
heep tlie peace between them, but humbly inclining to tlie opin- 
ion that tjicy could do no better than agree that tliey w'cre botli 
remarkably fine w^omen, and that tliere was no nonsense about 
either of them — for w^hich gentle rccommendanon the}”^ united in 
falling upon him fnghtfully. Tlicn, too, here was Mrs General, got 
home from foreign parts, sendmg a Prune and a Pnsm by post 
et'en.' other day, demanding a new Testimonial by way of recom- 
ntendauon to some vacant appointment or other Of which re- 
markable gentlewoman it may be finally observed, that tliere 
surely never was a gentlev/oman of whose transcendent fitness for 
\acant appointment on the face of this cartli, so many people 
rpere (as tlie warmth of her Testimonials evmced) so perfectly 
satisfied — or who wms so ver}-^ unfortunate in having a large circle 
of ardent and disnnguished admirers, who never themselves hap- 
pened to want her m any capaaty 

On the first crash of the eminent Mr Merdle’s decease, many 
important persons had been unable to determine whetlier they 
should cut Mrs Merdle, or comfort her. As it seemed, however, 
^senual to the strength of their own case that they should admit 
her to have been cruelly deceived, they graciously made the ad- 
mission, and continued to know her It followed that Mrs Merdle, 
as a Woman of fashion and good breedmg who had been sacrificed 
to the wales of a vulgar barbanan (for Mr Merdle was foimd out 
from the crown of his head to the sole of lus foot, the moment he 
tvas found out m his pocket), must be actively championed by her 
order for her order’s sake. She returned this fealty by causmg it 
to be tmderstood that she wras even more incensed against the 
felonious shade of the deceased than anybody else was, thus, on the 
whole, she came out of her fiimace like a wase woman, and did 
exceedingly well 
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Mr Sparkler’s lordship was fortunately one of those shelves on 
which a gentleman is considered to be put away for life, unless there 
should be reasons for hoisting him up with the Barnacle crane to a 
more lucrative height That patriotic servant accordingly stuck 
to his colours (the Standard of four Quartenngs), and was a perfect 
Nelson in respect of nailing them to the mast. On the profits of his 
intrepidity, Mrs Sparkler and Mrs Merdle, inhabiting different 
floors of the genteel little temple of inconvenience to which the 
smell of the day before yesterday’s soup and coach-horses was as 
constant as Death to man, arrayed themselves to fight it out in the 
lists of Society, sworn nvals And Little Domt, seemg all these 
things as they developed themselves, could not but wonder, 
anxiously, into what back comer of the genteel establishment 
Fanny’s children would be poked by-and-by, and who would take 
care of those unborn little victims 

Arthur being far too ill to be spoken with on subjects of emotion 
or anxiety, and his recovery greatly depending on the repose into 
which his weakness could be hushed, Little Dornt’s sole reliance 
dunng diis heavy penod was on Mr Meagles He was sull abroad, 
but she had written to him through his daughter, immediately after 
first seeing Arthur m the Marshalsea and since, confidmg her 
uneasiness to him on the points on which she was most anxious, 
but espeaally on one. To that one, the continued absence of Mr 
Meagles abroad, instead of bis comforting presence in die Marshal- 
sea, V'as referable 

Without disclosing the precise nature of die documents that had 
fallen into Rigaud’s hands, Little Dornt had confided the general 
outline of that story to Mr Meagles, to whom she had also re- 
counted his fate The old cautious habits of the scales and scoop 
at once siiowed Mr Meagles the importance of recovenng the 
original papers, vdicrcfore lie v/rote back to Little Dorrit, strongly 
confirming her in the solicitude she expressed on that head, and 
adding that he would not come over to England * without mal mg 
some attempt to trace them out ’ 

B\ this lime Mr Henrj. Gov/an had made up his mind that it 
would be agreeable to him not 10 know the Mcaglescs He was so 
considerate as to lay no injunctions on Jus vufc m that particular, 
hut he mentioned to Mr Meagles that personally they did not ap- 
petr to him to get on together, and that he thought it would be a 
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good thing if- politely, and ^Mthout any scene, or anything of that 
sort — tliey agreed diat dicj the best fellot^s in tlie world, but 
were best apart. Poor Mr Meaglcs, wlio already sensible lliat 
he did not advance his daughter’s happiness by being constantly 
slighted m her presence, said ‘Good, Henry' You are my Pets 
husband, 's ou have displaced me, in the course of nature, if you 
^ish It, good'’ 'Plus arrangement involved the contingent advan- 
tage, whicli perhaps Heart'' Gowan had not foreseen, tliat botli 
hit and Mrs Meagles were more liberal tlian before to tlieir 
daughter, when dicir communication ■was only widi her and her 
young cliild* and tliat his high spint found itself better provided 
^atlv money, widiout being under the degrading necessity of know- 
ing whence it came 

Mr Meagles, at such a penod, naturally seized an occupation 
With great ardour He knew from his daughter the vanous towns 
which Rigaud had been haunting, and the various hotels at which 
he had been living for some time back. Tlie occupation he set 
himself -was to visit these ■with all discretion and speed, and, in the 
Event of finding anywhere tliat he had left a bill unpaid, and a box 
or parcel behind, to pay such bill, and bring away such box or parcel 
With no other attendant tlian Mother, Mr Meagles went upon 
hjs pilgnmage, and encountered a number of adventures Not the 
least of his difficulties was, tliat he never knew what was said to 
hun, and that he pursued Ins inquiries among people who never 
knew what he said to them Still, widi an unshaken confidence 
ffiat the English tongue ■was somehow the mother tongue of the 
whole world, only the people were too stupid to know it, Mr 
Meagles harangued innkeepers in the most voluble manner, en- 
^ed into loud explanations of the most complicated sort, and 
utterly renounced replies m the native language of the respondents, 
On the ground that they ’were ‘all bosh ’ Sometimes interpreters 
were called in, whom Mr Meagles addressed m such idiomatic 
terms of speech, as instantly to extinguish and shut up — which 
oiade the matter worse. On a balance of the account, however, 
It may be doubted whether he lost much, for, although he found 
uo property, he found so many debts and "various associations of 
discredit with the proper name, which was the only word he made 
tutelhgible, that he was almost everywhere overwhelmed with 
^)Unous accnisations On no fewer than four occasions the pohee 
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were called in to receive denunaations of Mr Meagles as a Knight 
of Industry, a good-for-nothing, and a thief, all of which opprob- 
nous language he bore with the best temper (having no idea what 
It meant), and was in the most ignominious manner escorted to 
steam-boats and public carnages, to be got nd of, talking all the 
while, hke a cheerful and fluent Bnton as he was, with Mother 
under his arm 

But, in his own tongue, and in his own head, Mr Meagles was 
a clear, shrewd, persevering man. When he had ‘worked round, 
as he called it, to Pans in his pilgrimage, and had wholly failed 
in It so far, he was not disheartened. ‘The nearer to England I 
follow him, you see. Mother,’ argued Mr Meagles, ‘the nearer 
I am likely to come to the papers, whether they turn up or no 
Because it is only reasonable to conclude that he would deposit 
them somewhere where they would be safe from people over in 
England, and where they would yet be accessible to himself, don t 
you see^’ 

At Pans Mr Meagles found a letter from Little Dorrit, lying 
waiting for him, in which she mentioned that she had been able 
to talk for a minute or two with Mr Clennam about this man who 
was no more, and that when she told Mr Clennam that his fnend 


Mr Meagles, who was on his way to see him, had an interest m 
ascertaining something about the man if he could, he had asked 
her to tell Mr Meagles that he had been known to Miss Wade, 
then living in such a street at Calais ‘Oho I’ said Mr Meagles 

As soon afterwards as might be in those Diligence days, Mr 
Meagles rang the cracked bell at the cracked gate, and it jarred 
open, and the peasant-woman stood in the dark doorway, saying? 
‘Ice-say! Seer' Who^’ In acknowledgment of whose address, 
Mr Meagles murmured to himself that there was some sense about 
these Calais people, who really did know something of what you 
and iliemselves were up to, and returned, ‘Miss Wade, my dear. 
He was then shown into the presence of Miss Wade. 

‘It’s some time since we met,’ said Mr Meagles, clearing lus 


throat, ‘I hope you have been pretty well. Miss Wade^’ 

Widiout hoping that he or anybody else had been pretty 
bliss Wade asked him to v/hat she was indebted for the honour o 
seeing him again ^ Mr Meagles, in die meanwhile, glanced al 
round the room v/idiout observing anything m the shape of a hox- 
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‘Why, the tnidi is, Miss Wade,’ said Mr Meagles, in a comfort- 
able, managing, not to say coaxing voice, ‘it is possible that you 
may be able to throw a light upon a little sometlung that is at 
present dark Any unpleasant bygones between us are bygones, I 
hope Can’t be helped now You recollect my daughter^ Time 
changes so! A mother'’ 

In his innocence, Mr Meagles could not have struck a worse 
hey-note He paused for any expression of interest, but paused in 
vain 

‘That IS not the subject you wished to enter on^’ she said, after 
a cold silence, 

‘No, no,’ returned Mr Meagles ‘No I thought your good 
nature might'^’ 

‘I thought you knew,’ she mterrupted, with a smile, ‘that my 
good nature is not to be calculated upon ’ 

‘Don’ t say so,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘you do yourself an injustice 
However, to come to the pomt ’ For he was sensible of havmg 
gained nothing by approaching it in a roundabout way ‘I have 
heard from my fnend Clennam, who, you will be sorry to hear, has 
been and still is very ill — ’ 

He paused agam, and again she was silent 
- that you had some knowledge of one Blandois, lately killed 
London by a violent accident. Now, don’t mistake me! I know 
It Was a sh^t knowledge,’ said Mr Meagles, dexterously fore- 
stalling an angry mterruption which he saw about to break. ‘I am 
htlly aware of that. It was a shght knowledge, I know. But the 
^estion IS,’ Mr Meagles’s voice here became comfortable again, 
did he, on his way to England last tune, leave a box of papers, 
Or a bundle of papers, or some papers or other in some receptacle 
Or other — any papers — with you beggmg you to allow him to 
leave them here for a short time, until he wanted them ^ ’ 

The question is^’ she repeated ‘Whose question is^’ 

‘Mine,’ said Mr Meagles ‘And not only mine but Clennam’s 
^estion, and other people’s question Now, I am sure,’ continued 
bir Meagles, whose heart was overflowmg widi Pet, ‘diat you 
oan’t have any unkmd feeling towards my daughter, it’s im- 
possible. Well! It’s her question, too, being one in which a par- 
ticular fnend of hers is nearly mterested So here I am, frankly to 
diat ts the question, and to ask. Now, did he^’ 
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‘Upon my word/ she returned, ‘I seem to be a mark for every- 
body who knew anything of a man I once in my life hired, and 
paid, and dismissed, to aim their questions at* ’ 

‘Now, don’t,’ remonstrated Mr Meagles, ‘don’t* Don’t take 
offence, because it’s the plainest question in the world, and might 
be asked of any one The documents I refer to were not his own, 
were wrongfully obtained, might at some time or other be trouble- 
some to an innocent person to have in keeping, and are sought by 
the people to whom they really belong. He passed through Calais 
going to London, and there were reasons why he should not take 
them v/ith him then, v/hy he should wish to be able to put his hand 
upon them readily, and why he should distrust leavmg them with 
people of his own sort Did he leave them here*^ I declare if I knew 
how to avoid giving you offence, I would take any pains to do it 
I put die question personally, but there’s nothmg personal in it 
I might put It to any one, I have put it aheady to many people 
Did he leave them here? Did he leave anjnhing here*^’ 

‘No’ 

‘Then unfortunately, Miss Wade, youknownothingaboutthem''’ 
‘I know nothmg about them. I have now answered your un- 
accountable question He did not leave them here, and I know 
nothing about them.’ - 

‘There!’ said Mr Meagles nsing ‘I am sorry for it, that’s 
over; and I hope there is not much harm done — Tattycoram v/ell, 
Miss Wade**’ 

‘Hcirnet welH O yes*’ 

T have put my foot m it again,’ said Mr Meagles, thus cor- 
rected ‘I can’t keep my foot out of it here, it seems Perhaps, if I 
had thought twice about it, I might never have given her the 
Jingling name. But, when one means to be good-natured and 
sportive wuth young people, one doesn’t think twice Her old ffiend 
leaves a kind word for her, Miss Wade, if you should think proper 
to deliver it.’ 

She said nothing as to that; and Mr Meagles, takmg his honest 
face out of the dull room, where it shone like a sun, took it ter 
the Hotel where he had left Mrs Meagles, and where he made 
the Report' ‘Beaten, Motlier, no effects!’ He took it next to the 
London Steam Packet, v/hich sailed in the night; and next to the 
Marshalsea. 
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The faithful John was on duty when Father and Mother Meagles 
presented themselves at the wicket towards nightfall Miss Domt 
was not there then, he said; but she had been there in the rooming, 
and mvanably came in the evening. Mr Clennam was slowly 
mending, and Maggy and Mrs Plomish and Mr Baptist took 
care of him by turns. Miss Domt was sure to come back that 
evening before the bell rang There was the room the Marshal had 
lent her, up-staus, m which they could wait for her, if they pleased 
Mistrustful that it might be hazardous to Arthur to see him with- 
out preparation, Mr Meagles accepted the offer; and they were 
left shut up m the room, lookmg down through its barred window 
mto the jail 

The cramped area of the pnson had such an effect on Mrs 
Me^es that she began to weep, and such an effect on Mr Meagles 
that he began to gasp for air. He was walking up and down the room, 
panting, and making himself worse by labonously fanning himself 
with her handkerchief, when he turned towards the opemng door 
‘Eh^* Good graaous’ ’ said Mr Meagles, ‘ this is not Miss Domd 
Why, Mother, look* Tattycoram*^ 

No other And m Tattycoram’s arms was an iron box some two 
feet square. Such a box had Affery Fhntwinch seen, m the first 
of her dreams, gomg out of the old house m the dead of the mght 
under Double’s arm This, Tattycoram put on the ground at her 
old master’s feet- this, Tattycoram fell on her knees by, and beat 
her hands upon, crying half m exultation and half m despair, half 
m laughter and half m tears, ‘ Pardon, dear Master, take me back, 
dear Mistress, here it is* ’ 

‘Tatty*’ exlaimed Mr Meagles 

‘What you wanted*’ said Tattycoram ‘Here it is* I was put 
ui the next room not to see you. I heard you ask her about it, I 
heard her say she hadn’t got it, I was there when he left it, and I 
took it at bedtime and brought it away Here it is*’ 

‘Why, my girl,’ cned Mr Meagles, more breatliless than be- 
fore, ‘how did you come over*^’ 

‘I came m the boat with you I v^as sitting wrapped up at the 
otiier end Wlien you took a coach at the wharf, I took anodier 
coach and followed you here- She never would have grven it up 
sfter what you had said to her about its being wanted, she would 
sooner have sunk it in the sea, or burnt it. But, here it isl’ 
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glow and raptxire that the girl was in, with her ‘Here it is*’ 
She never v/anted it to be left, I must say that for her, but he 
left It, and I knew well that after what you said, and after her 
denying it, she never would have given it up But here it is* Dear 
Master, dear Mistress, take me back again, and give me back the 
dear old name* Let this intercede for me Here it is*’ 

Father and Mother Meagles never deserved their names better 
than when they took the headstrong foundhng-girl into their pro- 
tection again 

Oh* I have been so wretched,’ cned Tattycoram, weeping 
niuch more, always so unhappy, and so repentant* I was afraid 
of her from the first time I saw her. I knew she had got a power 
over me through understandmg what was bad in me so well. It 
was a madness in me, and she could raise it whenever she liked. 
I used to think, when I got into that state, that people were all 
against me because of my first beginning; and the kinder they were 
to me, the worse fault I found in them I made it out that they 
touraphed above me, and that they wanted to make me envy 
them, when I know — when I even knew then — that they never 
ought of such a thing. And my beautiful young mistress not so 
appy as she ought to have been, and I gone away from her! 
Such a brute and a wretch as she must think me! But you’ll say a 
word to her for me, and ask her to be as forgiving as you two are? 
For I am not so bad as I was,’ pleaded Tattycoram, T am bad 
enough, but not so bad as I was, indeed I have had Miss Wade 
b ore me all this time, as if it was my own self grown ripe — tum- 
mg everything the wrong way, and twisting all good mto evil I 
wve ad her before me all this time, finding no pleasure in any- 
ing but keeping me as miserable, suspicious, and tormenting as 
^ erse Not that she had much to do, to do that,’ cned Tattycoram, 
in a closing great burst of distress, ‘for I was as bad as bad could be. 

only mean to say, that, after what I have gone through, I hope I 
shall never be quite so bad again, and that I shall get better by very 
s ow degrees 111 try very hard I won’t stop at five-and-twenty, 
sir, 11 count five-and-twenty hundred, five-and-twenty thousand!’ 

Another opening of the door, and Tattycoram subsided, and 
Little Domt came in, and Mr Meagles with pride and joy pro- 
duced the box, and her gentle face was lighted up v/ith grateful 
happiness and joy. Tlic secret was safe nowl She could keep her 
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own part of it from him, he should never know of her loss, m time 
to come he should know all tliat was of import to lumself, but he 
should nei er know what concerned her only That was all passed, 
an forgiven, all forgotten. 

‘Now, my dear Miss Dornt,’ said Mr Meagles, T am a man 
of busmess — or at least was — and I am going to take my 
measures promptl\, in dial character Had I better see Arthur 
to-night^’ 

I think not to-mglit. I will go to his room and ascertam how he 
IS But I think it will be better not to see him to-mght ’ 

T am much of your opmion, my dear,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘and 
therefore I have not been any nearer to him than this dismal room 
Then I shall probably not see lum for some little time to come. 
Btitl’U explain what I mean when >ou come back.’ 

She left the room Mr Meagles, looking through the bars of die 
^'Tndow, saw her pass out of the Lodge below him mto the pnson- 
yatd. He said gently, ‘Tatiycoram, come to me a moment, my 
good girl ’ 

She went up to the wmdow. 

‘You see that young lady who was here just now — that litde, 
<5met, fragile figure passing along there. Tatty? Look- The people 
stand out of the way to let her go by The men — see the poor, 
shabby fellows — pull off their hats to her qmte pobtely, and now 
she glides in at that doorv/ay. See her, Tattycoram^’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘I have heard tell, Tatty, that she was once regularly called the 
child of this place She was bom here, and hved here many years 
f can’t breathe here. A doleful place to be bom and bred m, Tatty- 
coram 

Yes indeed, sir' ’ '' 

‘If she had constandy thought of herself, and settled with her- 
sdf that everybody visited this place upon her, turned it against 
her, and cast it at her, she would have led an untable and prob- 
^ly an useless existence. Yet I have heard tell, Tattycoram, that 
her young life has been one of active resignation, goodness, and 
aoble service Shall I tell you what I consider those eyes of hers, 
that were here just now, to have always looked at, to get that ex- 
pression?’ 

‘Yes, if you please, sir.’ 
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‘Duty, Tattycorara. Begin it early, and do it well, and there is 
no antecedent to it, in any origin or station, that will tell against 
us with the Almighty, or with ourselves ’ 

They remained at the window, Mother joining them and pitying 
the prisoners, until she was seen coming back She was soon in the 
room, and recommended that Arthur, whom she had left calm 
and composed, should not be visited that night 

‘Goodl’ said Mr Meagles, cheenly. ‘I have not a doubt that’s 
best I shall trust my remembrances then, my sweet nurse, in your 
hands, and I well know they couldn’t be in better. I am off agam 
to-morrow mormng ’ 

Little Domt, surpnsed, asked him where ^ 

‘My dear,’ said Mr Meagles, ‘I can’t hve without breathing. 
This place has taken my breath away, and I shall never get it back 
again until Arthur is out of this place ’ 

‘How IS that a reason for going off again to-morrow morning.^’ 
‘You shall understand,’ said Mr Meagles ‘To-night we three 
will put up at a City Hotel To-morrow mormng. Mother and 
Tattycoram will go down to Twickenham, where Mrs Tickit, 
sitting attended by Dr Buchan in the parlour-window, will thmk 
them a couple of ghosts, and I shall go abroad agam for Doyce 
We must have Dan here Now, I tell you, my love, it’s of no use 
vmung and planmng and conditionally speculating upon this and 
that and the other, at uncertain mtervals and distances, we must 
have Doyce here I devote myself at daybreak to-morrow morning, 
to bnngmg Doyce here It’s nothing to me to go and find him I’m 
an old traveller, and all foreign languages and customs are alike to 
me — I never understand anything about any of ’em Therefore I 
can’t be put to any inconvenience. Go at once I must, it stands to 
reason, because I can’t hve without breathing freely, and I can’t 
breadie freely until Arthur is out of this Marshalsea. I am stifled 
At the present moment, and have scarcely breath enough to say this 
much, and to carry this precious box down-stairs for you ’ 

They got into the street as the bell began to nng, Mr Meagles 
carrying the box Little Domt had no conveyance there which 
rather surpnsed him He called a coach for her and she got into 
It, and he placed the box beside her when she was seated. In her 
joy and gratitude she lassed his hand. 

‘I don’t hke tliat, my dear,’ said Mr Meagles. ‘It goes against 
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roy feeling of what’s right, that^'ou should do homage to me - at die 
Marshalsea Gate,’ 

She bent forvi^ard, and kissed his cheek 

You remind me of die days,’ said Mr Meagles, suddenly droop- 
ing— ‘but she’s very fond of him, and hides his faults, and thinks 
diat no one sees diem — and he certainly is well connected and of a 
very good family'’ 

It was the only comfort he had in the loss of his daughter, and if 
he made die most of it, who could blame him ^ 


CHAPTER 34 

Gone 

On a healthy autumn day, the Marshalsea prisoner, weak but other- 
■wise restored, sat listening to a voice that read to lum On a healthy 
autumn day, when the golden fields had been reaped and ploughed 
^g^in, when the summer fnuts had npened and waned, when the 
green perspectives of hops had been laid low by the busy pickers, 
when the apples clustenng in the orchards were russet, and the 
hemes of the mountain ash were enmson among the yellowing 
fohage Already in the woods, gbmpses of the hardy winter that 
was coming were to be caught through unaccustomed openings 
among the boughs where the prospect shone defined and clear, free 
from the bloom of the drowsy summer weather, which had rested 
It as the bloom hes on the plum. So, from the seashore the 
ocean was no longer to be seen lymg asleep in the heat, but its 
diousand sparklmg eyes were open, and its whole breadth was m 
joyful animation, from the cool sand on the beach to the little sails 
On the horizon, drifting away like autumn-tinted leaves that had 
dnfted from the trees 

Changeless and barren, lookmg ignorantly at all the seasons with 
Its fixed, pmched face of poverty and care, the prison had not a 
touch of any of these beauties on it Blossom what would, its 
hticks and bars bore uniformly the same dead crop Yet Clennam, 
kstenmg to the voice as it read to him, heard in it all that great 
Nature was domg, heard in it all the soothing songs she smgs to 
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man At no Mother’s knee but hers had he ever dwelt in his youth 
on hopeful promises, on playful fancies, on the harvests of tender- 
ness and humility that he hidden in the early-fostered seeds of the 
imagination, on the oaks of retreat from bh^ting winds, that have 
the germs of their strong roots in nursery acorns But, in the tones 
of the voice that read to him, there were memories of an old feeling 
of such thmgs, and echoes of every merciful and loving whisper 
that had ever stolen to him in his Me. 

When the voice stopped, he put his hand over his eyes, mur- 
munng that the light was strong upon them 

Little Domt put the book by, and presently arose quietly to 
shade the window. Maggy sat at her needlework in her old place. 
Tlie hght softened, Little Dorrit brought her chair closer to his side 

‘This will soon be over now, dear Mr Clennam. Not only are 
Mr Doyce’s letters to you so full of friendship and encouragement, 
but Mr Rugg says his letters to him are so full of help, and that 
everybody (now a litde anger is past) is so considerate, and speaks 
so well of you, that it will soon be over now ’ 

‘Dear girl Dear heart Good angel!’ 

‘You praise me far too much. And yet it is such an exquisite 
pleasure to me to hear you speak so feehngly, and to — and to see,’ 
said Little Domt, raising her eyes to his, ‘how deeply you mean 
It, tliat I cannot say Don’t.’ 

He hfted her hand to his lips 

‘You have been here many, many times, when I have not seen 
you. Little Domt^’ 

Yes, I have been here sometimes when I have not come mto 
the room ’ 

‘Very often 

‘Rather often,’ said Little Domt, timidly. 

‘Every day?’ 

‘I dunk,’ said Little Dornt, after hesitating, ‘that I have been 
here at least twice every day.’ 

He might have released the little light hand after fervently 
kissing It again, but that, with a very gentle Imgenng where it was. 

It seemed to court being retained He took it in both of his, and it 
lay softly on his breast. 

‘Dear Litde Dorrit, it is not my impnsonment only that will 
soon be over. This sacrifice of you must be ended. We must leam 
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to part again, and to take our different ways so wide asunder. You 
have not forgotten what we said together, when you came back^’ 

‘O no, I have not forgotten it. But something has been - You 
feel qmte strong to-day, don’t you?’ 

‘ Qmte strong ’ 

The hand he held crept up a httle nearer his face 

'Do you feel qmte strong enough to know what a great fortune 
I have got? ’ 

T shall be very glad to be told No fortune can be too great or 
good for Little Domt.’ 

T have been anxiously waiting to tell you. I have been longmg 
and longmg to tel} you You are sure you will not take it ’ 

'Never'’ 

‘You are qmte sure you will not take half of it?’ 

‘Never, dear Litde Domt'’ 

As she looked at him silently, there was something m her affec- 
tionate face that he did not quite comprehend somethmg that 
could have broken into tears m a moment, and yet diat was happy 
^d proud 

You will be sorry to hear what I have to tell you about Fanny 
Poor Fanny has lost everything She has nothing left but her hus- 
band’s income All that papa gave her when she married was lost as 
your money was lost It was in the same hands, and it is aU gone ’ 

Arthur was more shocked than surpnsed to hear it. ‘I had hoped 
It might not be so bad,’ he said, ‘but I had feared a heavy loss 
^cre, knowmg the connection between her husband and the de- 
faulter ’ 

‘Yes It is all gone I am very sorry for Fanny, very, very, very 
sorry for poor Fanny My poor brother tool’ 

Had Ae property in tlie same hands?’ 

‘Yes' And it’s all gone. - How much do you think my own great 
fortune is?’ 

As Arthur looked at her mquinngly, vuth a new apprehension 
on him, she wididrew her hand, and laid her face down on the 
spot where it had tested 

‘I have notlung m die world I am as poor as when I lived here 
^^en papa came over to England, he confided everything he had 
to the same hands, and it is all swept avny O my dearest and best, 
^ you qmte sure you will not share my fortune with me now?’ 
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Locked in his arms, held to his heart, with his manly tears upon 
her own cheek, she drew the slight hand round his neck, and 
clasped it in its fellow-hand 

‘Never to part, my dearest Arthur; never any more, until the 
last! I never was rich before, I never was proud before, I never 
was happy before, I am nch in being taken by you, I am proud 
in having been resigned by you, 1 am happy in bemg with you in 
this pnson, as I should be happy in coming back to it with you, if 
It should be the will of God, and comforting and serving you 
with all my love and truth. I am yours anywhere, everywhere* I 
love you dearly! I would rather pass my life here with you, and go 
out daily, working for our bread, than I would have the greatest 
fortune that ever was told, and be the greatest lady that ever was 
honoured. O, if poor papa may only know how blest at last my 
heart is, in this room where he suffered for so many years!’ 

Maggy had of course been stanng from the first, and had of 
course been crying.her eyes out long before this Maggy was now 
so overjoyed that, after hugging her little mother with all her 
might, she went down-stairs hke a clog-hompipe to find somebody 
or other to whom to impart her gladness Whom should Maggy 
meet but Flora and Mr F.’s Aunt opportunely coming m** And 
whom else, as a consequence of that meeting, should Little Dor- 
nt find waiting for herself, when, a good two or three hours after- 
wards, she went out^ 

Flora’s eyes were a little red, and she seemed rather out of 
spmts Mr F.’s Aunt was so stiffened that she had the appearance 
of being past bending by any means short of powerful mechanical 
pressure Her bonnet was cocked up behind in a terrific manner, 
and her stony reticule was as ngid as if it had been petrified by the 
Gorgon’s head, and had got it at that moment inside With these 
imposing attributes, Mr F.’s Aunt, publicly seated on the steps of 
the Marshal’s official residence, had been for the two or three hours 
in question a great boon to the younger inhabitants of the Borough, 
wliose sallies of humour she had considerably flushed herself by 
resenting at the point of her umbrella, from time to time 

‘Painfully aware. Miss Domt, I am sure,’ said Flora, ‘that to 
propose an adjournment to any place to one so far removed by 
fortune and so courted and caressed by the best society must ever 
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appear intruding even if not a pie-sliop far below your present 
sphere and a back-parlour diough a civil man but if for the sake of 
Arthur — cannot overcome it more improper now than ever late 
Doyce and Clennam — one last remark I might wish to make one 
last explanation I might wish to offer perhaps your good nature 
might excuse under pretence of diree kidney ones the humble place 
of conversation ’ 

Rightly mterpretmg this rather obscure speech, Little Dornt 
returned that she was qmte at Flora’s disposition Flora accord- 
ingly led the way across the road to the pie-shop in question Mr 
F ’s Aimt stalkmg across in the rear, and putting herself m the 
■way of bemg run over, witli a perseverance worthy of a better 
cause. 

When the ‘ three kidney ones,’ which were to be a bhnd to the 
conversation, were set before them on three htde tm platters, each 
kidney one ornamented with a hole at the top, into whicli the avil 
man poured hot gravy out of a spouted can as if he were feeding 
three lamps, Flora took out her pocket-handkerchief 

‘If Fancy’s fair dreams,’ ,she began, ‘have ever pictured that 
when Arthur - cannot overcome it pray excuse me — was restored 
to freedom even a pie as far from flaky as the present and so de- 
ficient m kidney as to be m that respect like a minced nutmeg 
might not prove unacceptable if offered by the hand of true re- 
gard such visions have for ever fled and all is cancelled but being 
aware that tender relations are m contemplation beg to state that 
I heartily wish well to both and find no fault with either not die 
least, It may be withenng to know that ere the hand of Tune had 
made me much less shm than formerly and dreadfully red on the 
shghtest exertion particularly after eating I weU know when it 
takes the form of a rash, it might have been and was not through 
the interruption of parents and mental torpor succeeded until die 
mystenous clue was held by Mr F stiU I would not be ungenerous 
to either and I heartily wish well to both.’ 

Litde Domt took her hand, and thanked her for all her old 
kindness 

‘ Call It not kindness,’ returned Flora, giving her an honest kiss, 

for you always were the best afid dearest htde dimg that ever was 
jf I may take the liberty and even m a money pomt of view a 
savmg being Consaence itself though I must add much more 
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agreeable than mine ever was to me for though not I hope more ^ 
burdened than other people’s yet I have always found it far readier ' 
to make one uncomfortable than comfortable and evidently taking i 
a greater pleasure m doing it but I am wandering, one hope I wisk ' j 
to express ere yet the closing scene draws in and it is that I do trust ^ 
for the sake of old times and old sincerity that Arthur will know 
that I didn’t desert him in his misfortunes but that I came back- j 
wards and forwards constantly to ask if I could do anything for | 
him and that I sat m the pie-shop v/here they very civilly fetched > 
something warm in a tumbler from the hotel and really very nice’ ' 
hour§ after hours to keep him company over the way without his , 
knowing it.’ ' 

Flora really had tears m her eyes now, and they showed her to ' 
great advantage 1 

‘Over and above which,’ said Flora, ‘I earnestly beg you aSi' 
the dearest thing that ever was if you’ll still excuse the famihanty 
from one who moves in very different circles to let Arthur under- 
stand that I don’t know after all whether it wasn’t all nonsense 
between us though pleasant at the time and trying too and cer- 
tainly Mr F. did work a change and the spell being broken nothing 
could be expected to take place without weaving it afresh which 
various circumstances have combined to prevent of which perhaps 
not the least powerful was that it was not to be, I am not prepared 
to say that if it had been agreeable to Arthur and had brought 
Itself about naturally m the first instance I should not have been 
very glad being of a hvely disposition and moped at home where 
papa undoubtedly is the most aggravating of his sex and not 
improved since having been cut down by the hand of the Incen- 
diary into something of which I never saw the counterpart m all 
my life but jealousy is not my character nor ill-will though many 
faults.’ 

Without having been able closely to follow Mrs Finching through 
tins labynndi. Little Dornt understood its purpose, and cordially 
accepted the trust. 

‘The Withered chaplet my dear,’ said Flora, with great enjoy-i 
ment, ‘is tlien pcnshed the column is crumbled and the pyramid 
is standing upside down upon its what’s-his-name call it not giddi- 
ness call It not weakness call it not folly I must now retire into : 
pnvacy and look upon the ashes of departed joys no more but- 
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- taking a further liberty of paying for die pastry which has formed 
die humble pretext of our interview will for ever say Adieu^’ 

Mr F ’s Aunt, who had eaten her pie wath great solemnity, and 
who had been elaborating some gne\fous scheme of injury in her 
^ mind since her first assumption of that public position on die Mar- 
: dial’s steps, took the present opportunity of addressing die follow'^- 
ing Sibyllic apostrophe to die relict of her late nephew 
Bring him for’ard, and I’ll chuck him out o’ wander' ’ 

: Flora med in vam to soodie die excellent woman by explaining 
' that they w^ere going home to dinner. Mr F ’s Aunt persisted m 
’ ‘Bnng him for’ard and I’ll chuck him out o’ wander'’ 

Havmg reiterated dus demand an immense number of times, wath 
; 3 sustained glare of defiance at Little Domt, Mr F ’s Aunt folded 
her arms, and sat down m the comer of the pie-shop parlour, 
^^steadfastly refusmg to budge until such time as ‘he’ should have 
;'been ‘brought for’ard,’ and the chudong portion of his destiny 
^'accomplished 

In this condition of things. Flora confided to Litde Domt that 
^she had not seen Mr F.’s Aunt so full of life and character foi 
V Weeks, that she would find it necessary to remam there ‘hours 
; perhaps,’ until the mexorable old lady could be softened, and that 
^'She could manage her best alone. Tliey parted, therefore, in the 
.j'fnendhest manner, and with the fondest feehng on both sides 
^ Mr F.’s Aunt holdmg out like a grim fortress, and Flora be- 
^■coming in need of refreshment, a messenger w^s despatched to the 
j^hotel for the tumbler aheady glanced at, which was afterwards 
fKplemshed With the aid of its content, a newspaper, and some 
^skimming of the cream of the pie-stock, Flora got through the 
.Remainder of the day m perfect good humour, tliough occasionally 
jj^enibarrassed by the consequences of an idle rumour which circu- 
lated among the credulous infants of the neighbourhood, to the 
i^'tffect that an old lady had sold herself to the pie-shop to be made 
ijTjp, and was then sitting m the pie-shop parlour, dechmng to com- 
alete her contract Tlus attracted so many young persons of both 
q; exes, and, when the shades of evening began to fall, occasioned so 
jjihiuch interruption to the business, that the merchant became very 
j^ressing m his proposals that Mr F ’s Aunt should be removed A 
ijji’conveyance was accordingly brought to the door, which, by the 
j^domt efforts of the merchant and Flora, this remarkable woman 
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was at last induced to enter, thougli not without even then putting 
her head out of the window, and demanding to have him ‘brought 
for’ard’ for the purpose onginally mentioned As she was observed 
at this time to direct baleful glances towards the Marshalsea, it has 
been supposed that this admirably consistent female intended by 
‘him,’ A^ur Clennam. This, however, is mere speculation; who 
the person was, who, for the satisfaction of Mr F.’s Aunt’s mind, 
ou^t to have been brought forward and never was brought for- 
ward, will never be positively known 

The autumn days went on, and Little Domt never came to the 
Marshalsea now and went away without seeing him No, no, no< 
One morning, as Arthur hstened for the light feet that every 
morning ascended wmged to his heart, bunging the heavenly 
bnghtness of a new love mto the room where the old love had 
wrought so hard and been so true, one morning, as he hstened, he 
heard her coming, not alone 

‘Dear Arthur,’ said her delighted voice outside the door, ‘I have 
some one here. May I bnng some one in^’ 

He had thought from the tread there were two with her He 
answered ‘Yes,’ and she came in with Mr Meagles Sun-browned 
and jolly Mr Meagles looked, and he opened his arms and folded 
Arthur in them, like a sun-browned and jolly father 

‘Now I am all nght,’ said Mr Meagles, after a minute or so 
‘Now It’s over Arthur, my dear fellow, confess at once that you 
expected me before ’ 

‘I did,’ said Arthur, ‘but Amy told me — ’ 

‘ Little Domt Never any other name ’ (It was she who whispered 

But my*^ Little Domt told me tliat, without asking for any ^ 
furtlier explanation, I v'as not to expect you until I saw you ’ 

‘And now you see me, my boy,’ said Mr Meagles, shaking him 
by tlie hand stoutly, ‘and now you shall have any explanation and 
every explanation The fact is, I jras here — came straight to you 
from tlie Allongers and Marshongers, or I should be ashamed to 
look you in the face this day, — but you were not in company inm 
at the moment, and I had to start off again to catch Doyce.’ 

‘Poor Doyce!’ siglied Arthur. 

‘Don’t call him names that he don’t deserve,’ said Mr Meagles* 
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not poor, doing 'vtdl enough Doyce is a wonderful 
fellov. o\Cr there I assure \ou he is making out his case like a 
fouse a-fire. He has fallen on his legs, has Dan VJliere diey don’t 
■^■ant things done and find a man 10 do ’em, that man’s off his legs, 
but u here they do tvnnt things done and find a man to do ’em, that 
man’s on his legs "V ou v. on't ha\ c occasion to trouble the Circum- 
iocuuon Office an% more Let me tell you, Dan has done without 
’em’’ 

'N^fiiai a load \ou take from mv mind!’ cried Arthur ‘\^'Tiat 
happiness you gi%e me’’ 

‘Happiness?’ retorted Mr Meagles ‘Don’t talk about happiness 
u!I you sec Dan I assure you Dan is directing works and executing 
labours o\cr y onder, that it would make y'our hair stand on end to 
look at. He’s no public ofTcnder, bless you, now! He’s medalled 
and ribboned, and starred and crossed, and I don’t-know-what ail’d, 
bke a bom nobleman But we mustn’t talk about diat over here ’ 

‘N'vfiiy not^’ 

‘Oh, egad'* said Mr Meagles, shaking his head very seriously, 
‘he must hide all tliose dungs under lock and key' when he comes 
over here, Tliey won’t do over here. In diat parucular, Britannia is 
a Bntannia in the Manger — won’t give her children suclt distinc- 
tions herself, and won’t allow them to be seen when they are given 
by oilier countries No, no, Dan*’ said Mr Meagles, shaking lus 
head again. ‘Tliat won’t do here!’ 

‘If you had brought me (except for Doyce’s sake) twnce what 
I have lost,’ cried Authur, ‘you would not have given me the 
pleasure that y'ou give me in this news ’ 

‘Why, of course, of course,’ assented Mr Meagles ‘Of course 
I know that, my good fellow, and therefore I come out with it in 
the first burst Now, to go back, about catching Doyce. I caught 
Doyce Ran against him among a lot of those dirty brown dogs 
in women’s nightcaps a great deal too big for ’em, calling them- 
selves Arabs and all sorts of incoherent races You know ’em! 
Well' He was coming straight to me, and I was going to him, and 
so we came back together ’ 

‘Doyce in England'’ exclaimed Arthur 

‘There'’ said Mr Meagles, throwing open his arms ‘I am the 
worst man m the world to manage a thing of this sort I don’t 
know what I should have done if I had been in the diplomatic 
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line - right, perhaps! The long and short of it is, Arthur, we have 
both been in England this fortnight And if you go on to ask 
where Doyce is at the present moment, why, my plain answer is 
- here he is* And now I can breathe again at last!’ 

Doyce darted in from belund the door, caught Artliur by both 
hands, and said the rest for himself 

‘There are only three branches of my subject, my dear Clen- 
nam,’ said Doyce, proceeding to mould them severally, with his 
plastic thumb, on the palm of his hand, ‘and they’re soon disposed 
of First, not a word more from you about the past There was an 
error in your calculations I know what that is It affects the v/hole 
machme, and failure is the consequence You will profit by the 
failure, and will avoid it another time I have done a similar thing 
myself^ in construction, often. Every failure teaches a man some- 
if he will learn; and you are too sensible a man not to learn 
from this failure. So much for firstly Secondly. I was sorry you 
should have taken it so heavily to heart, and reproached yourself so 
severely, I was travelling home night and day to putjnatters nght, 
with the assistance of our friend, when I fell in with our fnend as 
he has informed you Thirdly. We two agreed, that, after what you 
had undeigone, after your distress of mind, and after your illness, it 
would be a pleasant surprise if we could so far keep quiet as to get 
things perfectly arrang^ without your knowledge, and then come 
and say that all the affairs were smooth, diat everything was right, 
that the business stood in greater want of you than ever it did, and 
that a new and prosperous career was opened before you and me as 
partners That’s thirdly But you know we always make an allow- 
ance for friction, and so I have reserved space to close in. My dear 
Clennam, I thoroughly confide in you, you have it m your power 
to be quite as useful to me as I have, or have had, it in my power 
to be useful to you, your old place awaits you, and wants you very 
much; there is nothing to detam you here one half-hour longer.’ 

There was silence, which was not broken until Arthur had 
stood for some tune at the window with his back towards them, and 
until his htde wife that v/as to be had gone to him and stayed by 
him. 

‘I made a remark a little while ago,’ said Daniel Doyce tlien, 
‘which I am inclined to think was an incorrect one. I said there 
was nothing to detain you here, Clennam, half an hour longer. 
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Am I mistaken in supposing tliat you would rather not leave here 
till to-morrow mommg? Do I know, witiiout being very wise, 
where you would like to go, direct from tliese walls and from this 
room?’ 

‘You do,’ returned Arthur ‘It has been our cherished purpose. 
‘Verj' well’’ said Doyce, ‘Tlien, if this young lady will do 
me the honour of regarding me for four-and-twenty hours in 
the light of a father, and will take a nde with me now towards 
Samt Paul’s Churcliyard,^ I dare say I know what we want to get 
there ’ 

Little Dornt and he went out together soon afterwards, and 
Mr Meagles Imgered behmd to say a word to his fnend. 

‘I think, Arthur, you will not want Mother and me in the morn- 
ing and we will keep away. It might set Mother thinkmg about Pet, 
she’s a soft-hearted woman. She’s best at the Cottage, and I’ll stay 
there and keep her company.’ 

’With that they parted for the time. And the day ended, and the 
night ended, and the mormng came, and Little Dorrtt, simply 
dressed as usual and having no one with her but Maggy, came into 
the prison with the sunshme. The poor room was a happy room 
that morning Where m the world was there a room so fiiU of 
quiet )oyl 

‘My dear love,’ said Arthur ‘Why does Maggy hght the fire^ 
We shall be gone directly ’ 

‘I asked her to do it. I have taken such an odd fancy. I want you 
to bum somethmg for me.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Only this folded paper. If you will put it m the fire with your 
own hand, )ust as it is, ray fancy will be gratified ’ 

‘Superstitious, darling Litde Domt? Is it a charm?’ 

‘It IS anything you like best, my own,’ she answered laughing 
' with ghstening eyes and standing on tiptoe to kiss him, ‘if you 
will only humour me when the fire bums up ’ 

So they stood before tlie fire, waiting Clennam with his arm 
about her waist, and the fire shining, as fire in that same place 
had often shone, in Little Domt’s eyes ‘Is it bnght enough now?’ 
said Arthur ‘Quite bnght enough now,’ said Little Domt. ‘Does 
tlie charm want any words to be said?’ asked Arthur, as he held 
the paper over the flame. ‘You can say (if you don’t mind) “I love 
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you’” ’ ansv/ered Little Dornt So he said it, and the paper burned 
av/ay. 

TTiey passed very quietly along the yard; for no one was there, 
though many heads were stealthily peeping from the windows 
Only one face, familiar of old, was in the Lodge When they had 
both accosted it, and spoken many kind v/ords. Little Dornt 
turned back one last time v/ith her hand stretched out, saying, 
‘Good-bye, good John 1 1 hope you v/ill live very happy, dear! 

Then they went up the steps of the neighbounng Saint George s 
Church, and went up to the altar, where Daniel Doyce v/as waiting 
m his paternal character. And there was Little Dorrit’s old friend 
v/ho had given her the Burial Register for a pillow; full of admira- 
tion that she should come back to them to be married, after all 
And they v/ere married with the sun shining on them through 
the painted figure of Our Saviour on the window. And they went 
into the very room where Little Dornt had slumbered after her 
party, to sign the Marnage Register. And there, Mr Pancks, (des- 
tined to be chief clerk to Doyce and Clennara, and afterwards 
partner in the house), sinking the Incendiary in the peaceful 
friend, looked in at the door to see it done, with Flora gallandy 
supported on one arm and Maggy on the other, and a back-ground 
of John Chivery and father and other turnkeys who had run round 
for the moment, deserting the parent Marshalsea for its happy 
child. Nor had Flora the least signs of seclusion upon her, notwith- 
standing her recent declarauon; but, on the contrary, was wonder- 
fully smart, and enjoyed the ceremonies mightily, though m a 
fluttered way. 

Little Dorrit’s old friend held the inkstand as she signed her 
name, and the clerk paused in taking off the good clergymans 
surplice, and all the witnesses looked on v/^ith special interest. ‘For, 
you see,’ said Little Domfs old fnend, ‘this young lady is one of 
our cunosities, and has come now to the third volume of our 
Registers Her birth is in what I call the first volume, she lay 
asleep, on this very floor, v/ith her pretty head on v/hat I call the 
second volume, and she’s now a-wnting her little name as a bride 
in v/hat I call the third volume.’ 

They all gave place "when the signing was done, and Little Dornt 
and her husband walked out of the church alone They paused for 
a moment on the steps of the portico, looking at the fresh per- 
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spective of the street in tlie autumn morning sun’s bright rays, and 
then went down 

Went down into a modest life of usefulness and happiness Went 
do’RTi to give a mother’s care, in die fulness of time, to Fanny’s 
neglected children no less dian to dieir own, and to leave diat 
lady gomg mto Soaety for ever and a day Went down to give a 
tender nurse and fnend to Tip for some few years, who was never 
vexed by the great exactions he made of her in return for the nches 
he might have given her if he had ever had them, and who lovingly 
closed his eyes upon the Marshalsea and all its blighted fruits 
They went quietly down into the roaring streets, inseparable and 
blessed, and as they passed along in sunshme and shade, the noisy 
and the eager, arid the arrogant and the froward and the vam, 
fretted and chafed, and made their usual uproar. 
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The Denouement of Little Dornt 

The following is a summary of the events occurring before the 
novel opens, and used m Book II, Chapters 30 and 31, to bring 
about the denouement: 

Many years ago, a Mr Gilbert Clennam put forward his orphan 
nephew (Arthur’s father) as husband for tiie Mrs Clennam in the 
story They were married. Later, this Mrs Clennam discovered that 
her husband had already gone through a form of marriage with 
another woman, who had home him a son Mrs Clennam, a v/oman 
of vindictively self-nghteous religiosity, demanded that the child 
(Arthur) be given into her own custody* if not, she would expose 
her husband, and bnng it about that his uncle cut off his financial 
support- She got her way, taking possession of the child Ardiur, 
v/hile his true mother went mad and died, and his father went 
abroad and later died too 

Meanwhile, Gilbert Clennam has heard of the existence of 
Arthur’s true mother, but all he has heard is that she was a gid 
whom his nephew had loved, but had abandoned in order to marry 
as his uncle had wished, and that she had subsequently gone mad 
and died. He has felt remorse at this, and as a kind of recompense 
has left, in a codial to his will, a thousand guineas 10 the youngest 
daughter of the man who had at one time acted as patron to this gttl 
(i e Arthur’ s true mother); or, if that man had no daughter, to his 
brother s youngest daughter. 

This man who had acted as patron to Arthur’s mother was 
Fredenck Domt he had helped her, in her youth, to be a pro- 
fessional singer But Fredenck Domt had had no daughter The 
legacy therefore became due to the youngest daughter of lus 
brother* that is to say, to Little Dorrtt herself 

But Arthur’s father had dictated the codial making this change 
in his will, to Mrs Clennam, and it had been witnessed by hersel 
and Jeremiah Flmtwinch. Mrs Clennam, however, had concealed 
the codial, hiding it m her house in a place which she alone knew 
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But then she became paralysed and could not get to it Later the 
prospect of Ardmr’s home-coming from his many years in China 
made her uneasy she saw that he might find the paper she had 
hidden Therefore, on the xen,' day of liis return, she at last re- 
vealed the hiding-place to Flintwanch, and told him to locate the 
paper and destroy it. But he did not destroy it Instead, he ga\ e it, 
with other papers (old letters, m fact, written by Arthur’s true 
mother during her madness), in an iron box, to his twin brother 
Ephraim Flmtwancli, who was at that time staying in die house 
T/us IS the incident recorded in Booh /, Chapter 4 (‘Mrs Fhntwinch 
has a Dream’) Jeremtali did diis eidier as giving him a chance to 
blackmail Mrs Clennam, or simply for the satisfaction of knowing 
that he had bested her Epliraim Flmtwinch later resided at AntW'crp 
(apparently, to be out of reach of his creditors, since he too was a 
'Debtor'). Rigaud-Blandois became one of his drinking cronies 
there, and when he died (of a fit), got possession of die box and so 
of the suppressed codial, and was dier^ore m a position to attempt 
to blackmail Mrs Clennam as she had blackmailed her husband and 
Arthur’s mother long ago 

Arthur was thus right in his early suspicions, or at least nght 
to suspect (see Chapter 5) that his father had been involved in some 
wrong done in the far past. His father’s watch wndi its monogram 
‘D N.F.’ (‘Do Not Forget’) was intended as a reminder of the 
disregarded codicil Mrs Clennam, however, read it as a reminder of 
the ‘evil-doing’ on which she had been exacting vengeance 
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A Map of Little Dor fits London 

The Mam f oec lit les of the Novel Other Places Mentioned 

Bethlem Hospital (‘Bedlam’) 
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NOTES 


PREFACE 

* ^ /F" 2r Court of Inquiry The Cnmean War, 18^4-6, the 

Roebuck Committee on the Conduct of the War, appointed January 1855 
(see Introduction, p 18) 

^ (P 35) Railroad-share epoch Dickens has in mind the mania of railway- 
speculation in the mid-iS^os, and particularly, no doubt, the career of 
George Hudson, the ‘Railway King', who in 1849 fell from a posioon of 
immense wealth and power to relative obscurity 

3 Cp 35) iTi^h Bank The reference is to the Tipperary Bank, managed by 
James Sadleir, brother of John Sadleir The latter, M P for Carlow m 
1847, later for Sligo, and m 1853 appointed a Junior Lord of the Treasury 

resigned almost at once), had overdrawn by f,zoo,ooo when 
me Tipperary Bank’s London agents returned drafts on it, as not provided 
for, on 16 February iSyd That night John Sadleir killed himself, by 
poison, on Hampstead Heath It transpired that he had also engaged m 
fraudulent practices with regard to Irish land and Swedish railway shares 

4 Cp 35) Royal British Bank Established 1849, ^nd failed m September iSjd 
through large-scale loans to members of its own Board and ‘needy 3d- 

‘ Many people of small means were involved in its collapse For 
full details, see The Times, 4 September, the Economist, <5 September, or 
the Banker's Magazine, October 1856 


BOOK THE FIRST 

CHAPTER I 

I. (p 40) Cicala Cicada. 

^ Cp 43) Strachino cheese A North Italian cream cheese. 

3 W 44) Death of my life / Literally from Fr ‘Mort de raa vie’ several of 
mgaud s tncl.s of speech are constructed in this way 

4 Cp 45) Compagnon de la Majolame Mar^olaine, marjoram For details of 

r Dickensian, 1909, p 41, and 1928, p 157 

5 \P 40 Cigarettes This has some special point, in that at the time of the 
story (c 1826 see the opening words of Chapter i) agarettes were suU ari 
unusual delicacy 


CHAPTER 2 

^ Cp "^C) Foundling Hospital See map Thomas Coram (1668—1751), ship’s 
raptain and philanthropist, set up the Foundlmg Hospital in 1741 It was 
demolished in 1926 (the present hospital is at Berkhamsted), but his name 
wrvives in Coram St and Corara’s Playing Fields, W C i 
^ (p 57) In fall fg In all his finery This may be from the phrase ‘in full 
figure’ used at the time of fashion plates 
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3 (p 58) Captain Cook James Cook (172S-79), son of a Yorkslure farm- 
labouurer, entered the navy as an able seaman, later became a captain and 
naval surveyor of Newfoundland and I-abrador, and in several voyages 
during the 1770s explored Ncu' Zealand, die cast coast of Australia, tlie 
Antarctic and parts of the Pacific. 

4 (p 60) /n^:irtg,an(f5aji(fin|f Sandwasspnnlvlcdoverwntingtodry theink. 


CHAPTER 3 

1 (p 67) Ugly South Sea gods The Easter Island sculptures were acquired 
b> the Bnush Museum shortly before tile not el was tmtten (Id) 

2 (p 68) Blue-eyed Maid Called after tlie Blue-eyed Maid Tavern winch 
titen stood in Southwark. Dickens mentions this again in The Uncom- 
mercial Traveller 

3 (p Ci") Calender A kind of dervish TTig' story’ is in The Arabian Nights 

4. (p 68) DeadCy sewer The River Thames before the drainage improve- 
ments of 1859 

5 (P <59) Dreary Sunday For other comments by Dickens on this matter, 
see Introduction^ p 17 and note 

6 (p 69) Frock and drapers The mid-Victonan dress for boys up to four or 
five. 

7 (P 70) More crookedly and closely then Much minor reconstruction accom- 
panied the building of New London Bndge, 1824-31, and subsequent 
improvements 

8 (p 70) ZfeZiO'i' Giovanni Belzom (1778-1 823), weight-lifter and Egyptian 
explorer 

9 (p 71) Jack-towels Ornamental swags, and putti 

10 Cp 75) fFatch-paper ‘A disc of paper, silk or other matenal, inscribed 
with an ornamental design, a picture, rhyme, or odier device, inserted as a 
lining pad m the outer case of an ola-fashioned "watch ’ (O E.D ) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 (p 81) Like King Alfred King Alfred is said to have invented a lantern 
which measured the passmg of tune by the regular burning of candles lit 
one after another See Assei’s Lifeof Alfred, Chapter 104. Dickens might 

well have read this in 5p:0«£«g/wACAronrc/«(ed T A Giles), nubbshed 

m Bohn's Annquanan library in 1848 

2 Cp 82) Cabhage-headed Tallow candles took this shape, if not snuffed 
from time to time. 

3 (p Zf) All friends round St Paul’s An expression which Dickens has 
adapted from the proverbial ‘all friends round the Wrekm’ (The Wtekin 
IS an isolated hill in the plam of Shropshire.) 


CHAPTER 5 

^ (p 93) Consideration money Quasi-l^gal wages 
* Slack f gures Ongmally gilt ones, but tarnished to blackness 

3 (P 9S) Small beer Weak beer 



90Z 


LITTI C DORRIT 


CIIAPTLR 6 

^ (p 97) Marshalsea See map The pri<;on ntnehed in the time of 
Edward III to the Earl ^farshal's Court, or Marsinisca Court, which tnea 
offences by servants of the Royal Houscliold, stood about half-v'ay be- 
tn'ccn St George's Church and London Bridge, and was rcmcnedin 17^ 
to the site it occupied at the time of the novel In its later years it wasu^ 
for the imprisonment of debtors, and in 1 8 •jp it was closed Dickens’s father 
John Dickens was imprisoned tlicrc for debt from 20 rtbrunry to 34hi3y 
J824, and Dickens therefore had memories of it from almost exaedy the 
time in v/hich he set the book See G F Young, The Dlchcnffan, 1932, P 
219 for furdier details (D) See Note to the 1973 edition, p 12 

^ fp ')~f) Ri^iht little, tight island From a patriotic song by 

Charles Dibdin (’1745-181/^) (ID 

3 CP 99) Comer pm The front pm (of nine) in the game of skittles 
4- (p 100) All-fours A ‘low game’ (Johnson) of cards ' . 

7 (p too) Sea-jacket A double-breasted ‘rcefcr-coat' hence the point 01 

‘eminently short of buttons' in die next line 

6 (p 101) Gallipots Gla7cd earthenware jars 

7 (p tor) Paunch trade. Cat’s-meat stalls 

8 (p la^) Change nmepence short Ninepence was then the cost of three 

tots of gin (H) 

9 (p 107) Tustian ‘A 1 ind of coarse cloth made of cotton and nax 
(O E D ) The plasterer's apron 

CHAPTER 7 

1 (p 109) Hard-bake Dark toffee studded v/ith almonds 

2 (p ir2) Set to his creditors, etc TJiese terms are all from nineteenth- 

century square dances hi c the quadrille, lancers, etc 

3 (p 113) Play the ka The ‘I it’ was a small fiddle used by die dancing- 
master while playung and teaching at once. 

4. (p 11 f) Palace Court The Marshalsea Court .< 

f Cp iiD Clifford's Inn Situated in Tlect Street (see map), dating from the 
fourteenth century, demolished 1934 

6 (p 117) Mock auction m Moorfields Now die site of Finsbury Circus, 
then a place for fairs, outdoor preachers and hucksters’ stalls Tip was 
evidently employed as a huckster’s accomplice, to mix with the crowd and 
create confidence by fake bids 

CHAPTER 8 

1 (p 128) Marshal The Deputy Marshal and Keeper of the prison (infor- 
mation supplied by Mr Angus Easson set p 12) 

CHAPTER 9 

t (p 131) Putr Set map. The cheap clothes market in Rosemary Lane, 
renamed Royal Mint Street in iSto and now covered by railv ay depots 
(H) 

2 (p i-if) The Iron Bridge OIdSouihv/arkBridge,buiItin ironin i8iy-ip 

3 (p t^5) Beau Nash Richard Nash (i<j74-i 762), famous dandy 
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4 (p 140) 5/eeJz/jg' //eart yar4/ Theyard of the Bleeding Heartinn, Charles 

Street, Hatton Garden the name refers to the five ‘Sorrowful Mystenes 
of the Rosary and is of medieval ongm (H) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 (p 145) How not to do tt This now means, m colloquial English, how to 
mis-do It here it means how to avoid domg anything whatever 

2 (p 146) Perpetrators, and victims, of political 

‘jobbery’ This use of ‘jobbed’ is not recorded in O E D 

3 (p 149) /rt r^e way Within reach, at hand Cf Mansfield Park, y^n\ ‘I 
came here to rehearse it with Edmund, but he is not in the way ’ (O E D ) 

4 (p 132) Bills of mortality Penodically pubUshed official returns of the 
deaths m a certam district. 109 parishes m and around London had had 
such returns weekly for a long time, and were known as ‘ within the bills of 
mortahty’ (H) 

3 (p 138) Nobs snobs ‘Nob’ is short for nobleman a common anti- 
thesis V 

6 (p 161) Newgate Calendar A popular account of notorious crimes, pub- 
lished m a number of volumes between 1773 ^d 1826 


CHAPTER 1 1 

1 (p 167) Drainage The drainage ‘board’ 


CHAPTER 12 

1 (p 176) Royal hunting-seats The ‘old rustic road’ is Theobalds Road, 
which ran to Theobalds m Hertfordshire James I had a hunting-lodge 
there (H) 

2 (p t'jG) Tambour-worker ‘Tambour a circular frame of one hoop fitung 
vathin another, in which silk, mushn, or other matenal is stretched for 
embroidery ’ (O JL D ) 

3 (p 181) Sally Plormsh’s infe is ‘Mary’ in Book II Chapter 27 

^ r CAoiwier Not merely a ‘seller’ tlie word was common parlance 

for a fraudulent dealer, a horse-coper 

f (p 184) IPan Obsolete (^) Cockney for ‘van’ 


CHAPTER 13 

t (p Valley Tint of the Ri\cr riect, now in a culvert 
2* (p 187) List shoes Slippers of a coarse cloth 

3 Cp 189) Cross-cut ‘A direct path bctw'een two points, transverse or 
d< iponal to the main way ’(OLD) 

4 \p 193) Mother-of-pearl fish Small counters used in family card-games 

5 VP 194) /kft se^e^\Ld back Flic obsolete Chinese custom of binding up 
girl children’s feet from infancy to keep diem small 

Vp las) Paid ard Virginia Bcmardin de Samt-Picrrc’s celebrated ro- 
mance Paul Cl TTrginie (178S) 

7 Cp 196) jlllthe II ay to Scotland Probably tlic reference is to Gretna Green 
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8 (p 2az) The Whole Duty of Man A celebrated devotional manual pub- 
lished anonymously m 1658, perhaps by Richard Allesrrce, later Provost of 
Eton 

9 (p 203) Them Mails The fast Mail-coaches for Wood Street, see map, 
Lad Lane ran off Wood Street 


CHAPTER 14 

I (p 21 y) The leading thoroughfare The Borough High Street. 

CHAPTER j6 

1 (p 216) Towards Tmd enham A v/alk of about fifteen miles 

2 (p 236) Look out. ‘ Object of desire’ O E D , but no illustration after 
1793 Dickens may be using an old-fasluoncd expression dehberately 

3 (p. 237) Guercino Bologna School, i590-i<5(>6, Scbastiano del Piombo, 
Roman School, 1485-1547 

4- (p 241) Church Don’t forget you are m church 

5 (p 242) Buchan s Domestic Medictne Published in 17^9 by William 
Buchan, sold 800,000 copies in ten years (H) 

CHAPTER 17 

1 (p 247) Kingston About three miles up nver from Twickenham 

2 (p 247) Sec tt on fire The proverbial expression ‘he won't set the Thames 
on fire’ for an idler or weakling 

3 (p 250) Apartments in the Palace One of the ‘grace and favour’ 
ments Plotted in Hampton Court Palace to distinguished servants of the 
Crown on retirement, or to their widows 

4. (p 251) Cofin An allusion to the legend that Mahomet’s coffin (at 
Medina) floats in rmd-air in his tomb 

5- (p 252) Flask of the golden water T W Hill says that this story is m the 
Arabian Nights, but I have been unable to trace it. 

CHAPTER 18 

1 (p 258) Horsemonger Lane Jail The Lane lay south of (or perhaps ran 
across) the Borough High Street, and was renamed Union Street in 1865 
In medieval times it was the entry into London from the south Tlie jml 
was erected in 1798 in accordance with the recommendations of John 
Howard the pnson reformer but ‘pleasant establishment’ is presumably 
ironical 

2 (p 258) Life-stie Highlander Such a figure, in full costume, and holding 
a snuff-box, has long been the tradiuonal sign for a tobaccomst’s shop One 
tvas snll to be seen until recently in the Strand 

3 (p 2<Sa) Toll-plate The brass plate at the toll-keeper’s window the 
Southwark Bndge remained a toll-bndge until 1864 The ‘Middlesex side 
IS the north side. 

4 (p 262) Height So in the Dickens edition of 1867 the original issue had 
‘ hcighth’, which may be preferable in the context 

5 (p 263) Slop-work Cheap ready-made clothing (onginally of seaman’s 
clothes) 
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CHAPTER 19 

1 (p Flaring gaslight A recent introduction in tile 1820s Pall Mall was 
the first street to have gash^t (m 1807), the last oil Jamps disappearing 
(fiom Grosvenor Square) in 1842. (H) 

2. (p 273) Jad-rot Dickens appears to ba\e coined this expressive word 
3 (p 273) A classical daughter Euphrasia, daughter of King Evander of 
Syracuse, whom she fed when he was in prison with die milk of her breasts 


CHAPTER 20 

I (p 282) ‘Mugged' at htm. Pulled faces at him 

2- (p 284) Powder going before , stopping behind The footmen escortmg 
them 

3 (p 289) Zo the poor Indian ‘Lo, the poor Indian! whose imtutor’d mmd/ 
Sees G o D m clouds, or hears him in the wind ' (Pope, Essay on Man, I 
99—100 ) 


CHAPTER 21 

1 (p 292) Hatchment Achievement, it is the coat-of-arms of a man, dis- 
play^ on the front of his house after his death 

2. (p 292) Midas without the ears The legend of King Midas of Phrygia, 
who could turn everything he touched mto gold, but had asses’ ears 

3 (P ^93) Storr and Mortimer Fashionable jewellers of the penod, m New 
Bond Street (H) 

4 - (p 294) Son-in-law An accepted term at this time for step-son (H) 

5 (p 294) Dinner giving 1 e. bemg given. 

6 ^ 295) Jack m the Green A tradmonal May-day figure who went m the 
spring procession hidden inside a fiumework of newfy-cut leafy branches 
The reference is to the full skirts of the time 

7 (p 29(9 Judith The Jewish herome, slajer of Holofemes while he slept 
(see the Book of Judith in the Old Testament Apocrypha) The reference 
proves later on to have much pomt. 

8 (p ^06^ Invulnerable aryfcAifler The Homeric hero Achilles, however, 

had one vulnerable pomt die heel by which his mother held him whfle she 
dipped him in the Riv er St>^ to make him immune to mjury 


CHAPTER 22 

6 (p 307) The George A small part of Ais old gallcried inn m Boroueh 
High Street still survives as National Trust property ^ 




'■ of” Iy„c by 

2 (p 3 t6) Golden b^A-- I bond JmrMcdfrotn'Lcdtsinstesxn a 

^er the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bon 1 be brokS^ ’ ^ 
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CHAPTER 24 

I (p. 330) Man tn the iron mask A famous state pnsoner in France (identity 
unknown) who died in 1703 after about thirty years in the BasuHe. 

2. (p 330) The Spartan boy A Spartan boy is said to have stolen a 
hidden it under his clothes, and not cned out even when it gnawed his 
entrails out- 

3 (p* 33 0 At full speed 

4 (p You must kno>v . . Dickens appears to construct Flora's thought 

process here from jumbled recollections of the story of Cam (Gen iv, ij), 
WordsT7/orth, Prelude^ IX, 108-9, and either the legend of Pygmahon or 
the last scene of The Winter's Tale 

5 (P 33 ^) Brought home like the fifth of November. Effigies of Guy Fawkes 
V ere (and still are) earned throii^ the streets by children. 

6 (p 333) Laid up tn ordinary. A nautical phrase, used of a ship out of com- 
mission but sull afloat. 

7. (p. 336) Grabber ‘ One who gets together wealth by sordid or con- 
temp able means ’ (O E D.) 

CHAPTER 25 

I (p 343) Pentonville See map. 

2 - (p ' 1 ,^ 1 ') Flour-dredger . . coffee-biggin ‘Dredger, a box with a perforated 
lid for spnnkling powder over anj^ing', ‘a l-ind of coffee-pot contain!^ 
a strainer for the infusion of the coffee' (O E D ) The latter was invented 
late in the eighteenth century by a Mr Biggin- 

CHAPTER 26 

t (p 314 ) London Wall See map 

2- (p. 360) Bohemians This does not have its modern meaning Sec Intro- 
duction^ pp 19-20, and note the force of the v/ord ‘tents’ m Dickens s 
running-title to p 359 


CrtAPTER 27 

r. fp 374) Spotted dogs Dalmatians were often used as carnage dogs 


CHAPTER 29 

r (p 'fi,?') Cuitom House, etc For these references, see map and legend to it 
^ 'P 'Y)’)) Turned colourless Presumably the sound of ‘a tremble, a rumble 

and a fill of come liglit dry matter’ revives in Blandois a fear of being 
guillo’ircd The ruming-titlc stresses this inadcnt Perhaps it comes to 
1 avc "no-'hcr s'gniiicnncc beffire rhe novel ends 

CHAPTEP 30 

T (p 3wT) You ge’ here I The vnsitor’s apparent recogniuon of Flinr"'inch ir 
t-p atrc-3 (o-’ardv the end of the book 
a, (p -,• 7 '^) CompUmeot This pn-sumablj means, in tiK context, kiss (he 
T-f'jnir ' V rot recordea tn OLD 
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CHAPTER 31 

1. (p 414'i T iop^ncf See Luke x 35 

2 fp Pollard o!d men Work!iou<e innntes wntli cropped hair 

3 (p 4Z0) Bruiei-d TCi-d rromlsanlj xht 3 

4 (p 428) Other fcoflcs hats Mr Domi has applied to liis o-un posinon 
tiic remarks -a Jiicl) Tip intended to apply onK to lumself 


CHAPTER 32 

t (p 433) Of your v-holc life Artliur is in fact forty (see Chapter z) and 
Little Domt iv, entj -tr. o 

z, (pi 436) White sand ‘MTiitc sand and grej' sand/VvTio'lI buy mj'- white 
sand,/ \^Tio’l! buv m\ gre\ sand ’ A iradiuonal tlirce-part ‘round’ 

3 (p 4 yi) Pipes in faggots Bundles probabh of long clay ‘churchwardens’, 
‘double’ stout means double strcngtli, cf Don Juan, xvi, 77, ‘A mighty 
mug of. double ale.’ 


CHAPTER 34 

I (p 450) Scy-pottnt art See The Tempest, V i 50 

2. (p 452) Pass the bottle of smoh Keep up the fiction of sonal co-operative- 
ness, as in the onental (and tlierefore, the imphcanon is, indolent) custom 
of sharing a hookah pipe. 

3 (p 457) ddove down A ship is ‘hove down’ when beached and turned over 
on one side. 


CHAPTER 35 

r (p 462) A speculation Miss Rugg’s action for breach of promise (see 
p 344) 

2, (p 463) Distance lends enchantment A quotation from Thomas Camp- 
bell's Pleasures of Hope (1799) 

3 (p 463) Woodpecker Tapping A song by Thomas Moore which Dickens 
also menuons in David Copperfield and Martin Chicpfewn (H) 


CHAPTER 30 

(p 476) Fettered African TTe reference is to a Wedgwood medallion 
issued m 1768, showing a N^ro m chains, and beanng the wnrds Hater 
adopted by the Ana-Slavery Soaety) Am I not a man and brother?’ fm 
(p 480) Sir Roger de Coverley For this inadent see Addison Trrrr . 
^0112 The incident was pamted by Dickens’s fhend C R^LefC R a"’ 
(P 481) Bundled up the steps of private carnages could ijw 

dovm for access and then folded up again. “ ^ 


9o8 


LITTLE DORRIT 


BOOK THE SECOND - 

CHAPTER I 

I Cp 484) Dead travellers The mortuary at tlic Great St Bernard moi^tery, 
seen Dickens m 1846, and described by him in a letter to John Forster 
(6 September 1846), 


CHAPTER 2 

I (p 501) Phcentx This relates to Mrs General’s assertion later that her 
‘case’ IS pecuhar, and has no parallel 

CHAPTER 3 

X. (p ')X<)) Again Again streets below Dickens is portraying North 

Italy under the Austrian military occupation after 1815 

CHAPTER 5 

1 (p 52.5) Enchanted carpet See the story ‘Pnnce Ahmed’ in The 

Arabian Nights , 

2 (p 525) Hoodmnked, Used here hterally, to mean ‘covered up from sight 

3 (p 525) This cannot refer literally to the famous Bndgeoi 

Sighs’ m Venice, since Mr Domt’s house is on the Grand Canal, but the 
veiled, generic reference to it here has its irony, smce its effect is almost to 
identify the house with the state prison of Venice. 

4. (p 527) Mr Eustace John Chatwode Eustace, author of.<^ Classical Tour 
through Italy in i 8 oz (4 vols, 1817) 

5 (p 537) Nattonalbenefits Dickens certainly intends the unconscious irony 

of dus to reflect Domt’s own preoccupation mth money, and, more 
widely, the quahty of life m ‘ Clennam and Flmtwmch’ — and the Marshal- 
sea. 


CHAPTER 6 


I (p 549J Gaby Simpleton 

^ ^ 553) GW Fde Shrewd old fellow The leaves are of course a laurel 
crown 

3 (p 555) Dove in a cottage Perhaps a corruption of Love m a Village, a 
comedy by Isaac Bickerstaafe, published 1763 , 

4 * (^P 55 *^ Dead as the Doges The Doges of Venice ceased after Napoleon s 
conquest in 1799 An ‘eye-pun’ 


CHAPTER 7 

I fy) 560) 77 ioiArc/i£/mr/)W In 1851 a famous walkernamed Searle had ivuftccT 

a thousand miles m a thousand consecutive hours at the Red House, 
Battersea. (H) 

fp 561) Macenas C Cilnius Maicenas (d 8 b c.), wealthy patron and 
benefactor of Virgil and Horace 
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CHAPTER 9 

* Cp 58^) Addphi See map \t. tlic time of die novel, Robert Adam’s 
famous temce (bmtt 176'^^) looked dtrecti\ on to the Tlinmcs 

^ (p 586) Nearest hni^c of stone Old Waterloo Bndge, architect John 
Rennie 

3 (p 59<3) fai/if/m Bu\ your ov n meals etc 

4 (p D^an^ gladtator A celebrated antique sculpture in tile Cnpitohne 
Museum, Rome, nov tliought to be of a Gaulish v.'arrior 

5 (p ’i^o) Bel cJcTij The 'Apollo Bclacderc’. a celebrated sculpture, 
Roman copj of a Greek tlurd-ccntun, b c. figure Nov in die "Vatican 
Museum 

® (P S5X>) Venice Preserved A tmtrcd3’ bj' Thomas Otv'ay, published in 
i68a, frequenth rcaivcd during die carlv nineteenth century 

7 (p Pelennr 'Alongnarrov cape v. idi ends comuig down to a 
point m front, usually of lace or silk, or of the material oi the dress ’ 
(OED) 


CHAPTER 10 

I (p 6ca) Bagmg *A wig fashionable in the cigiiteenth century, die back 
hair of V Inch was enclosed in an ornamental bag ’ (Sic, OED) 


CHAPTER 12 

I (p 613) fPTuttington Rjchard Whnangton (d 1423), a munificent 
Lord Mayor, and subject of die legend of ‘Dick Whittington' 

3 (p 614) ‘In Banco' Lat. ‘on the bench’ sitting as a full court, not on 
circuit. 

3 (p 613) Captain Macheath Hero of John Gay’s famous The Beggar’s 
Op>era (1728) 

4 . (p 616) Celebrated acquaintance Menuoned, tliough not named, m Bos- 
well’s of Johnson. ri ^ 

J (p 616) Cwjp/jwn/rc This sounds like a reproduction of the Cuyp‘ Cattle 
and Figures’ in die National Gallerj (H) 

(p 617) Dame’s house Before the time of house-masters at Eton, lady 

housekeepers were employed (H) 11 , ^ 

7 fo 62^ Buhl table Wood inlaid wnth brass scrollwork, first made by 

Charles Buhl for Louis XIV 


CHAPTER 13 

1 (p 627 ) Crack end The ‘smart’ end 

CHAPTER 14 

' , (p 645) Gate of the People The ‘ Porta del Popolo ’ is on the north side of 
Rome, Albano is a pros^rous resort to the south of the atv ^ ^ 

,, /p 648) Cat in gloves A cat m gloves catches no nuce’ tL r 

<548) Mother-in-lawed For step-mother. 


see note to p 
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CHAPTER I 5 

1. (p 6 ( 56 ) Little Marplot In Mrs Centhvre’s The Busybody (i?®?)* ^ 
well-meant offiaousness of the character Marplot constantly endanger^e 
love-affairs of the mam characters, and die name became proverbial Ine 
irony is of course at Fanny's expense , , 

2 (p 667) Beggar's Petition A poem by the Rev Thomas Moss (published 
1769), the customs officers all required their palms greasing before tliey 
would let the ‘trousseau’ pass Bclisanus was Justinian’s famous general 
who died, according to report, a convict and a beggar 

3 (p 668) She- Wolf According to legend, Romulus and Remus, the 
founders of Rome, were suckled by a she-wolf 

4 (p 668) Slough of Despond The phrase from Runyan’s Pilgrim's Progress 
refers both to the bad roads which the bndal couple encounter as soon as 
they leave the aty, and also to the emotional aftermath of the wedding ^ 

5 (p 671) Ghoule in gloves A common spelling for ‘ghoul’ in Dickens s 
time. TTie phrase picks up the ‘cat in gloves’ on p 648 


CHAPTER 16 

I (p 672) Popular conception of Guy Fawkes A children’s ‘guy’ with coat 
but no hands 

2. (p 678) Theatrical snow. Small scraps of paper (H) 


CHAPTER 17 

I (p 683) Bsisty screw ‘Surly’ and ‘stmgy’ person (O E D.) But the phrase 
also refers, literally, to Flintwinch’s characteristic appearance and gait, 
z. (p 684) Temple Bar See map The last heads to be impaled on show here 
were those of tv/o Jacobites executed after the '45 they remained in place 
until blown dotsm by gales m 1772 (H) 


CHAPTER 18 

(p 691) Miss Biffin Bom without legs or arms m 1784, Miss Biffin became 
a popular arnst at fairs, etc. (H) 

(p Fellmcastle-buiUmg From ‘cashes m the air’ 

(p ^-^LeBrun ^“J^rles le Brun (idip-po) celebrated historical painter, 
and author of a well-known work on the expression of the emotions. 


CHAPTER 19 


✓ 

(p. 698) exposed outside scat at the back of a closed carnag< 

(p 698) Goths Goths under ^anc sacked Rome in ud 4x0 ‘Re 
xersed' because Mr Domt is bringing fais ‘luxuries’ to Rome. ^ 


cn ‘iTTi n zi 


V (p ?jo) ioj T 3 ) t iv I on ^ Ao-xl \{t‘- Ic * m 1 ^l^c■^'• mean-- 
\ ' ^\ '-i! r jt " <>n ,\ 'oi cl ».(jv' lit\ Stx O I D 

*• (p 7J-'' /" f7i i_? f' Ilf’ Pi’ cr> <-■• Pl 1 th' ■=' in v Inch 

t'jetipn rccrDaa'hoir.ccdnn i ~ lUiali ’ irJ cfp- opV,nr_nfn,r •’noihcr, 
■*«* jfi liti, ")c{*(r\.il time PicJ-CH'-npp rcnih refer to one of 

Uic ni'"ii ctlth" t,tJ O' rnpl '' :hil pnbli hfti h) IPn*- IJoIhctr 
JO-a:p!:t.r rn t ^a-,'4 

y (p ■‘3-i'i Ir f-r .r ri" c;r j ~ ^Lfj Sci Dnok {, Cl' (par z. 

c^iAPTrn 23 

* (P 74-) wall Ji rcmnli. xa, 20 'And 1 ill rmke. vhcc unto thi'; 

people a fw\cj-d b'artn i all ’ 

*■ (P 743) Olu fai-fiJ 3 rfli fre^ M/'duvi One of the three GoT>^on 
J (p 749) " n Tim of the Oioc^cn, stimmit of ilic Harr 

Xlo\.nraja« 


CHAPTEK Z4 

* ^ 7 S 7 ) Mo of the olJ st^tl e Tlic pt Jinp of time 

(P 739) Qinnhus rUnttn A name pi%en to Gulincr bj tlie pygmies of 
Lilliput iSjulhver't Tra.elsy 1 -, ti) 

5 * (P 7 ’ 5 o) isltjies me Fnnnv has become pregnant die rest of the con- 
versation sets this beyond doubt CIIill's Notes obscure this-) 

4 - (p 763) Tuoshaes The nurstrj storv’ Gooc/> Tno-SAow was published in 
1765 and attnbuicd (v.rongK) to Goldsmith (H) 

1 (p If^oumhh ‘Pen-knives’ v/crc at tins u me spcafically for cutting 
pens Tlie tense irony of die passage is intricately sustained 
4 - (p 767) Chelsea Veteran, Greenmeh Pensioner ‘Higllly mentonous’ 
suggests an old soldier v.ho has lost his nght arm m the serMce 


CHAPTER 25 

*• (p 768) On his owntnunpet To ‘blow one s on n trumpet’ is an expression 

from jousung 

^ (p 76^) Senguo^s chair Vacant at Macbcih s coronation banejnet 
Shakespeare’s tragedy) because he has met a \no!ent death Later, his ^ost 
appears, to Macbeth’s discomfiture lienee the plirase ‘no loss’ m the text 
There may also be a reminder (see the following page) that Merdle is 
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of Stupendous size. 


CHAPTER 


1 


(p 7«4) Pol‘toe Court. The Marshalsea Court. For th^ 

Prison, see map 


King’s Bench 
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ciiAPTrn 27 \ 

(p 787) 

?o7rSird tins use f a.char, from whtch the tnl: 

(p 794) Upas tree ^ Javanese tr^ ^ 

S.u..r, this o-» though. ,0 envenom tl 
, (f‘8lJ)'JiSo“.»«rf»- Much t,s.on.=hed *e . (») 


CHAPTER 28 


r Ro?') JVlckedGtant . windmill Don Quixote mistook the latte 
former m Parti, Chapter 8 of his Adventures 


CHAPTER 29 


/ 8z4) Most lovely flowers Note the runmng title (p 825) The ir 

^ ^mpletes a symbolic presentation of the three women m Arthur 
nam’s life (compare Pet’s flowers, p 387, and for Flora, the runnir 
on p. 749) There is also, perhaps, a relevance to the idea of psychic i 
discuss^ in the Introduction (pp 27-9) 

2. (p Burning ploughshares A reference to the early ‘ordeal by f 
which die accused could vmdicate his or her honour by walkingir 
over red-hot ploughshares 


CHAPTER 30 

1 (p 837) Knight of Industry Fr ‘chevalier d’lndustne', a man v/h 
by his wits 

2 (p 852) Over-roasting a patient Probably refers to the barbarous 
ment’ of imbeciles at this or an earlier time 

3 (P 853) Terminating his oration For the denouement of the nov 
Appendix I 

CHAPTER 31 

j (p 8^<S) Bedlam A corruption of Bcthlem Hospital for the insar 
map for its situation at this ume 

2u (p ZC>i) Innocent perished with the guilty Adapted from Genesis xvin 

CHAPTER 32 

I (p ZCA) After Dr Johnson One v ell-knov n saying of Johnson’s 

iliat live to please must please to 111. e’ 

CHAPTER 34 

1 (p 893^ Twards Sain Paul’s Churchward. 1 e. to ‘Doctor* (" 
the College of Doctors of Lav/, vvluch issued snccial rr..,— ^ 

^•as demolished in 1 867 damage Iiccr 




